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PREFACE. 


It  is  really  as  important  that  people  should  be  disposed  to  read 
what  is  good,  as  it  b  that  they  should  know  how  to  read.  For  the 
ability  to  converse  with  books  Is  as  liable  to  abuse  as  any  other  gift, 
and  ift  in  fact  aa  much  abused  at  this  very  time,  and  that  too  to  the 
injury  of  the  readers  themselves,  both  in  mind  and  heart  It  is 
abundantly  in  proof  that,  of  the  books  now  appearing  from  day  to 
day,  the  meanest  and  the  worst,  those  made  up  of  the  cheapest  and 
the  foulest  sensational  flash,  are  read  a  great  deal  the  most.  The 
reason  of  this  surely  must  be  that,  whUe  people  are  taught  to  read, 
due  care  is  not  taken  to  plant  and  cherish  in  them  right  intellectual 
and  literary  tastes.  In  our  education,  therefore,  it  is  of  prime  con- 
cern that  such  tastes  should  be  early  set  or  quickened  in  tlie  mind; 
that  while  we  are  giving  people  the  ability  to  converse  with  books, 
no  pains  should  be  spared  to  inspire  them  with  the  love  of  books 
that  are  good.  Once  possess  them  with  a  genuine,  hearty  love  of 
a  few  first-rate  authors,  and  then  their  culture  in  all  its  parts,  so  far 
as  books  can  minister  to  it,  is  duly  cared  for;  thatlove,  those  tastes, 
will  become  a  sort  of  instinct,  to  prompt  and  guide  them  to  what  is 
wholesome  and  pure.  And  in  this,  as  in  other  things,  the  ways  of 
purity  and  health  are  also  the  ways  of  lasting  and  ever-growing 
pleasure  and  delight.  The  abiding,  uncloying  sweetness,  the  liv- 
ing, unwithering  freshness  of  books  in  which  conscience  presides, 
truth  illuminates,  and  genius  inspires,  are  tlie  proper  food  and  de- 
lectation of  a  chaste  and  well-ordered  mind;  and  to  have  a  due  sense 
and  relish  of  those  qualities,  is  at  once  the  proof  and  the  plet^e 
of  moral  and  intellectual  health :  for  here  it  may  with  special  tlt^ 
ness  be  aflirmed  tliat  "love  is  an  unerrit^  light,  and  joy  its  own 
security." 

It  is  on  this  principle,  it  is  with  a  constant  view  to  this  end,  that 
I  have  worked  in  selecting  and  ordering  the  contents  of  the  present 
volume.  These  are  the  thoughts  that  prompted,  and  have  through- 
out governed,  the  undertaking.  In  my  own  teaching,  I  have  long 
felt  the  want  of  such  a  text-book,  and  have  supplied  the  lack  tliere- 
of  as  I  best  could.  As  for  the  reading-lwoks,  of  which  so  many  are 
in  common  use,  I  neither  could  nor  would  haveany  thing  to  do  with 
them.    I  have  no  faitli  in  them  whatsoever:  the  very  principle  of 
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tliem  I  hold  to  be  radically  viciouB  and  wrong,  Aseuredlf,  the 
right  way  of  t«acbing  English  literature,  bo  as  to  develop  the  intel- 
lectual tastcii,  is  by  using  authors,  aod  not  miscellaneous  literary 
chips,  such  as  the  books  in  question  are  made  up  of.  Both  experi- 
ence and  the  reason  of  the  tiling  amply  instruct  us  that  a  mere  col- 
lection of  scraps  and  BpecBoeiis  gatJiered  flora  a  multitude  of  writ- 
ers is  rather  a  hindrance  than  a  help  to  the  end  proposed;  because 
in  such  a  course  the  pupil  does  not  stay  long  enough  with  any  one 
author  to  catch  his  spirit^  to  find  his  virtue,  or  to  feel  at  home  with 
him.  In  such  a  rapid  flight  from  author  to  author,  no  true  Intel- 
lectual  loves  or  tastesrcan  possibly  germinate  in  the  mind ;  for  these 
loves  are  like  our  domestic  loves,  which  grow  from  long  intercourse 
of  heart  with  heart  and  soul  with  soul  in  the  familiar  atmosphere  of 
home,  and  the  companions liip  of  faces  endeared  by  time.  In  short, 
tliese  current  reading-books  are  alike  tedious  in  the  use  and  wortli- 
less  in  the  result:  no  mental  delight  can  spring  up  from  their  pages : 
for  any  purpose  but  a  mere  mechanical  pronouncing  of  words  and 
sentences,  they  are  sheer  impertinences.  On  the  other  hand,  a 
taste  for  a  good  author  is  a  thing  of  slow  and  silent  growth,  and  can 
by  no  means  be  extemporized:  te  the  forming  and  fixing  of  it 
nothing  will  sen'c,  but  that  the  author's  virtue  just  soak  into  the 
mind  from  communing  with  him  through  many  a  studious  and 
thoughtful  hour.  Such  is  indeed  the  method,  such  the  process  of 
all  fruitful  converse  with  intellectual  and  moral  beauty,  the  only 
way  to  drink-in  the  efficacy  thereof;  a  converse  which  Milton  so 
well  describes  as  "beholding  the  bright  countenance  of  truth  in 
the  quiet  and  still  air  of  delightful  studies." 

The  upshot  of  all  which  is  that,  for  the  ends  of  culture,  instead 
of  a  course  of  nibbles  and  snatehes  over  a  wide,  miscellaneous  field 
of  authorship,  we  should  take  a  very  few  of  the  best  authors,  and 
then  use  them  a  great  deal.  A  taste  for  Shakespeare  or  Words- 
worth alone,  once  thoroughly  set  in  the  mind,  will  readily  guide 
him  who  lias  it  to  other  good  authors,  and  will  at  the  same  time 
keep  him  away  from  the  bad  by  a  spontaneous  disgust  of  them. 

The  contents  of  this  volume,  as  will  at  once  be  seen,  are  all 
drawn  from  six  authors.  Nor  does  this  list  include  any  author 
now  living.  I  set  out  with  the  determination  not  to  admit  any 
author  who  had  not  fairly  won  the  rank  of  a  classic;  a  thing  that  is 
seldom  if  ever  done  during  an  author's  life:  generally  a  hundred 
years  is  little  time  enough  for  settling  so  grave  a  question.  And  it 
is  a  fixed  principle  with  me,  tliat  none  but  the  very  best  authors 
should  be  taken  for  the  use  to  which  this  volume  is  addressed; 
while,  again,  te  be  used  as  a  text-book  in  school,  and  for  setting  the 
tastes  anil  fumitng  the  minds  of  the  young,  is  the  highest  honour 
to  which  any  autlior  can  justly  aspire.    Of  the  several  authors  here 
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inclnded,  Z  have  kimed  to  select,  if  not  the  pieeei  beat  in  them- 
■elves,  sucb  at  least  as  aeemed  best  fitted  for  the  use  here  designed. 
Therewithal,  except  in  a  few  cases,  which  are  duly  remarked  in 
the  notes,  I  have  given  entire  poems;  and  this  to  the  end  that  a 
sense  of  artistic  completeness  and  harmony  may  be  secretly  quick- 
ened and  fostered  in  the  pupil's  mind. 

All,  or  nearly  ^11,  the  pieces  set  forth  in  this  collection  are  old, 
familiar,  long-tried  friends  of  mine:  if  I  had  not  been  in  the  habit 
of  returning  to  them  often,  and  conversing  with  them,  for  many, 
many  years;  and  if  I  had  not  Iwlieved  tlie  verdure  and  freshness 
of  them  to  be  perennial,  and  such  as  no  frequency  of  perusal  can 
exhaust;  I  should  not  tiave  admitted  them:  ia  a  word,  to  my  sense, 
"age  cannot  wither  them,  nor  custom  stale  their  infinite  variety"; 
for  I  would  fain  have  the  volume  so  composed  as  to  gather  about 
itseU 

*•  the  fixed  dellBbta  at  houM  ud  liome, 
Frleodstilps  thai  will  not  btetk,  ftnd  lore  Uiat  ouiDOl  rouu." 

It  may  be  thought  that  some  apolt^y,  or  some  explanation,  is 
due  from  me  for  having  filled  so  much  of  the  volume  with  Words- 
worth. On  this  point  I  can  but  say  that  the  book  contains  no  more 
of  Wordsworth  than  I  really  want,  and  have  long  been  in  the  liabit 
of  nsing  more  or  less,  in  my  own  classes;  nor  any  more  than  I  think 
may  be  generally  used  with  good  effect  in  a  course  of  English 
studies.  And  I  am  thoroughly  satisfied  that,  next  after  Shake- 
speare, Wordsworth  is  the  best  of  all  the  English  poets  for  such 
use;  and  this  chiefly  because  he  is  apt  to  inspire  a  deeper,  stronger, 
and  more  abiding  enthusiasm.  In  my  observation,  no  mind  that 
lias  once  rightly  felt  the  touch  of  his  hand  ever  shakes  oft  or  out- 
grows its  power ;  nor  can  I  think  of  any  thing  better  which  the 
school  can  do  for  yoai^  minds  than  to  seize  them  with  a  life-long 
passion  for  bim. 

Of  the  other  authors  and  poems  embraced  in  this  volume,  it  may 
be  enough  to  say  that  the  consorting  or  grouping  of  them  is  by  no 
means  arbitrary.  Strongly  marked  as  the  authors  severally  are 
with  individual  and  characteristic  tnuts,  yet  they  naturally  gravi- 
tate each  to  all,  and  all  to  each,  by  the  force  of  mutual  sympathy. 
To  my  sense,  they  are  six  h^hly  congenial  souls,  and  the  more 
congenial  for  having  each  his  original  and  independent  strength. 
Thus  the  group  affords  a  large  variety  of  interest  and  attraction, 
while  at  the  same  time  they  all  draw  smoothly  together  under  a 
GCHumon  spirit,  and  to  a  conmion  purpose;  so  that  a  right  study  of 
any  one  will  serve  to  sharpen  the  student's  relish  and  deepen  his 
enjoyment  of  all  the  others. 

As  to  what  is  here  done  in  the  way  of  notes  and  comments,  per- 
haps tliB  less  said,  the  better.    Still  it  may  nut  be  amiss  to  observe 
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that  I  have  atmed  at  fltoess,  not  for  lecitaUooa  proper,  but  simply 
for  exercises;  that  teacher  and  pupils  majr  commune  together 
with  the  beauty  and  wisdom  and  eloquence  of  the  authors,  witiiout 
having  their  thoughts  too  much  diverted  and  drawn  away  to  irrele- 
vant points,  I  have  been  specially  desirous  not  to  encumber  pupils 
with  excessive  or  superfluous  help;  deeming  that  the  right  way  is, 
to  bring  the  minds  of  the  student  and  the  author  fairly  together,  to 
put  the  former  in  direct  and  free  communication  with  the  latter,  — 
a  process  that  may  easily  be  defeated  by  thrusting  too  much  of  ex- 
planation and  comment  between  them;— and  then  to  leave  the 
proper  results  to  come  in  their  own  way  and  time,  knowing  that  the 
more  silent  they  are  in  coming,  the  surer  tbey  are  to  come,  and 
the  better  when  they  come.  In  such  studies,  the  great  thing  is,  to 
get  the  pupils  really  to  understand  and  relish  what  is  before  them, 
to  taste  its  sweetness,  to  Inhale  its  spirit,  to  catch  its  virtue:  this 
done,  the  main  end  of  the  stndy  is  secnred;  this  left  undone,  that 
end  is  missed,  and  the  work  is  to  be  set  down  as  afailure,  whatever 
incidental  benefits  may  accrue  from  the  process.  And  here  may 
be  fitly  applied  to  the  study  of  poetry  what  Coleridge  says  in 
reference  to  his  own  poetical  composition:  "Poetry  has  been  to 
me  its  own  'exceeding  great  reward':  it  has  soothed  my  afflictions; 
it  has  multiplied  and  refined  my  enjoyments;  it  has  endeared  soli- 
tude; and  it  has  given  me  the  habit  of  wishing  to  discover  the  Good 
and  the  Beautiful  in  all  that  meets  and  surrounds  me." 

In  the  sketches  of  the  several  authors'  lives,  I  have  endeavoured, 
with  my  best  care  and  judgment,  and  with  as  much  fulness  as  the 
space  would  allow,  to  sort  out  and  draw  together  such  particulars 
of  personal  history  and  of  native  idiom  as  would  best  serve  to  iju- 
press  their  characteristic  traits,  and  to  illustrate  the  correspond- 
ences between  the  man  and  hb  works.  In  such  swift  biographical 
summaries,  it  is  very  difficult  to  avoid  a  most  unattractive  dryness 
of  style;  and  I  dare  not  hope  that  these  specimens  stand  clear  of 
that  fault 

It  may  be  well  to  add,  that  I  am  far  from  ignoring  or  disparaging 
various  other  English  poets,  especially  Spenser  and  Milton,  in 
reference  to  the  purpose  for  which  this  volume  is  designed.  But 
those  great  authors,  or  large  portions  of  them,  are  now  and  long 
have  been  widely  in  use  as  text-books,  and  are  to  be  had  in  suita- 
ble form,  and  set  forth  with  a  much  better  editorial  preparation 
than  I  could  give  them.  Moreover,  Spenser  was  of  the  same  age 
as  Shakespeare,  and  Milton  of  the  age  next  succeeding ;  and,  as  I 
was  making  large  use  of  Shakespeare,  as  a  second  to  him  I  pre- 
ferred to  have,  for  my  own  classes,  a  poet  who  lived  nearer  our 
own  time,  and  who  represents  a  very  different  stage  in  the  course 
of  English  thought  and  style. 
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WILLIAM   WORDSWORTH: 

SKETCH  OF  HIS  UFB. 


Thb  birth-place  of  William  WMdcworth  h  in  Cambcrlaad,  a  connty  lyinjc  'at 
thcnorth.wcstoornerof  England,  and  KeparatcdfVoni  Scotland  bj  Solway  Frilb. 
That  region  ia  ipeciall;  diatingniBhed  in  having  numerous  am^l  lakes  cradlcJ 
amongils  hills  and  monDtaine,  all  of  which  hare  now  been  crowned  with  classic 
honoars  bv  (he  poet's  hand.  His  father,  John  Wordsworth,  waa  an  aicornej,  and, 
having  been  engaged  aslaw-a^nt  by  the  Ear]  of  Lonwlale,  wa»  set  over  tlic  west- 
em  portionoftho  wide  domain  of  Lowther,  and  lived  atCockcrmouth,  in  a  ranoor- 
honse  belonging  to  that  faoilj.  There  William  waa  bom  on  the  Tih  of  April, 
ITTO,  the  second  of  foor  sons.  There  was  onlj  one  daoghur  in  the  fumiljr, 
Dorothy,  who  came  next  after  the  poet.  Cockennoath  stands  on  the  Uerweni, 
called  bv  the  poet  "  the  fairest  of  all  rivers,"  and  looks  back  to  the  Borrowdale 
mountains,  among  which  that  river  ia  bom.  The  mice  of  that  stream,  he  tells 
ns,  flowed  along  his  dreams  while  he  was  a  child. 

His  mother,  a  wise  and  pious  woman,  told  a  friend  that  William  was  the  only 
one  of  her  children  about  whom  she  felt  anxions,  and  that  ho  would  he  "remark- 
able cither  for  good  or  eviL"  This  was  probablv  from  what  he  himself  calls  his 
"  stiff,  nioodj,  and  violent  temper."  Uf  this,  which  mode  him  a  wajward  and 
headstrong  l>0)',  all  that  he  seema  afterwarda  to  have  retained  was  that  reaulute- 
ness  of  character  which  stood  him  in  good  stead  when  ho  became  a  man. 

Of  his  mother,  who  died  when  he  was  eight  years  old,  the  poet  retained  a  faint 
but  tender  racolleclion.  At  the  age  of  nine,  he,  along  with  bis  eider  brother 
Richard,  leil  home  for  school.  It  would  be  hard  to  conceive  a  better  school-life 
for  a  future  poet  than  that  in  which  Wordsworth  was  roared  at  Hawksheod. 
Higb-pressaro  was  then  onknown ;  nature  and  freedom  had  fnll  swinfi!.  Bounds 
atid  lock ing-ap  hours  they  had  none.  The  boys  lived  in  the  ootloges  oHhe  I'illa;^ 
dames,  in  a  natural,  friendly  way,  like  thnr  own  children.  Their  play-gounih 
were  the  fields,  the  lake,  the  woods,  the  hilludes,  for  as  their  feet  eoDiclcarr;  them. 
Their  games  were  crag-climbing  tor  ravens'  neata,  skating  on  Etthwoite  Lake, 
setting  apringeB  Ibr  woodcoclu. 

In  Wordsworth'a  Ibnrtecnth  year,  when  he  and  hia  brother  were  at  home  for 
the  Christmas  holidays,  their  mther,  who  hod  never  recovered  heart  ulicr  the 
death  of  his  wife,  followed  her  to  thegrave.  The  old  home  at  Coekcrmouth 
was  broken  np,  and  the  orphans  were  but  poorly  provided  for.  Lai^;^  armira  were 
indeed  duo  to  their  fiither  from  the  strange,  selt-willed  Earl  of  Lonsdale ;  but  these 
his  lordship  never  chose  to  make  good.  Nevertheiess  the  boys  returned  to  school, 
and  William  remaiuc<l  there  till  his  eighteenth  year,  when  he  left  fur  Cambridge. 

From  Hawksheod  Wohlsworth  took  several  good  things  with  him.  In  book- 
learning,  there  was  Latin  enough  to  enable  him  to  read  the  Itoman  poels  with 
pleasure  in  alkr-jears;  of  matliemalics,  more  than  enough  to  sbirt  him  on 
equality  with  t  he  averi^^  of  Cambridge  freshmen;  of  Greek,  probably  not  mueli, — 
at  least  we  never  heard  of  it  afterwards.  It  was  here  that  he  began  that  intimacy 
with  the  English  poeta  which  be  afternanls  perfected :  bnt  neither  at  school  nor 
in  alter-life  was  he  a  devonrer  of  books. 
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Of  vcrsE-making,  hie  earliest  attempts  date  from  Hawtsbead.  A  long  copy 
of  verses,  written  on  the  second  centenary  of  the  fonndaiion  uf  the  echool,  wiuf 
much  admired;  but  he  himself  afterwards  pronouaced  them  but  a  "  tame  imita- 
tion of  Pope."  But  more  than  any  book-lore,  more  than  any  skill  in  vcrs^ 
making,  or  definite  Ihonghts  about  poetry,  was  tbo  tree,  natural  litb  life  led  at 
Hawkshcad.  It  was  there  that  he  wan  Emitten  to  tbo  core  with  (hat  love  of 
Nature  which  became  the  prime  necessity  of  his  being.  Not  lluu  he  was  a 
moody  or  peculiar  boy,  nursing  bis  own  fancies  apart  from  his  eoin[innioDS :  so 
liir  from  thid,  he  was  foremost  in  ull  schoolboy  adventnres, — the  sturdiest  oar, 
the  hardiest  cragsman  at  the  harrying  of  ravens'  nests.  Weeks  and  months,  ho 
tells  us,  passed  in  a  round  of  school  tumult.  No  life  could  hare  been  every  way 
more  unconstrained  and  natural.  But,  school  tumult  though  there  was,  it  was 
not  in  a  made  play^rround  at  cricket  or  rackets,  but  in  haunts  more  fitted  to 
form  a  poct,^on  the  lakes  and  the  hillsides.  AH  through  his  school-time,  ho 
says  thai  in  pauses  of  the  "  giddy  bliss  "  he  felt  "  gicams  like  the  flashing  of  a 
shield."  And  as  time  went  on,  and  common  school  porsnits  lost  thmr  novelty, 
these  visitations  ^rew  deeper  and  more  frequent. 

Id  October,  1787,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  Wordsworth  passed  from  llawksliead 
School  to  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge.  College  life,  so  important  to  those 
whose  minds  are  mainly  shaped  by  bool^  and  academic  inflnences,  produced  on 
him  but  little  impr«ssion.  "rbo  stripling  of  tha  hills  had  not  been  trained  for 
college  competitions :  he  felt  that  he  "was  not  for  that  hour,  nor  for  that  place." 
The  range  of  scholastic  stndies  seemed  to  him  narrow  and  timid.  As  Ibr  col- 
lege honours,  he  thought  them  dearly  purchased  at  the  price  of  the  evil  rivalries 
and  the  tame  standard  of  excellence  which  they  fostered  in  the  eager  tew  who 
entered  the  lists.  No  doubt  he  was  a  self-sufficient,  preeuiDptnous  youth,  so  to 
judge  of  men  and  things  in  so  &mous  a  university ;  bnt  there  were  qualities  of 
a  rarer  kind  laltntt  in  him,  which  in  time  justified  him  in  thne  taking  his  Own 

When  arrived  in  Cambridge,  a  northern  villager,  be  tells  ns  there  wen:  other 
poor,  simple  schoolboys  from  the  North,  now  Cambridge  men,  roady  to  wel- 
come him,  and  introduce  him  to  the  ways  of  the  place.  So,  leaving  to  others 
the  competitive  race,  he  Ice  himself,  in  the  company  of  these,  drop  qnielly  down 
the  stream  of  tho  usual  undei^raduato  jollities.  In  Tli'  Prelade  ho  tells  lis  how 
in  a  friend's  room  in  Christ's  Collc^,  once  occupied  by  Milton,  he  toasted  tho 
memory  of  the  abstemious  l*uritan.till  the  fumes  of  wine  took  his  brain; —  tho 
lirstnnd  last  time  that  the  liiture  water-drinker  experienced  that  sensation.  Dur- 
ing the  earlier  pan  of  his  college  course  he  did  just  as  others  did,  lounged  and 
sauntered,  boated  and  rode,  enjoyed  wines  and  supper-parties, "  days  of  mirth  and 
nights  of  revelry  ; "  yet  kept  clear  of  vicious  excess. 

When  the  first  novelty  of  college  life  was  over,  growing  dissatisfied  with  idle- 
ness, hu  withdrew  somewhatfrom  promiscuous  society,  and  kept  more  by  himself. 
Living  in  qniet,  the  less  he  felt  of  reverence  for  those  elders  whom  he  saw.  the 
more  his  heart  was  stirred  with  high  thonghts  of  those  whom  ho  could  not  see. 
He  read  Chancer  under  the  hawthorn  by  Trompington  Hill,  and  made  inti- 
mate acquaintance  with  Sjienser.  Milton  he  seemed  to  himself  almost  to  so« 
moving  before  him,  as.  clad  in  scholar's  gown ,  thiit  yonng  poet  had  once  walked 
those  same  cloisters  in  the  angelic  beauty  of  his  youth. 

During  the  Summer  vacations  Wordsworth  and  his  sister,  who  had  been 
much  separated  since  their  childhood,  met  once  more  under  tho  roof  of  their 
mother's  kindred  in  Penrith.  With  her  ho  then  had  the  first  of  those  rambles  — 
by  the  streams  of  Lowther  and  Emoot —  which  were  afterwards  renewed  with 
.-  1-.  ^i.(,sult8.  Then,  loo,  he  first  mot  Mary  Hutchinson,  his  consin,  and  his 
Ic  was  daring  his  second  or  thinl  year  at  Cambridge,  that  he  flrst 
serionsly  lonoed  the  purpose  of  b^ng  a  poet,  and  dared  to  hope  that  he  might 
leave  bi^ind  him  something  that  would  live.  His  last  long  vacation  was  do- 
voted  to  a  walking-tour  on  the  Continent  along  with  a  collie  friend  from 
Wales.    For  himsdf,  he  hod  long  cast  cidlegfl  studies  and  their  rewturds  behind 
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Um ;  but  frienda  at  home  could  not  sc«  this  without  rniBanf  fbrebodin[^.  Whnt 
waalo  become  of  a  pennilesB  lad  who  thus  played  ducks  and  drakes  withyoalh's 
golden  opportuoiliegl  But  be  had  as  yet  no  miv^vings  ;  he  was  athiratonly 
for  Nalore  and  freedom.  ^,  ivith  his  friend  Jones,  staff  in  hand,  ho  walked 
for  fbnrtefn  weeks  through  FrRnce,  Switzerland,  and  the  north  of  Italy.  With 
fbnr  shillings  each  dail;  they  paid  their  war.    The;  landed  at  Calais  oi 


of  the  day  when  the  King  was  to  Bwoar  to  the  new  constitution.  All  through 
France,  as  they  tmdged  atoag,  the;  saw  a  people  rising  with  jubilee  to  welcome- 
in  the  dawn,  as  they  thoagbt,  uf  a  new  era  for  mankind.  Nor  were  they  on- 
lookers only,  but  sympathizers  in  the  intoxication  of  the  time,  joining  in  villa;Lni 
rerels  and  dances  wita  the  frantic  niultitnde.  lint  theso  Eights  did  not  detain 
them,  for  they  were  bent  rather  on  seeing  Nalnre  than  man.  Urer  the  Alps 
and  niong  the  Italian  lakes  they  passed  with  a  kind  of  awfnl  joy. 

In  January.  1 7  91,  Words  worth  took  a  common  degree,  and  qui'ltod  Carobridxe. 
The  crisis  of  his  life  lay  between  this  lime  and  his  settling  down  at  (inumcre. 
He  had  resolved  to  be  a  poet ;  bat  eren  poeta  must  be  housul,  clothed,  and  fell ; 
and  poetry  has  seldom  done  this  for  any  of  its  devolves,  least  of  all  such  poi^lry 
ns  Wordsworth  was  tnindcd  lo  write.  But  it  was  not  the  question  of  bread 
alone,  but  one  much  wider  and  more  comple-t,  which  now  pressed  upon  bim, 
—  the  question.  What  next?  And  the  dimcultj  of  meolin);  this  was  much  en- 
hanced to  him  from  the  circumstance  of  his  being  tnmed  loose  upon  a  world 
just  heaving  with  the  first  throes  of  the  French  Revolution.  Ho  had  swn  that 
event  while  it  atili  wore  its  earliest  auroral  hues,  when  the  pwinle  were  mod  with 
joy,  as  at  the  dawn  of  a  renovated  Earth.  That  be  should  bave  slaked  his 
whole  hope  on  it,  looked  for  alt  pood  things  ftora  it.  who  shall  wonder? 
Coleridge,  Sonlhev.  almost  every  high-minded  young  man  of  that  time,  hailed 
it  with  lervoQf,  Wordsworth  would  not  have  been  the  man  he  was,  if  bo  could 
have  stood  proof  against  the  oonlagion.  On  leading  Cumbiidgo  he  hod  (wne 
to  London.  The  Spring  and  early  Summer  months  ho  spent  there,  not  mingling 
in  society,  but  wanaering  abont  the  streets,  noting  all  sights,  ob^rvant  of  men's 
laces  and  ways,  haunting  the  open  book-stullB.  During  these  months  ho  tells  us 
he  was  preserved  from  the  cyniciara  and  contempt  fi>r  human  natoro  whieh  the 
deformities  of  crowded  lifo  onen  breed,  by  remembrance  of  tho  kind  uf  men  ho 
had  firat  lived  nmuugal,  in  themselves  a  manly,  simple,  n  neon  tnini  nil  ted  race, 
and  invested  with  added  interest  and  dignity  by  living  in  the  same  hereditary 
fields  where  their  forefathers  had  lived,  and  by  moving  about  among  the  grand 
— .-  .^f  moanlain  storms  and  sunshine.  'rhe)i:ood  had  come  first, 
it  stamp  itself  into  tbo  groundwork  of  his  im- 
er  he  viaiteil  )ils  travelling  companion  Jones 

Paris,  and  there  hearil  the  apccchcfi  that  wero 
1  Aasembly,  while  the  Brissolins  were  in  the 
ired  about  the  city,  surveyed  the  scenes  rcn- 
id  even  picked  up  a  stone  as  a  rolic  from  tho 
iliis  rage  Ibr  historic  scenes  he  however  cun- 
Efected  than  genuine.  From  I'aris  he  went  to 
some  time  to  learn  the  language.  When,  in 
aris.  the  September  massacre  hod  token  plnco 
1  his  family  were  in  prison  ;  the  Itepnbliewna 
wer.  The  young  Knj;lishman  ranged  through 
■0  the  King  lay.  visited  the  Toilcries.  lately 
sel,  a  month  since  heaped  with  the  dead,  Aa 
ard  by,  sleoplOBS,  and  filled  with  thoughts  of 
1  to  bear  a  votco  that  cried  alond  to  ihe  whole 
ler.  those  scenes  still  troubled  him  in  dreams, 
hung  with  innocent  victims,  orofcrowdsreaily 
vitv  of  deepiur.  In  his  sleep  he  seeme<l  to  la 
tnie,  orfbr  nis  own,  bofotfi  a  savage  tribunal. 
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Rctarning  (o  Eneknil  at  tho  dose  of  1793,  be  aprat  some  lime  in  Loiiaon  in 
great  mental  perploxitj-  He  vas  horrified  wiA  the  excesses  in  which  tbo  Ituv- 
olution  had  landed ;  yet  not  the  less  he  dung  to  his  republican  inich,  and  his 
hope  in  the  revolutionary  cause.  When  0»«rT  month  brouelit  tidings  of  fresh 
enonnities  in  France,  and  opponents  taunted  hisi  with  these  results  of  equality 
and  popular  goTemment,  ho  retorted  thut  these  were  but  the  overilow  ot  a  res- 
ervoir of  gnilt,  which  hod  been  lilting  up  fiir  contuiies  by  (be  wrongdoings  of 
kings  and  nobles.  Soon  France  entered  on  a  war  of  conquest,  and  be  was 
doomed  lo  see  hie  lost  hopes  of  liberty  bcimyed.  Siill  striving  to  hido  tho 
wounds  of  mortiQcdpresamption,  he  clang,  as  he  tells  us,  store  firmly  than  ever 
to  his  old  tenets,  while  the  friends  of  old  institutions  goaded  liim  still  further  by 
th^r  trinmphatit  scorn.  OTerwhelmed  with  shame  and  deqionduicy  at  (he  ship- 
wreck of  his  golden  dreams,  he  turned  to  probe  the  foundations  on  which  all 
society  rests.  Not  only  institutions,  customs,  law,  but  even  the  grounds  of 
moral  obligation  and  distinctions  of  right  and  wrong  disappeared.  Uenunding 
format  proof,  and  finding  none,  he  abandoned  moral  qucsuons  in  despair. 

Tho  nether  gloom  into  which  he  was  plunged,  and  the  steps  by  which  iio  won 
bis  way  bock  to  upper  air,  are  set  forth  in  the  cuneluding  Book^  of  ThePrdutk, 
and  partly  in  the  character  of  the  Solitary  in  TM  Excunim.  These  scll'-dc- 
Ecriptions  are  well  worth  attention  for  the  light  they  throw  on  Wordsworth's 
own  mental  history,  and  as  iilnatrating  by  what  excoplional  methods  one  of 
tho  greatest  minds  of  that  time  Boated  clear  of  the  common  wreck  in  which  so 
many  were  entangled.  His  moral  being  had  received  euch  a  shock  that,  as  re- 
gonU  both  man  and  Nature,  be  tried  to  close  hia  heart  against  the  sources  of 
lib  former  strength.  The  whole  past  of  history,  he  believed,  was  one  great 
mistake,  and  the  best  hope  of  the  human  race  was  to  cut  itself  olF  even  from  all 
sympathy  with  it.  Even  tho  highest  creations  of  the  old.  poets  lost  liieir  cliarm 
for  him.  They  seemed  to  him  mere  products  of  passion  and  pr^)udicc,  warning 
altogether  in  the  nolnlity  of  reason.  He  tried  by  narrow  syllogisms,  he  says,  to 
unsuul  those  mysteries  of  being  which  have  been  through  all  ages  the  bonds  of 
man's  brotherhood  ;  that  is,  ho  grew  sceptical  of  all  those  hi^cr  fiuths  which 
cannot  be  demonstrably  proved.  This  moral  state  reacted  on  his  feelings  about 
.1 . ..!  .!L. .      ■   .     .      jj  became  to  him  less  spiritual  than  it  used  to  be.    Ho  fbtl 

ninforined  by  that 
finer  influence  that  streams  from  the  soul  into  the  eye. 

In  this  sickness  of  the  soul,  this  ''  obscuration  of  tho  isastcr-vision,"  his  sole 
sister  came,  like  his  better  angel,  to  his  side.  Convinced  that  bis  office  on  Earth 
was  to  be  a  poet,  not  to  break  bis  heart  against  the  hard  problems  of  politioil 
philosophy,  she  led  him  away  from  perplexing  theories  and  crowded  cities  into 
the  o^n  air  of  heaven.  Together  they  visited,  travelling  on  loot,  many  of  the 
most  interesting  districts  of  England,  and  mingled  freely  with  the  country  peo- 
ple and  the  poor.  There,  amid  the  freshness  of  Nature,  his  levered  sjijrit  woi 
cooled  down,  Earth's  "first  diviner  infiuence"  returned,  he  saw  things  again  an 
he  had  seen  them  in  his  boyhood.  This  free  intercourse  with  Katurc  in  time 
brought  him  back  lo  his  true  self,  so  that  be  began  to  took  on  life  and  the  frame- 
work of  society  with  other  eyes,  and  to  seek  there  for  that  which  ii  permanent 
and  intrinsically  good.  At  this  time,  as  he  and  his  sister  wandered  about  ii 
various  outn>f-the-way  parts  of  England,  where  tlioy  were  strnngerH,  he  founj 
not  delight  only,  hut  instruction,  in  conversing  with  all  whom  he  met.  The 
lonely  roads  were  open  schools  to  him.  There,  as  be  entered  into  conversation 
with  the  poorest,  and  heard  from  them  Iheir  own  histories,  he  got  a  new  insight 
into  human  souls,  discerned  in  them  a  depth  and  a  worth  where  none  appeared 
to  careless  eves.  The  perception  of  these  things  made  him  loathe  the  thought  of 
those  ambitious  projects  which  had  lately  ileceived  him.  He  ceased  lo  admire 
strength  dctuched  from  moral  purpose,  and  learned  lo  prize  nnnotieod  worth, 
the  meek  virtues  and  lowly  charities.  Settled  judgments  of  right  and  wnag 
returned,  but  they  were  essentia],  nut  conventional,  jndguMiUi. 
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TboDgb  this  towaid  ferroentAtkin  working  itself  into  clesrncu  wu  the  ntoil 
imponaDt, the  bread-question  tnnit.  at  the  same  lime,  harcbL-eD  tolerablj  urgent. 
To  meet  this,  he  had,  bo  far  as  appears,  simply  nothing,  except  what  was  alluned 
him  br  his  fi'icnds.  Of  coarse,  neither  they  Dor  he  could  long  tolerate  such  a 
state  of  dependence.  What,  then,  was  to  be  dune?  In  his  juncture,  the  nciifl|iapcr 
press,  an  effectual  extinguisher  to  a  possible  poet,  was  rcadj  to  hart  absorbed 
him.  He  h«d««iuilly  written  to  a  friend  in  London,  who  was  siipporting  hliU' 
self  in  this  way,  to  nod  him  like  etoplojincnl,  when  ho  wa.i  delivered  from 
tbeso  importunilies  by  a  happj  occunence.  In  the  close  of  the  year  1704,  he 
was  encaged  in  attending  at  Penrith  a  friend,  Raisley  Calvert,  who  had  fiillco 
into  a  deep  consumption.  Calvert  died  early  in  1795,  and  lie  bequenthed  to 
.  Wordsworth  a  legucv  of  £900.  He  had  divined  Wordsworth's  genius,  and 
believed  that  he  would  do  great  things.  Seldom,  indeed,  has  so  fmall  a  sum 
produced  larger  results.  Il  removed  at  once  Wordsworth's  ansicty  nixjut  a 
prolession,  rescued  him  from  the  newspaper  press,  set  hira  to  follow  his  true 
bent,  and  give  free  rein  to  the  noetic  power  he  felt  working  within  him. 

One  of  the  first  results  of  this  legacy  was  to  restore  Wordsworth  permanently 
to  the  sodety  of  his  sister.  Hitherto,  though  they  had  met  whenever  occasion 
offered,  they  had  not  been  able  to  set  up  house  together ;  but  this  was  no  longer 
impossible.  And  surrly  never  has  sister  done  a  more  delicate  servii^  for  a  brother 
than  Dorothv  Wordsworth  did  for  the  jroet.  8hc  was  a  rarely-gifted  woman, 
with  eyes  of  pretcmatunii  brilliancy,  imaginalivo,  warm-hearted,  and  keenly 
responsive  to  every  note  of  her  brother'a  genins.  BcQuiDecv.who  knew  bor 
well,  describes  her  as  "seeming  inwardly  consumed  by  a  enbOlo  fire  of  impus- 
sioncd  inlclldct,"  In  many  placeaof  his  works  the  poet  bears  grateful  testimony 
to  what  she  did  for  him.  At  this  time,  he  tells  us,  it  was  she  who  maintained 
for  him  a  saving  intercourse  with  his  true  self,  opened  for  him  the  obstructed 
passage  between  head  and  heart,  whence  in  time  cams  genuine  self-knowledge 
•Qd  peace.  Again  ho  says  that  his  imagination  was  by  nature  too  mnsculinc, 
anstcrc,  even  harsh ;  he  loved  only  the  sublime  and  terrible,  was  blind  to  the 
milder  graces  of  landscape  and  of  character.  She  it  was  who  soAencd  and  hn- 
maniscd  him,  opened  his  eye  to  the  more  hidden  beaaties,  liis  heart  to  the  gentler 
affi^ctions: 

At^ bumble  cares,  and  dellcua  fean; 
A  hurt,  the  faunUin  o(  swe«l  Iwn; 
And  kte,  and  Ihougl^t,  and  Joy." 

The  first  home  which  thn'  shared  together  was  at  Itacedovrn  in  Dorsetshire, 
where  tbeyseitledin  theFaJI  of  1799,  on  the  strength  of  the  £900.  Wordsnottli 
always  looked  back  to  this  residence  with  special  love.  So  retired  was  the  ptaec, 
that  the  post  came  only  once  a  week.  Bnt  the  two  read  Italian  together,  gar- 
dened, and  walked  in  the  meadows  and  on  the  tops  of  combs.  These  were  their 
recreations.  Por  serious  work,  "Wordsworth  fell  first  to  wiiting  Imitations  of 
Juvenal,  in  which  he  assailed  fiercely  the  vices  of  the  time ;  bat  those  ho  never 
pnblisbed.  Then  he  wrote  his  poem  of  Gailt  and  Sommi,  which  is  fnr  suncrior 
to  any  of  his  earlier  jneces  j  idso  his  tragedy  of  The  Hordereri,  and  a  few  Ghorj.c 

More  important,  however,  than  any  poetry  composed  at  Eaccdown  was  his 
first  meeting  there  with  Coleridge,  Perhaps  no  two  such  men  haie  met  any- 
where on  English  ground  during  this  century.  Wordsworth  read  ulund  to  his 
visitor  nearly  twelve  hundred  lines  of  blank-verse,  "  superior,"  says  Coleridge, 
"to  any  thing  In  oar  language."  This  was  probably  the  story  of  Margaret, 
whicli  now  stands  in  the  First  Book  of  The  Exninioa,  When  they  parted, 
Coleridge  says,  "  I  felt  myself  a  small  man  beside  Wordsworth ; "  while,  of 
Coleridge,  Wordsworth,  certainly  no  over-csti mater  of  other  men,  said,  "  I  have 
known  mttoy  men  who  have  done  wondorfiil  things,  but  the  onlv  wondcrfnl  man 
lerer  knew  was  Colcrid^.'*  Their  first  intercourse  iiad  ri^ncS  into  fiiondship. 
At  Coleridge  was  then  living  at  Nether  Stowcj  in  Somersetshire,  the  Words- 
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worilis  moTcd  in  the  Fall  of  1 797  to  Alfoxden,  in  the  immediate  nrichbooibood. 
The  (imc  epcnt  there  was  one  of  ihcmost  delightful  ia  Wordsworth  s  life.  Tlie 
two  joung  men  were  of  one  mind  in  their  poetic  tastes  and  principles;  one  too 
in  their  polilical  and  socis.1  views ;  and  cocu  admired  the  utlicr  more  than  he  did 
any  othtr  living  man.  In  outward  circomstancca,  too,  they  wcro  alike ;  Ijoth 
puur  in  oionuy,  bnt  rich  in  thought  and  imatrioalion ;  both  ia  (he  prime  of 
youth,  and  boimdiess  in  hopeful  energy.  That  Summer,  aa  they  wandered 
nion  on  the  airy  ridffi  of  Quantock,  or  dived  into  its  eyivsu  cumbs,  what  high 
talk  they  must  have  hold  I  LoDg  aAer,  Wordsworth  speaks  of  this  as  a  very 
pleasant  and  productive  time.  The  poetic  well-bead,  now  tairly  unseolcii,  wan 
tjowing  freely.  Many  of  the  shorter  poems  were  then  compoacd  from  the 
Eceaery  that  was  before  him,  and  from  the  incidenu  tiicre  Been  or  heard. 

The  occasiuD  of  their  making  a  joint  literary  adveniui-e  was  curious.  Cole* 
ridge,  Wordsworth,  and  his  sialcr,  wished  to  make  a  walking-tour,  for  wbicli 
five  pounds  were  needed,  but  were  not  forthcoming.  To  supply  tbis  want,  they 
agreed  to  make  a  joint  poem,  and  send  it  Co  some  magazine  which  would  givo. 
the  required  sum.  Accordingly,  one  evenine,  as  thej  trudged  along  the 
Quancock  lUlla,  they  planned  The  Ancunl  Mariiur,  fonnded  on  a  dream 
-^■hich  ft  friend  of  Coleridge  had  dreamed-    Coleridge  supplied  most  of  the 

eidcnts,  and  nearly  all  the  lines.  The  poem  soon  grew,  till  it  was  beyond 
.ic  desired  five  pounds'  worth,  so  they  thought  of  a  joint  volume.  CoJcrid|^ 
was  to  take  supernatural  Eulijects,  or  romantic,  and  invest  them  with  a  human 
interest  and  rcscinblanco  of  truth.  Wordsworth  was  to  take  every-diiy  inci- 
dents, and,  by  faithful  adherence  tu  naturo,  and  true,  but  modifying  colours  of 
imagination,  was  lo  shed  over  common  aspects  of  earth  and  (acts  of  life  sucli  a 
charm  as  light  and  shade,  sunlight  and  moonlight,  shed  over  a  familiar  land- 
scu])e.  Wordsworth  was  so  much  the  more  industrious  of  the  two,  that  he  hud 
cumpleCcd  enough  lor  a  volume  when  Coleridge  had  only  finished  The  Ancient 
Mariner,  and  Iwgun  Chiulabtl  and  The  Dark  Ladie.  Cottle,  a  Bristol  book- 
seller, was  called  in,  and  he  agieed  to  give  Wordswortb  thirty  pounds  for  the 
S'eces  of  his  which  made  up  the  iirst  volume  of  the  Lyrical  BaUadt;  while  for 
he  Ancient  Mariner,  which  was  to  head  the  volnme,  ho  made  a  separate  bar- 
gain with  Coleridge.  This  volnme,  published  in  the  Fall  of  1798,  was  the  first 
which  made  Wordsworth  known  to  the  world  as  a  poet;  the  Detcriptive 
iStxlehfi  having  attracted  little  notice.  The  volunle  closes  with  the  poem  on 
TialaTi  Abbey,  in  which  the  poet  speaks  out  his  inmost  feelings,  and  in  his  own 
"  grand  style."  It  was  completed  during  a  walking-tour  on  the  Wye  with  hia 
sister,  just  before  leaving  Alloxden  for  the  ContinonL 

Bclbra  the  volume  appeared,  Wordsworth  and  his  sister  had  sailed  with 
Coleridge  lo  Germany.  At  Hamburg,  however,  they  parted  company.  Their 
ostensible  putpuso  was  to  learn  German,  but  Wordsworth  and  hia  sister  did 
little  at  this.  Ho  spent  the  Winter  of  179S-99  in  Goslar,  and  there  his  mind 
n;verted  to  Estbwaile  and  Westmoreland  bills,  and  struck  out  a  number  uf 
poems  ia  his  finest  vein.  So  Wordsworth  omitted  German,  and  gave  the 
world,  instead,  immortal  poems.  Coleridge  went  alone  lo  (iotlingen,  learned 
German,  dived  for  the  rest  of  his  lile  deep  into  transcendental  metaphysics,  and 
the  world  got  no  more  Ancient  Mariners. 

In  the  Spring  ot  1799,  Wordsworth  and  hb  sister  set  forth  from  Goslar  on 
their  return  home.  Arrived  in  England,  they  passed  most  of  the  remainder  of 
the  year  witli  their  kindred,  the  Hutchinsons,  at  Sockbum-on-Tces.  In  Sep- 
tember, Wordsworth  took  Coleridge,  who  also  had  returned  from  abroad,  and 
hod  seen  but  few  mountains  in  his  life,  on  a  walking-tour,  to  show  the  hills  and 
lakes  of  Wcsunoreland.  "  Ilaweswaler,"  Coleridge  writes,  "  kept  mv  eyes  dim 
with  tears,  but  I  received  the  deepest  delight  from  the  divine  sisters,  by<ial  and 
Grasmerc."  It  was  then  that  Wordsworth  saw  the  small  honse  at  the  Town- 
End  of  Grasmerc,  which  he  and  his  sister  soon  after  fixed  on  as  their  home. 

Thcj  reached  that  place  in  December,  1799,  and  settled  there  in  a  small  twc»- 
aiorcf  co'.uige.   With  barely  a  hundred  pounds  a  year  between  them,  they  were 


i..(KH^ie 


SKETCH   OF  HIS   LIFE.  7 

turniiiR  their  bacba  on  the  world,  cnttutg  thenuelTca  off  ftwu  proAuioui,  chmnoea 
of  getting  on,  and  settling  down  in  an  oul-of-Che-wK;  comet,  niih  no  emploj- 
tnent  bat  Terse-mBkiiig,  no  ncigibboun  but  niilcuer«l  nutics-  In  ihe  world's 
e;e  aothingbot  success  will  jastifysach  a  coarse,  and  the  world  will  not  be  too 
leady  to  grant  tbal  mccess  hat  been  attained.  But  Wordsworth,  besides  a  pro- 
phctrlikc  devotion  to  the  truths  he  saw,  had  a  prudeoix,  scir-denial,  and  perse- 
verance rare  among  the  sons  trfsong.  "  Plain  living  and  liigh  thinking  irere 
not  only  praised  in  verse,  butocted  out  by  him  and  his  sister  in  that  cotUge- 
home.  The  year  1800  wns  nsliored  in  by  a,  lonR  storm,  which  blocked  up  flie 
roads  for  months,  and  kept  tbeui  much  indoors.  Spring  set  then)  free,  and 
brought  to  thorn  their  mnch-loved  sailor  brother,  John,  who  was  captain  of  an 
Indiamao.  There  wrs  one  small  room  containing  their  tew  books,  which  was 
called,  by  conrtesy,  the  library.  Bot  Wordsworlii  wns  no  reader;  iho  English 
poets  and  ancient  bisIoFj  were  the  only  snb^la  ho  won  really  well  read  in.  He 
tells  a  friend  that  be  bad  not  spent  fire  Bhilhngs  on  new  books  in  as  many  years, 
nnd  of  the  lew  old  ones  whieb  made  up  his  collection,  he  hod  not  road  onc-fiflh. 
A$  for  his  studv,  that  was  in  the  open  air.  "  By  the  aide  of  the  brook  that  rana 
(hrongh  Easdulc."  says  he,  "  I  liave  composed  thousands  of  verses." 

Tbe  &tsl  months  at  Grasmere  were  go  industriously  employed,  that  some  lima 
in  the  year  ISOO,  when  a  second  edition  of  the  first  volume  of  Ltfrical  BaikuU 
was  reprinting,  he  added  to  it  anew  volume.  — The  old  Earl  of  LonsdalB.  who 
stilt  withheld  from  the  Wonlswortha  their  due,  died  in  1802,  and  was  succeeded 
by  n  better  specimen  ofmanhood,  who  not  onlv  paid  thooriginal  debt  of  £5000, 
but  also  the  whole  interest,  amounting  to  £3500.  This  £8300  was  divided  into 
five  shares,  two  of  which  went  to  the  poet  and  his  sister.  Being  thus  Etrenglb- 
ened  in  worldly  means,  the  poet,  in  October.  1802,  enriched  his  fireside  with  a 
wife  ;  the  lady  being  Mary  Hntchinson,  his  cousin,  and  the  intimate  friend  of 
his  sister.  In  August,  1803,  Wordsworth  and  his  sister  set  out  from  Keswick 
trilh  Coleridge  on  their  memorable  lonr  in  Scotland.  Ther  travelled  i^reatpart 
of  the  way  on  foot,  up  Nilhsdalc,  and  so  on  towards  the  Highlands.  Colendga 
turned  bock  soon  Bilcr  they  had  reached  Loch  Lomond,  being  either  loiy  or  out 
of  spirits.  Everywhere,  aa  they  trudged  along,  they  saw  the  old  familiar  High- 
lands Eijthts,  as  If  none  had  ever  seen  them  before ;  and  wherever  they  moved 
among  tlie  mountains,  they  left  foot-prints  of  immortal  beauty.  He  expressed 
what  he  saw  ia  verse,  she  in  prose,  and  it  is  hard  to  say  which  is  the  more 

Early  in  1B05,  the  tirst  great  sorrow  lell  upon  thepoet's  home,  in  Ihe  loss  of 
bis  brother.  Captain  Wordsworth.  He  was  leaving  England,  intending  to  make 
one  more  voj^e,  and  tlien  to  return  and  live  with  his  sister  and  brother,  when 
his  ship  was  run  on  the  shambles  of  the  Bill  of  Portland  by  the  carelessness  of 
Ihe  pilot,  and  he  with  the  larger  part  of  his  crew  perished.  For  n  lonji  lime  ihe 
poet  was  almoGl  inconsolable,  lio  so  loved  and  honoured  his  brother.  Mis  letters 
at  the  time,  and  his  poems  long  after,  are  darkened  with  this  grief.  Cnplain 
Wordsworth  greatly  ndmiied  his  brother's  poetry,  but  saw  that  it  would  take 
time  to  become  popular,  and  would  probably  never  be  lucrative ;  so  he  would 
work  for  the  family  at  Town-End,  he  said,  and  William  would  do  somethiog 
for  the  world. 

In  1807,  Wordsworth  came  out  with  two  mora  volumes  of  poetry,  mostly 
written  at  Grasmere.  He  was  now  in  his  thirty-Bcvcnih  year,  so  that  these  vol- 
umes may  be  said  to  close  the  spring:-time  of  his  genius,  nnd  to  be  its  consum- 
mate flower.  Some  of  his  later  works  many  have  equalled  these,  and  may  even 
show  an  increased  moral  depth  and  religious  tenderness ;  bnt  there  i^  abont  the 
best  of  Ihe  Grasmere  poems  a  lonch  of  ethereal  ideality  which  he  perhaps  never 
afterwards  reached.  Among  these  is  the  Oife  on /iiIi'twi(iaN«o/'/iRinorfa//fji,  which 
marks  the  highest  point  thai  the  tide  of  poetic  inspiration  itas  reached  in  Ulng- 
land  since  the  days  of  Hilton. 

Tlio  cottage  at  Town-End,  Grasmere,  was  Wordsworth's  home  from  iho 
dose  ol  1T99  till  the  Spring  of  180S.    In  the  latter  year,  as  that  collage  was 
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too  maaiX  for  hU  increaiing  family,  he  moTcd  to  Allui  Bank,— A  new  turaoa, 
on  the  tup  of  u  knoll  to  the  west  of  Urasmere,  overlooking  the  lake.  Tliere  lie 
remained  lill  I8I1,  Coleridge  being  ho  inmate  of  bis  homo  during  Ibo  caiiior 
part  of  thai  linic.  In  the  Spring  uf  IBll,  be  was  obliged  to  rcmoie  ihcncsta 
lbs  Parsonic  of  Grasmere,  nhcro  bis  home  waa  darkened  by  the  losa  of  two 
of  bia  tittle  children,  a  l>oy  and  a,  giri,  wtio  were  laid  lide  by  side  in  Grasmcre 
cbarchyard.  Ttiia  affliction,  whidi  at  the  Pareooage  was  rendered  insupport- 
able hy  the  continual  sight  ot  the  graves,  made  die  poet  and  hiii  family  glad  to 
quit  Grasmera  lor  a  new  home  at  Bjdal  Mount,  which  offered  itself  in  the 
Spring  of  1818.  This  nas  their  last  migration,  and  there  the  poet  and  bis  wifij 
lived  till,  many  years  aficr,  thej  were  carried  back  to  join  Ibcir  ebildren  in 
Uraamero  churchyard.  Beaidea  those  two  children,  his  lamily  canaiaied  of  a 
daughter  and  two  sons.  Tbe  daughter,  Dorothy,  but  commonly  called  "  Dora," 
at'ienvonts  Mrs.  Quillinan,  died  before  tier  lather ;  the  sons  etjll  Ennive,  I'cw 
poets  have  been  by  natnre  so  lilted  for  domestic  hapjanesa,  and  fewer  still  luiva 
been  blcsBod  with  so  lorge  a  slure  of  it.  The  Etrength  and  purity  ot*  bid  hoioD 
otifeclioas,  ao  diKp  and  undisturbed,  entered  into  all  Chat  he  thou^-ht  and  Enng. 
Herein  may  be  said  to  liave  lain  ibB  lieart  of  "central  puocu"  that  susuio^ 
the  fohric  of  hia  life  and  poetry. 

Tbe  liHxigoing  ShcUh  ia  mainly  eondenaed  from  Professor  J.  C.  Shairp'a 
admiruble  paper  on  WordEworth  in  his  Studia  in  Poetry  and  Pliikt^hg.  It 
secmx  needful  to  odd  a  few  particDbus  touching  the  poet's  subioquont  liib.  To 
thevolumea  of  poetry  aJroudy  mculioned,  olhera  were  added  Ihim  limo  lolinio, 
—  as,  rAe£aKB;«*OB,  inl8M;  TU  WhaeDa:^ RylstoKMlBli;  P.Hr  Bdl, 
and  Tke  Wangona;  iti  IBID;  Tbe  Rim-  DiMon  and  otiKr  Paeaa,  in  1830; 
MeatariaU  of  a  Tour  on  the  Continent,  and  EccUsitatiaal  Soiaittt,  in  16S2;  Yar- 
Touj  lieoisiitd,  and  ether  Poems,  in  1S3&.  After  the  latter  date,  bo^vrotu  but  littlo 
poetry,  chiefly  sonncls,  which  wero  Bubseqneally  distributed  among  the  eariiM' 
pieecj.  Towards  tlia  close  of  his  life,  ho  gatheKil  together  all  the  pnoras  of  hia 
then  in  print  that  he  otred  to  preserve,  gave  them  a  carei'ul  revision,  (in  fact  he 
was  always  rcvlKing  ihcni,J  reorranged  them,  and  set  them  forth  in  a  collected 
edition.  The  Prehib,  though  writtea  before  The  Exewtiat,  vas  not  pablisbed 
till  after  hia  death. 

About  the  time  of  his  settlement  at  Rydal  Mount,  Wordsworth  was  appointed 
distributor  of  stamps  fur  Westmoreland  county.  This  office  brou);hl  him  a 
considerable  addition  of  income ;  in  fiict,  secured  him  an  easy  competence ; 
while  its  conditions  were  such  as  (o  dtsbnrdcD  him  of  private  cares,  without 
oppressing  him  with  public  ones;  (bus  releasing  him  from  anxiety,  and  at  tho 
sumo  time  leaving  his  freedom  and  leisure  unimpaired.  Ji'roui  this  time  onward 
his  iifollowed  in  an  even,  tranquil  counte  :  hia  whole  beait  was  in  his  home,  his 
whole  soul  in  his  high  colling  as  a  poet :  every  year  brought  him  increasiug 
returns  of  honour  and  gratitude  from  those  who  had  deeply  felt  the  blessing  of 
his  genius  and  wisdom  :  his  great,  simple,  earnest  mind  had  all  thai  it  needed 
for  delight  and  nonrisbmeut  in  the  grand  and  lovely  forms  and  aspects  of 
Nature  that  wailed  on  his  steps,  and  in  the  widening  circle  of  friends  whom  ho 
biul  himself  inspired  with  congenial  thoughts  and  congenial  lastoa :  eo  that  he 
was  conducted  to  an  old  age  as  beautiful  and  free,  perhaps,  as  ever  fell  to  the 
tot  of  any  human  being. 

On  the  death  of  Southey,  in  Uorch,  1B43.  the  office  of  Poet  Laureate,  tbas 
made  vacant,  was,  with  tho  full  approval  of  the  Queen,  offired  to  Wordsworth. 
He  at  first  declined  tho  honour  on  the  ground  of  his  being  too  far  advanced  in 
age  lo  undertake  tho  duties  of  the  office.  This  brought  him  a  special  letter 
lk>m  Sir  Koberl  Feel,  then  Prima  Minister,  urging  his  acceptance,  and  assur- 
ing him  that  "  the  oSai  was  made,  not  for  the  purpose  of  imposing  on  him  any 
)r  disagreeable  duties,  but  in  order  to  pay  him  that  tribute  of  respect 

s,  indeed,  well  bestowed;  old  a. 
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he  was,  and  past  bearing  fiirther  fhut  of  song,  ibe  lanrcaU  wrwitb  of  Engliuid 

surely  nercr  invested  worthier  brows. 

In  Julv,  1817,  the  poet's  onty  daughter,  Dora,  then  Mrs.  Quillinan,  died. 
The  event  was  no  surprise  either  to  herself  or  to  others  ;  knowing  her  end  was 
near  for  some  lime  before  it  came,  she  looked  at  it  calmly,  end  ir 


a  eoul  that  had  llted  in  the  presence  of  so  much  moral  beaaiy.  (jtlll  the  atilK- 
tion  bore  hard  upon  her  aged  pBrenca,  and  would  probably  have  been  too  much 
for  them,  but  that  they  had  the  full  strength  of  Christian  fnith  to  console  and 


I  them.  On  the  23d  day  of  April,  IBM,  the  anniversary  of  Shniie- 
>|,u....'b  birth,  and  also  of  his  death,  Wordsworth  hitnself  died,  his  age  being 
eighty  years  and  sixteen  days.  He  was  baried,  aecordiiiK  to  his  dccfarcU  wi*h, 
beside  hia  children  in  Grasmere  chnrchyard.  Mrs.  Woiilsworlh  survived  her 
husband  some  three  years,  and  was  then  gathered  to  his  side. 

For  a  long  ft 
and  made  its  way  very  slowly. 

"lit  audience,  thoQgli  few:  he  had  lo  edncale  his  < 
too,  from  the  bottom  upwards ;  had  to  derelop  the  fhcnilies  for  understanding 
him,  and  create  the  taste  to  enjoy  him.  The  critical  law-givon  of  the  time,  or 
those  who  possed  for  such,  were  nearly  all  down  npan  him  frwn  the  first :  the 
Edinlmrijh  iUvitw,  whose  verdict  was  then  well-ni^h  omnipotent  with  iho  read- 
ing public,  could  see  neither  truth  uor  beauty  in  his  works,  and  had  nothing 
but  obloquy  and  ridicule  to  bestow  upon  them  ;  in  fact  all  (he  dogt  of  criticiBm, 
big  and  little,  "  Trav,  Blanch,  and  Bweelhean,"  joined  in  barking  acainsi  him, 
and  kept  op  their  miserable  chorus  of  vicnperation,  till  they  were  ^rly  ihamed 
out  of  II  by  a  new  generotion  of  thinkers  and  writers. 

Through  this  long  pelting  of  detraction  the  poet  stood  nnmoved ;  it  seems 
indeed  not  to  have  hurt  so  much  as  his  patience.  Writing,  in  May,  1807,  to  a 
very  dear  friend,  who  had  espresaed  gitat  uneasiness  on  his  account,  he  has 
the  following :  "•  It  is  impossible  that  any  enpectations  can  be  lower  than  mine 
concerning  the  immediate  cflfect  of  this  little  work  npon  what  is  called  the 
public.  I  do  not  here  take  into  coasideratjon  the  envy  and  malevolenco,  and 
all  tho  bad  passions  which  alwavs  stand  in  the  way  of  a  work  of  any  merit 
from  a  living  poet,  but  merely  think  of  the  pare,  absolute,  honest  ignomnco  in 
which  all  wondlings,  of  ercry  rank  and  situation,  mnst  be  enveloped,  with 
respect  to  the  thoughts,  ftelings,  and  images  on  which  the  lite  of  my  poems 
depends.  It  is  an  awful  truth,  that  there  neither  is,  nor  can  be,  any  genuine 
enjoyment  of  poetry  among  nineteen  out  of  twenty  of  those  persons  who  live, 
or  wish  to  live,  in  tbe  broad  light  of  the  world,  —  among  those  who  either  are, 
ur  a [«  striving  to  make  themselves,  people  of  eonsideratiou  in  society ■  This  is  a 
truth,  and  an  awful  one,  because  to  be  incapable  of  a  feeling  of  poetry,  in  my 
sense  of  the  word,  !s  to  be  without  loTe  of  hnmati  nature  and  reverence  for 
God." 

Again,  wishing  to  mnte  his  fiiend  as  easjJiearied  as  himself  on  the  Bubjcet, 
be  continues  thus ;  "  Trouble  not  yourself  upon  their  present  reception  ;  of 
what  moment  is  that  coiopared  with 'what  I  trust  is  their  destiny  !  To  console 
the  afflicled ;  to  add  sunshine  to  daylight  by  making  the  happy  happier ;  to 
teach  the  young  and  tho  gracions  of  every  i^  to  see,  to  thmk,  to  teel.  and 
Therefore  to  become  more  actively  and  securely  vinnons  ;  —  this  is  their  office, 
which  I  trust  they  will  ftiiihfally  perform,  king  after  we  (chat  is,  all  Chat  is 
mortal  in  ns)  are  mouldered  in  our  graves.  I  am  well  aware  bow  for  it  would 
seem  to  many  I  overrate  my  own  exertions,  when  I  spetik  in  this  way.  I  am 
not,  however,  afmid  of  such  censure,  insigniticant  as  probably  the  majority  of 
those  poems  would  appear  to  very  respectable  pcraons.  I  do  not  mean  London 
wits  and  witlinj^.  for  these  have  loo  mnnv  foul  passions  aliout  them  to  bo 
respectable,  even  if  they  had  more  intidlecc  t'han  the  beni-;n  laws  of  Providencu 
•rill  allow  to  such  a  hearttess  existence  as  theirs;  hut  grave,  kindly-natured, 
worthy  persons,  who  would  l>a  pleased  if  they  could.    J  hope  that  these  vol 


10  wobdswobth: 

umes  are  not  widiouC  some  recommendation  a,  even  tar  nudert  of  this  class; 

bu[  ihcir  im^DDliua  bus  slept ;  and  the  voice  which  h  the  voice  of  my  poctr/, 
^'ilhout  imagination,  cannot  be  heard." 

I  must  quote  one  passage  more,  where  the  poet  is  referring  to  that  portion 
of  his  con temporuricd  wbo  were  called  the  reading  public:  "Bo  assured  that 
the  decision  ol'  these  persona  has  nothing  to  do  nilb  the  qucEtion ;  they  arc 
altogether  incompetent  jud)^.  These  people,  in  the  eensejegs  bnrry  of  their 
idle  lives,  do  not  read  books ;  they  merely  snatch  a  glance  at  them,  that  thej- 
may  talk  about  tbcm.  And  even  if  this  were  not  so,  never  li>rgut  what,  I 
believe,  was  olwcrved  10  you  by  Coleridge,  that  every  great  and  original  writer, 
in  proportion  as  he  is  grcut  or  original,  must  himself  create  the  taste  by  wtiicli 
he  IS  to  be  relished ;  be  must  teach  the  art  by  which  he  is  to  be  seen ;  this,  i  j 
a  certain  degree,  even  to  all  persons,  however  wise  and  pure  may  be  ihoif  lives, 
and  however  unvitiaced  their  taste.  But  for  tbose  who  dip  into  bonks  in  order 
tu  give  an  opinion  of  them,  or  talk  about  them  to  talie  up  an  opinion,  —  for 
this  maltitudo  of  unhappy,  and  misguided,  anil  misguiding  beings,  an  entire 
regeneration  must  be  produced ;  and  if  (his  bo  possible,  it  must  bo  a  work  of 
time.  To  eouclude,  my  ears  are  stone-dead  to  this  idle  buzz,  and  my  Uesli  as 
insensible  as  iron  to  these  petty  stinga  ;  and,  after  what  I  have  said,  I  am  sure 
yours  will  be  the  sama  I  doulic  not  juu  will  sliare  with  me  an  invincible  con- 
fidence that  my  writings  will  co-operate  with  the  benign  tendencies  in  human 
nature  and  society  wherever  found  j  and  that  they  will,  in  their  degree,  t>e  effi- 
cacious io  making  men  wL^er,  better,  and  happier." 

A  great  deal  bus  been  written  upon  Wordsworth ;  for,  in  truth,  no  one  wtio 
has  ouee  been  fuirly  toucbcd  by  bia  power,  or  caught  the  spirit  of  his  poetry, 
can  ever  sliako  otf  its  inUuencc,  or  keep  from  thinking  about  it.  Probably  the 
most  eeorching  and  most  deeply-considered  criticism  that  his  works  bovo 
called  forth  is  found  in  Coleridge's  Biographia  Lite-aria,  written  while  the 
tempest  of  detntclion  ajjainst  Wordsworth  was  in  full  blast.  At  the  close  uf 
that  masterly  review,  —  the  best  piece  of  poetical  criiiciam,!  snspect,  iu  tho 
language,  —  Coleridge  sums  up  the  merits  of  his  friend's  pooU'y  as  follows : 

"  First :  An  austere  purity  of  language,  both  grammatically  und  logically ; 
in  short,  a  periect  appropriateness  of  the  words  to  the  meaning.  In  poetir,  in 
which  every  line,  every  phrase,  may  pass  the  ordeal  of  deliberation  and  <fclili- 
crate  choice,  it  is  possible,  and  barely  possible,  to  attaiu  that  ultimatoni  wbicb 
I  lutvo  ventured  to  propose  oa  the  infallible  test  of  a  bl.imelcss  stvle ;  namely, 
its  untnmslatableaea  in  words  of  the  sums  laagusgo,  without  injury  to  the 
meaning,  lie  it  observed,  however,  that  I  include  in  tbu  meaning  of  a  word,  not 
only  its  correspondent  object,  but  likewise  all  the  associations  which  it  recalls. 
In  poetry  it  is  practicable  to  preserve  the  diction  uncorruptcd  by  tho  ulfecta- 
rions  and  luisuppropriations  which  promiscuous  authorship,  and  reading,  not 
promiscuous  only  because  it  is  disproportioually  conversant  wilTi  the  cuniposi- 
tiousoftlio  day,  have  rendered  general.  Yet,  oven  to  the  poet,  composing  in  his 
own  province,  it  is  an  arduous  work;  and,  as  tbo  result  and  pledge  of  a  watch- 
ful goo<l  sense,  of  fine  and  luminous  diatinctioo,  and  of  complete  self-posseasion, 
may  Justly  claim  all  tho  honour  wbicb  belongs  to  an  attainment  equally  diffi- 
cult and  valuable,  and  the  more  valuable  fur  being  rare. 

"  The  second  charueteristic  escolience  ol'  Mr.  Wordsworth's  works  is  a  oorre- 
Bpoudmt  weight  and  sanity  of  tho  thoughts  and  scDtimcnIs.  —  won,  not  from 
books,  but  from  tho  poet's  own  meditative  observation.  They  Aie  freak,  and 
have  the  dew  upon  them.  His  Muse,  at  least  when  in  her  strengtii  of  wing, 
and  when  she  hovers  alolt  in  her  proper  element, 

Makeq  audible  ■  llnkM  Uy  of  truth, 

Not  leuDt,  but  oBilre,  her  okq  nulural  nutes- 

"  Both  in  respect  of  this  and  of  the  former  excellence,  Mr.  Wordawortli 
strikingly  resembles  Samuel  Daniel,  one  of  the  golden  writers  of  onr  golden 
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„  ,  oai  cnaBalessly  neglcctod ;  —  Samuel  Daniel,  whoi-c  Jir- 

tioD  beora  no  mark  ot  time,  nu  diatinctiun  of  nge ;  which  has  been,  mid,  lU 
long  as  uar  language  Khali  lost,  will  be,  go  fiir  the  langnngo  of  to-<laj'  and  Tur 
ever,  as  that  it  ia  more  intelligible  to  us  than  tlio  transilury  I'ashions  uf  our  own 
pardcular  sec.  A  similar  praise  is  due  tu  bis  sentiments.  No  frc(|nencv  of 
penisat  cau  deprive  them  of  ibeir  freshness.  For  tbongh  thev  are  broui^ht  into 
the  full  da^-light  of  oreiy  reader's  comprehension,  yet  are  thcr  drawn  up  from 
depths  which  few  ia  any  age  are  privileged  to  visit,  iolo  which  few  in  anv  ngu 
have  courage  or  inclination  to  descend.  If  Mr.  Wordsworth  is  not,  eauullv 
with  Daniel,  alite  intelligible  to  all  roaders  of  average  nnderstandins  m  ail 
"  *         '      '  difficnliy  does  not  arise  from  the  greater 

■o  and  nsoa  of  Iho  melBl.    A  pooni  is  not 
necessarily  obscure,  because  it  does  not  aim  lo  be  popular.     It  ia  cnongh,  if  u 
work  be  perspicuoua  to  those  foe  whom  it  is  written,  and  'flt  andienco  find, 
though  few.' 
"Third,  —  and  wherein  he  soars  hi  above  Daniel :  —  The  sinewy  strength 
d  originality  of  single  lines  and  par^raphs;  tk    '  '.-,.■.. 

i  diction.  This  beauty,  and  as  eminently  ch 
poetiy,  bis  rudest  assailants  have  felt  themaelve 
and  admire. 

"Fourth;  The  perfect  truth  of  nature  In  hia  images  and  deacriptiona,  as 
taken  immediately  from  nature,  and  proving  a  long  and  genial  intimacy  with 
the  very  spirit  n4iicb  gives  the  physiugnoniic  expression  to  ail  the  works  of 
nature.  Like  a  green  field  reflected  in  a  calm  uid  perfectly  transparent  lake, 
tlie  image  is  distinguished  from  the  reality  only  bv  its  greater  softness  and  lus- 
tre. Like  the  moisture  or  the  polish  on  a  pebble,  genius  neither  distorts  nor 
blse^cotonrs  tta  objects;  bat,  on  the  contrary,  brings  out  many  a  vein  and 
many  a  tint  wbtcb  escape  the  eye  of  common  observation,  thu:i  raising  to  the 
rank  of  gems  what  bad  been  often  kicked  away  by  the  hurrying  foot  of  the 
traveller  on  the  high  road  of  custom. 

"fifth:  A  mediiutive  pathos,  a  anion  of  deep  and  subtile  thought  with  seniibil- 
ity ;  a  sympathy  with  man  as  man  ;  Ihesympatliy  indeed  of  a  conlemplalor,  rather 
than  a  telluw-suffiirer  or  co-mato,  {tptctator  hand  partieepi,)  but  of  a  conlempla- 
lor from  whose  viciv  no  difference  of  rank  conceals  the  eamencas  of  the  nature ; 
no  injuries  of  wind  or  weather,  of  toil,  or  even  of  ignorance,  wholly  disgoi^j 
the  human  face  divine.  The  superscription  and  tfac  image  of  the  Creator  re- 
main legible  lo  Ai'n  under  the  dark  lines  with  which  guilt  or  calamity  hud  can- 
celled or  CTOss-lfprred  it.  Hero  the  man  and  the  poet  lose  and  Hnd  themselves 
in  each  other,  the  one  as  glorified,  the  latter  as  substantiated.  In  this  mild  and 
philosophic  patboa,  Wordswonh  appears  to  me  without  a  compeer.  Such  ho 
us  *o  be  w^'" 

in  the  highest  and  b 

worth,  to  my  feelings,  is  not  always  graceful,  and  i: 
ji'iteMsi  is  occasioniuly  too  strange,  or  demands  too  peculiar  a  point  of  view,  or 
is  such  as  appears  tbo  creature  of  predetermined  research,  rather  than  sponta- 
DCODS  presentation.  Indeed  his  fancy  seldom  displays  itself  as  mere  and  un- 
modified &.ncy.  But  in  imaginative  power  he  stands  nenrest  of  all  modern 
writers  to  Shakespeare  and  Milton ;  and  yet  in  a  kind  perfectly  unborrowed 
and  his  own.  To  employ  his  own  words,  which  are  at  once  an  instance  and  an 
illnstration,  he  does  indeed  to  all  thoughts  and  to  all  objects 

'add  the  gleam. 
Ths  liKht  that  never  was  on  sea  or  land. 
The  consacralioo  and  tJie  poet's  dreom.'  " 
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vorkmaQ ;  wu  nerer  weuy  of  retoocliiiig  hii  poems,  aad  spared  bo  Ikbonr, 
tbat  he  might  lift  and  chasten  tliem  into  feir  Bccordauco  with  his  own  ideas. 

And,  with  all  hisstanljBelf-ruliunue,  —  a  gelf-relianoe  that  belongs  to  all  gcnins 
of  a  high  order,  —  be  hadaspirit  of  willing  dofcrance  to  thonghtful  and  1,'eniBl 
crilidsm  on  his  pocma.  All  this  was  because  in  his  view  the  office  of  poet  was 
invested  with  reugious  oonsecration:  ho  regarded  his  calling  as  diiine,  his  art 
as  a  sacred  thing ;  and  to  treat  it  as  a  mere  plaything,  or  to  ace  it  fur  any  self- 
cnUa,  was  lo  him  nothing  lees  than  downright  protanatioD.  On  this  point  ho 
lias  lell  the  following  markwortbj  passage  :  "  I  can  &aj  withont  vanity,  that  I 
have  bestowed  great  pains  on  dij  ttgU,  foil  as  mnch  as  any  of  my  contempu- 
larios  have  duQu  on  theirs.  lyicldtononein  Jatwjbrnjrarf.  I  therefore  laboar 
at  it  with  reverence,  affection,  and  industrji'.  My  mniu  eudeavour,  as  to  siyic, 
has  been  that  ray  puema  should  be  written  in  para  ineligible  English." 

Again,  he  speaks  of  the  poet's  olBce  in  the  followini^  higb  strain :  "  Tlio 
Sun  was  pcrt;oDilicd  by  the  ancients  as  a  charioteer  driving  funr  hery  sleeda 
over  the  vanlt  of  heaven ;  and  this  solar  chariotcot  was  called  I'fatebaij,  or 
A'pollo,  anil  was  regarded  as  the  god  of  poetry,  of  prophecy,  and  of  inudicinc. 
riuebus  combined  all  these  characters.  And  every  poet  has  a  similar  niisai<« 
on  Earib :  be  must  also  bo  a  Pboebui  in  bis  own  nay  ;  be  moat  diffuse  ba^A 
and  li;;ht ;  he  must  prophesy  to  his  generation  ;  he  must  teach  the  preMnt  oga 
by  counselling  with  the  future ;  he  must  plead  for  posterity ;  and  be  miwt  imi- 
tate Ph<£bDs  in  guiding  and  ^verning  all  his  faculties,  fieir  steeds  tboagh  they 
be,  with  the  most  exact  precision,  test,  instead  of  being  a  Phaebni,  he  prove  a 
Fhoelon,  and  set  the  world  on  fire,  and  be  bnrlcd  from  his  car ;  he  must  rein4ii 
his  fancy,  and  temper  his  imagination,  wilb  the  control  and  direction  of  soaod 
reason,  and  drive  on  in  the  right  track  with  a  siea<ly  hand." 

In  conclusion  :  Wordsworth  U  now  generally  admitted  to  take  ranit  as  ona 
of  the  dve  great  chiefs  of  English  song ;  the  others  being,  of  course,  Chaucer, 
Spenser,  ShalLespeare,  uid  Milton.  As  for  Shakespeare,  he  stands  altogether 
apart,  in  the  solitade  of  his  own  unchallenged  superiority,  nnapprooched,  and 
unapproadkable ;  so  that  no  one  should  think  of  trying  any  other  poet  by  his  ~ 
'  -  to  thcothers,  itis  not  yet  time  tosettle  Wordsworih'scompa 


imparotive 
y  be  n^; 

but  1  make  tiold  to  affirm  that  be  is  mora  original  than  Milton  ;  in  fact,  the 
most  original  of  all  English  poets,  with  the  single  exceplioa  of  Shakespeare. 
And  a  Ion;;  eupcrience  has  fully  satisfied  me  that,  next  after  Shakespeare,  he  ia 
the  best  of  tkem  all  for  use  as  a  text^book  in  school :  and  this,  biKsase,  with 
&lr  handling,  he  kiiKlles  a  purer,  deeper,  stronger  enthusiasm,  and  penetrate* 
the  mind  with  a  more  potent  and  more  enduring  charm.  He  makes  the  world 
apj>ear  a  more  beautilul  and  happier  place,  human  liJe  a  nobler  and  dtviner 
thing ;  and  wherever  the  lastc  has  once  been  set  to  him,  wherever  his  power 
bos  onee  made  any  thing  of  a  lodgment,  the  person  never  ootgrows  the  love  of 
him,  nor  thinks  of  parting  company  widi  him.  Ills  poems  have  now  been  mj 
inseparable  companion  for  stHue  thirty-five  years ;  and  every  year  has  maifo 
them  dearer  to  my  heart;  every  year  has  added  to  mj  reverence  for  their 
anthor,  and  to  my  gratitude  for  the  nnspeakabio  benediction  they  have  been  to 
me.  If  I  can  do  even  a  little  towards  diffiiUDg  a  knowledge  md  love  of  tfaia 
prcdoua  iuheritaoca,  I  shaJl  think  I  have  not  Ured  altogether  in  rain. 


D,g,l,7.dT,GOOglC 


POEMS 
WILLIAM   WORDSWORTH. 


WWDI  Bntb  was  left  lulT  dOMlBto, 
HerFalher  took  suoUier  Hate; 
And  ICuth,  not  aeven  yoara  old, 
A  alighted  child,  at  her  own  vUl 
Went  wsnderipg  aver  dale  and  liill. 
In  thonghtleaa  ftsedom,  bold. 

And  she  had  made  a  pipe  of  atmr, 
And  moalu  tram  that  pipe  ODold  diaw 
Like  eonnde  of  ninda  and  floods; 
nad  l>nilt  •  bower  npm  Um  gnea. 
As  if  Bbe  from  her  birth  li«rd  been 
An  iDftDt  of  the  wood*. 

Beneath  her  Mber**  roof,  slone 
Sheseein'dtollve;  her  Ifaoaglita  her  ewB 
Herself  her  own  delight; 
FleDsed  with  herself,  iiaTHd,)u>rK*T; 
And,  pMS^Bgthnethehre-longdaf, 
Sbe  grew  to  wi»iun*i  height. 


There  came  a  yonlh  from  Georgi 
A  military  casque  be  wore, 
With  splendid  feathers  drest; 
Ho  brongbt  Uiem  fVDm  the 
The  feathers  nodded  in  the 
Aud  made  a  galluit  crest. 


From  Indian  Idood  jon  deomhim  Bpmug: 
Bat  no  I  he  spake  the  EugHsh  tongue. 
And  bora  a  soldier's  name ; 
And,  when  America  was  tree 


;  which  keeps  putting  fortb  n 


From  battle  and  from  jeopaidri 
Ue'croBs  the  ocean  oame. 

With  bnes  of  sanini  on  bis  cfaeek 

In  Snest  (ones  Cbt  Yootb  eoald  speak : 

While  be  was  yet  a  boy, 

Xbe  Mooo,  the  glory  sf  the  Sdb. 

And  streams  that  mnrmor  as  ttaejr  ma, 

Had  been  bU  dearest  Joy. 

He  was  a  lovely  youth  1 1  guess 

The  pantlier  In  tbe  wildemass 
Was  not  so  bir  as  he; 


Among  the  Indians  he  had  fouglit, 
Aud  with  him  many  tales  be  broa^t 
Of  pleasnre  and  of  fear; 
Such  tales  as  told  to  any  maid 
By  snefa  s  youth,  In  the  green  shade. 
Were  prallona  to  hear. 

Be  told  of  giili, — a  happy  rout  I  — 

Who  quit  Ibelr  fold  with  dance  and  shou 
Their  pleasant  Indian  town, 
TogatbcT  BtrawberrlBS  all  day  long; 
Betumiug  with  a  cberal  aoog 
When  daylight  Is  goae  down. 


tbeUossom  being  at 


U  that  hourly  cl 


With  budding,  fading,  fbded  flowera. 
They  stand  the  wonder  of  the  buwera 
From  mora  to  even  iug  dews.' 


tlirougb  every  lariety  of  sbadetoa 
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He  told  of  the  maKDolla,  sprettA 
Blgb  us  B  clond,  lilgb  otbt  bead; 
The  cn>raBa  and  her  spire ; 
or  flowers  that  wilbone  BCarlat  gleam 
CoFBr  a  hnndred  leugnes,  and  B«ein 
To  set  the  hlUs  on  Die. 

The  Tonth  of  green  saranoahB  spake, 
And  man]'  an  eodlese,  eudless  lake, 
With  all  its  tairy  crowds 
Of  Islands,  that  together  Ua 
As  quiet)}'  as  spots  of  sky 
Among  the  eveaing  clouds. 

"  HoTV  pleasant,"  then  he  said,  "  It  were 
A  fleiier  or  a  hnnter  there. 

To  wander  with  an  easy  mtud ; 
And  bnild  a  honsehold  Hce,  and  And 
A  home  in  every  glade  I 

What  daye  and  what  bright  years  I  Al 
Oarlilbwerelil^indeed.wKhthee    [me 
So  pasB'd  in  quiec  bliss; 
And  all  the  while,"  said  he,  "  to  know 
That  wo  went  in  a  world  of  woe, 
On  such  na  earth  as  this  t " 


Thrangh  dream  and  tIsIdu  did  she  sink, 
Delighted  all  the  while  to  think 
That  on  those  lonesome  floods, 
And  green  BaTannnhs,  she  should  share 

ird  with  lawful  Joy,  and  bear 

se  In  the  wild  woods. 

you  hare  before  been  told, 
f  ipllng,  sportive,  ga^,  and  bold, 
And,  with  his  dancing  crest. 
So  beBDtlOil,  throogh  savage  lands 

'd  about,  with  vagrant  bands 
Of  Indians  in  Uie  West 

The  wind,  the  tempest  roaring  high. 

The  tamolt  of  a  tropic  sky, 

Might  well  be  dangerous  food 

For  blm,  a  yootb  to  whom  was  given 

Somnch  of  Earth,  aomnch  of  Ueaveu, 

And  such  ImpetDous  blood. 


leibnnd 


Wliatever  In  those  climes  h( 
Iiregnlar  in  B^ht  or  sound 

0  his  mind  impart 
A  kindred  impulse,  seemed  allied 
~      a  own  powers,  and  Justlfled 
The  workings  of  bis  beart. 


Around  the  heart  such  tender  ties. 
That  our  own  children  to  oor  eyes 
Are  dearer  than  the  Bun. 


Or  run,  my  own  adopted  bride, 
A  sylvan  hnntress  at  my  side. 
And  drive  the  Bylng  deer  1 


She  thought  again,— and  did  agree 
With  him  to  sail  across  tbe  sea. 
And  drive  the  flyhig  deer. 


Even  BO  they  did;  and  t  may  say 
That  to  sweet  Itnth  that  happy  day 
Wus  moiB  than  human  lifti. 


The  beuuleoi 

The  breezes  their  own  languor  lent ; 
The  stars  had  feelings,  which  tbey  set 
Into  (liose  favouT'd  bowers. 

Tet,  In  his  worst  pnTsnlls,  I  ween 
That  Bomotimea  there  did  Intervene 
re  hopes  of  high  Intent : 


But  Ul  he  Uved,  much  evil  saw, 
lib  men  to  whom  nu  better  law 
)r  better  life  was  known ; 
Deliberately,  and  undeceived, 
Those  wild  men's  vicss  ho  received. 
And  gave  them  back  his  own. 

genius  and  Ills  moral  IVame 
Were  thus  impair'd,  and  he  became 
Tbe  Bbive  of  low  desires ; 
A  Man  who  without  selT-coDlrol 
Would  seek  whnt  the  degraded  soul 
Dnirorthily  admires. 


UKH^IC 


ADd  yet  be  with  no  Mga'd  delisht 
Had  woo'd  tbe  Uaiden,  da;  and  nisbt 
Had  lored  bar,  nlgbt  and  mom : 
What  Eould  he  leaa  than  love  a  Ifald 
Wbote  heart  witb  bo  mach  nature  plaj'd  ? 
Bo  kind  and  bo  forlorn  I 

Sometimes,  moM  eameitlr,  he  laid, 
"O  Bath,  I  have  been  worse  than  dead; 
False  tboDghtB,  thousblg  bold  and  Tain, 
EncomiMsa'd  me  on  everr  aid* 
When  I,  in  conddeace  and  pride. 
Bad  crosB'd  th'  Atlantic  nutko. 

Before  me  ahone  a  glorlouB  world. 
Fresh  as  a  1>nnner  brtgbt,  uuAiri'd 
To  maslo  SDddenly : 
1  loob'd  upon  tboee  hlllB  and  plains. 
And  seem'd  as  if  let  looee  from  obalna. 


So  mora  of  this ;  [or  now,  bj  thoe, 
I>oar  Bnth,  more  happily  set  fr«e, 
Witb  DObler  leal  I  bam  ; 
Uy  aoni  from  darkness  is  teleased, 
I-ike  the  whole  Bky  when  to  Uie  Eaat 
ig  doth  ratam." 

FnUs< 

No  hop4  no  1 

They  Btlrr'd  U 

New  objects  did  new  pleamre  glre, 

And  once  again  he  wlsh'd  to  Ure 

As  lawless  as  iMtOre. 


Bat,  when  they  thitim  came,  the  Tenth 
Desened  his  poor  Bride,  and  Both 
CoDht  never  And  him  more. 

Uod  help  tbee,  ButhI— Such  pains  slie 
That  she  in  half  a  year  was  mad,       [Itad, 
And  In  a  prison  boueed; 
And  there,  witli  many  a  doleAil  Bong 
Uade  of  wild  words,  her  cap  of  wrong    '■ 
She  feailUly  caroaeed. 


Yet 

Not  wanted  son,  nor  rain,  nor  dew, 

Nor  pastimes  of  tbe  Hay : 

Ther  all  were  with  her  in  her  cell ; 

brook  with  ebeerfiil  knell 
Did  o'er  the  pebble*  play. 


There  came  a  respite  to  ber  pain ; 
She  from  her  prison  Bed  j 
Bnt  of  the  Vagrant  none  took  thooBfat ; 
And  wbere  It  lilfed  ber  best  she  sonsbt 
Her  iheller  and  ber  bread. 

Among  the  Held*  she  breathed  agaia ; 
Tbe  masler-current  of  her  brain 
Ran  permanent  and  free ; 
And,  coming  to  the  Banks  of  Tone, 
There  did  ehs  rest ;  and  dwell  alone 
Under  tbe  greenwood  tree. 

Tbe  eoglaes  of  her  pidn,  tbe  tools 

Thai  shaped  her  sorrow,  rocks  and  pools, 

And  airs  tbat  gently  stir 

The  veraal  leaves,  —  she  lored  aiem  BtiU, 

Nor  ever  tai'd  them  wim  the  ill 

Which  had  tieen  done  to  her. 

Bam  her  wioto-  bed  supplies; 
It,  till  tbe  warmtb  of  summer  skies 

id  aammer  days  is  gone, 
CAnd  all  do  in  this  tale  agree,) 

Bleeps  beneath  ibe  greenwood  tree. 
And  other  home  hath  none. 

An  Innocenl  lilB,  yet  (br  Hstray  I 
And  Ratb  will,  long  beftire  ber  day. 
Be  broken  down  and  old : 
Soreaohes  she  needs  mast  have,  but  less 

ind  than  body's  wretchedness. 
From  damp,  and  rain,  and  cold. 

I  is  presl  by  wont  of  food, 
om  lier  dwelling  in  the  wood 
Repairs  to  a  road'Side ; 
And  there  she  begs  at  one  Bteep  place 
Where  ap  and  down  with  easy  paco 
orsemeo-tmrellers  lido. 


expresses  tbe  entbuslaeiic  gUulnesa  witb 
Hbicb  ho  had  liinitelf  hailol  llic  Fieiirh 
IteTOtutlOD  of  1780,  which  bo  coDflilenlly 
regarded  aatbedswnofaneweranf  tne- 
dnm   aod  tiapplness  in  tlie  woiKI.    It 
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This  Bute,  made  of  n  hemlock  ettik, 
At  sveniDg  In  hia  homeward  walk 
Tbe  Quantock  woadman  hsan. 

I,  too,  hav«  pMB'd  her  an  the  hUls 

Settlugr  her  little  water-miUs 

By  apouts  and  ronnCalDS  wild;— 

B  ach  small  machinery  had  she  tnrn'd 

Ere  she  had  wept,  ere  she  had  mooru'd, 

A  young  aud  happr  Child. 

Farewell  I  and  when  thy  days  are  told, 

IlMbled  Bntb,  In  haUow'd  monld 

Thy  corpse  shall  bnried  he; 

For  thee  a  ftineral  bell  shall  ring. 

And  all  the  cot^regatlon  stng 

A  Cbiistian  psalm  for  tbee.  (ITN^ 


For  I  have  left  my  Tathei^  roo( 

■    terror  of  tbe  Czar." 

Dswer  did  the  MaCraa  gLve, 
seroDd  look  she  cast, 
But  hnng  npon  tbe  fugitiTB, 
Embracing  and  embraced. 

Sbe  led  the  I.ady  to  a  seat 

Beside  (be  gUmmeriog  Ore, 
Bathed  duteonsly  her  wayworn  l^t. 
Prevented ' each  desire:  — 
?be  cricket  chirp'd,  the  house-dog  doze 
And  on  that  shnple  bed, 
Where  ehe  in  chlldhond  had  reposed, 
iT  rests  her  weary  head. 


THE  BU3SIAK  BTIGITIVB. 


Enouqh  of  rose.bud  lips,  and  eyes 

Like  haiebells  bathed  in  dew; 
Of  obeek  Uiat  with  carnation  Ties, 

And  yelns  of  tIoIoC  hoe ; 
Earth  wants  not  beauty  that  maj  MMB 

A  likening  to  frail  flowers ; 
Tea,  to  (he  stars,  If  they  were  bom 

Through  Moscow's  gates,  wUb  gold  nn- 

Btepp'dOoe  at  dead  of  night,     [baxrU, 
Whom  such  higb  beauty  could  not  gnaid 

From  meditated  bligbtj 
By  slealth  she  pass'd,  and  fled  as  fiut 

As  <la(h  the  hun(ed  fawn, 
Mor  stopp'd,  lill  in  tbe  dappling  Bast 

Appear'd  unwelcome  dann. 


iu  brake  and  fl< 


Seven  days  she  lork'd 

Seven  nights  ber  course  renew'd, 
SnBtain'd  by  what  bar  scrip  might  yield, 

Or  berries  of  the  wood ; 
At  length  in  darknesa  tiavelUDg  on. 

When  lowly  doors  were  shut, 
The  haven  of  ber  hope  she  won, 

Her  Foster-ntotber's  but. 

"  To  put  your  love  to  dangeroos  proof 


nch  had  been  the  eoU, 


When  she,  who 

Had  breathed  a  sigh  of  thanks  to  God, 

Dmibrts  (he  forlorn; 
While  over  her  the  Matron  bent 

Sleep  mafd  her  eyes,  and  stole 
Feeling  from  limbs  with  travel  spent, 

And  trunble  from  tbe  souL 

[el^Mli'd,  the  Wanderer  rose  at  mom, 

And  soon  again  was  dlgU 
Id  those  unworthy  vestments  worn 

Thnogfe  long  sad  peritons  flight; 
And  "O  belovM  Knrse,"  she  said, 

"Hy  thanks  wUb  sUent  *r*n 
Have  nnto  Heaven  and  yon  been  p^d : 

:Now  Hitaa  to  my  Soars  I 

Have  you  ibrgot "  (and  here  she  smiled) 

"  Tbe  babbling  Battcxies 
Ton  lavlsb'd  on  ma  when  a  child 

Disparting  round  your  knees  J 
I  was  your  lambkin,  and  your  bird, 

Tour  star,  your  gem,  yourflowe»; 
Light  words,  that  wera  more  lltJttly  baai4 

In  many  a  cloudless  hour  I 


The  blossom  yoa  i 
A  mighty  One  np( 


0  fondly  praised 


And  must  be  hidden  ftom  his  wrath : 

Yoi.,  Foster-tether  dear, 
Will  guide  me  in  my  £>rwanl  path: 

1  may  not  tarry  here  I 

3  Prarenlei  In  the  old  sense  of  onticj- 
paUd.  The  usage  is  frequent  in  Shake- 
■peaie,  as  also  in  (M  Bible  and  Prayer- 


i..(KH^ie 


THD  BOBBtAN  TUQITITE. 


1  cumol  brioK  to  iittai  woa 

YooTprared  IdstUr."— 
"  Qeu  QOId,  nnM  Ulrtmi,  U7  not  K 1 

for  you  we  botb  would  dla^"-- 
"  N^,sa7,  Iconowllb  BambUnoa  Mgn'd 

And  cbeek  embnnni'd  b;  ut ; 
Yet,  beins  iawardl;  DuBLaiu'd, 

With  eaange  will  depart." 

"But  Wbither  would  yoa,  oodM  JOB,  Sm  ?  < 

A  poor  Man's  ooddmI  Utke; 
Tho  Ooly  Virgin  gtra*  to  me 

A  tboaght  for  four  dear  uke ; 
Real,  abielded  by  onr  Lady'a  gnoe. 


laled 


TBB  dwellinK  of  this  ftltbftil  pair 

In  B  HtraggHug  Tillage  stood,— 
For  One  wbo  breatbed  unquiet  air 

A  danBBTOas  neighbODrhoodi 
Bot  wide  aroand  lay  forest  STOODd 

Wltb  tbickets  roagli  and  bbnd; 
And  pinfrtreBH  made  a  be&vy  ahade 

Impervioaa  totbe  wlud. 

And  Cbere,  seqnester'd  flvm  tbe  sl^t, 

Was  spread  a  treachoroaa  Bwanip, 
On  wbich  the  noonday  Sun  sbed  light 

As  (Vom  a  lonely  lamp; 
And  midway  In  tb'  aneuib  morass 

A  aingle  Island  rose 
Of  Arm  dry  Bronud,  witb  beaiUifuI  gnus 

Adom'd,  aod  sbady  bongbs. 

The  WoodmsD  knew  —  for  such  tbe  oraO 

Tbia  Bassian  vassal  plied— 
That  never  (owler^  gnu,  nor  abaO 

or  archer,  there  was  tried : 
A  aancniary  seent'd  tbe  tpet 

ProEQ  aU  Intrusion  trea ; 
And  tbere  be  plaou'd  an  artful  Cot 

For  perfect  secrecy. 


Tbs  bold  good  Kan  bli  labonr  ipait 

Atnalurs'spure  command; 
Haar1-«oothed,  and  bney  as  a  wrao* 

While,  In  a  hoUow  nook. 
She  moulds  her  sight-clnding  den 

Above  a  mnnnarlog  brook. 

His  taak  acoonipUah'd  to  bis  mind, 

Tbe  twain  ore  break  of  day 
Creep  fbrtb,  and  Ihronirh  the  Ibrest  wind 

Their  solitary  way; 
Few  words  tbey  speak,  nov  dare  to  slack 

Tbelr  pace  ftom  mile  to  m.le, 
nn  tbey  hare  oross'd  the  qoaklnx  marsb. 

And  reach'd  tbe  lonely  Isle. 

Tbe  Snn  above  tbe  plnMrees  sbowM 

A  bright  and  cbeerfbl  Ibce; 
And  Ina  look'd  for  ber  abode. 
The  promised  hiding-place : 
She  songbt  in  rain,  the  Woodman  smiled; 
threshold  could  be  seen, 
■oof,  nor  wlndowi — all  seem'd  wild 


meaning  probablv  is,  ■'  W 
u  flee,  vyou  coold  t  * 


Advancing,  you  migbt  guess  an  bear, 
Tbe  front  witb  such  nice  care 
j  maak'd,  "  If  bouse  it  be '  or  bower," 
But  in  tbcy  eucer'd  ore : 

As  shaggy  as  were  wall  and  roof 
Witb  branches  lotertwlaed, 
o  amoodi  was  all  within,  alr-pn>of. 
And  deUeslely  lined: 

And  bearth  was  tbcre,  and  oiaple  dish. 

And  cups  in  seemly  rows, 
And  couch,— all  ready  to  a  wish 

And  Heaven  doUi  to  ber  virtue  grant 

That  here  she  may  abide 
Id  solitude,  with  every  wait 

By  canUoua  love  nppliod. 

Ko  queen,  befbre  a  sboutlng  crdwd. 

E'er  straggled  witb  a  beart  so  piouda 

Entering  ber  palace  gale; 
Bejoicod  to  bid  tbo  world  fbrcwoll. 

So  saintly  aacboress 

;'er  look  psflseaaion  of  ber  cell 

With  deeper  tbaokfUlncsB. 


tbo  word  if  is  construed  w 

Is  cqulvalcDt  to  mlialier;  tliu  -^vu^  muo 

■■-■ — ,"you  niiehtgueaaimhouiii'MAa' 
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"  FiUier  of  all,  npon  Thy  com 

And  men^  sm  1  tbrowu; 
Ba  Thou  my  BategQWdi"  Buchberpntjer 

Wlien  Bhe  wiu  lelt  alone, 
Kneeling  ajoid  tbe  wildcmeaB 

When  Jof  hod  paas'd  away. 
And  smiles,  Toed  efforts  of  distress 

To  hido  what  they  botrayi 

The  prayer  la  heard,  tbe  Saints  have  sceD, 

Diffused  IhroQgli  ronu  and  &ce> 
BeaalTes  devotedly  serene; 

That  moanmental  grare 
or  Faitb,  which  doth  all  pasaioDs  tame 

That  Keaeon  tAoufd  uontrol; 
And  sbowB  in  the  nntremhllng  frame 

A  statue  or  the  soul. 


TlS  sung  in  ancient  mlnBtrelsy 

That  FhOibns  vont  lo  wear 
The  leaves  of  any  pleasant  tree 

Around  bis  golden  hair; 
Till  Daphne,  desperate  with  pursuit 

Of  his  Imiierions  love. 
At  her  own  prayer  transfonn'd,  tookroot, 

A  laurel  in  the  grove. 

Theo  did  the  Penitent  adorn 

His  brow  with  Inurel  green ; 
And  'mid  his  bright  locks  never  sham 

Ho  meaner  ieof  was  seen ; 
And  jWicla  sago,  through  every  age, 

About  their  (empies  woand         [Gods, 
Tbe  bay ;  and  conqnerors  tbonk'd  the 

With  laurel  chaplets  crown'd." 

Into  the  mists  of  tobUng  TimO 

So  Hir  runs  bock  the  praise 
or  Beauty,  that  disdains  to  climb 

Along  fbrbiddcn  ways; 
Thnt  scorns  templatloQ ;  power  dedes 

Where  mutual  love  IB  not ; 
And  to  the  tomb  fOr  rescue  Hies 

When  life  would  be  a  blot. 


Upon  her  Island  destdote; 

And  words,  not  breathed  in  v^n. 
Mi{^t  (all  what  Intercourse  she  Ibnnd, 

Her  silence  t«  endear ;  [ground 

What  birds  she  lamed,  what  flowers  tba    . 

Sent  forth,  her  peace  to  obeer. 

To  one  mute  Presence,  above  all, 

Her  soothed  BtTections  clung, 
A  picture  on  tho  cabin  wall 

By  Buseion  usage  hung,  — 
Tbe  Molber-maid,  whose  ooimleiiaDee 
brlgbt 

WUh  love  abridged  tbe  day; 
And,  ciinnnuued  with  by  taper  Ugbt, 


jid,  on  as  either  Guardian  came, 

The  joy  In  that  retreat 
HIght  any  common  Diendsbip  Bhomc 

So  bigb  their  hearts  would  beat ; 
.ad  to  tbe  lone  RcclusCi  wbate'er 

l%ey  brought,  each  visiting 
Tub  like  the  crowding  of  the  year 

With  a  new  burst  of  Spring. 


It  It  nmylwwell  to  note  that  btai  and 
tauT^t  muun  Iha  same  thing.  Wordsworth 
lu-ohnbly  had  in  mind  a  passage  of  The 
Faerie  0«ene,  i.  1,0:  '"Hie  laurel],  meed 
Of  mjghtie  eonquerours  and  poets  sage." 


ta  thought. 


But,  when  she  of  hi 

The  pang  was  hard  to  bear; 
And,  if  with  all  ttUngs  not  enwroughC, 

That  trouble  still  is  near. 

lefbro  ber  flight  she  had  not  dared 

Tlieir  constancy  to  prove ; 

00  much  Ch'  heroic  Daughter  (Cor'd 

The  weakness  of  their  love. 

■ark  is  the  past  to  Ibem,  and  dark 

Ttie  niturc  sUll  must  be, 
Till  pitying  Saints  conduct  her  iiarfc 

Into  a  salbr  sea; 
Or  gentle  Nature  close  her  eyes. 

And  set  her  Spirit  Dree 
From  the  altu  of  this  eacrlflce. 

In  veatal  purity. 

Yet,  wben  above  the  fbrcst  glooms 

Tlie  white  swans  south  trard  pass'd. 
High  OS  the  pilch  of  their  swift  plumes 

Her  I&ncy  rode  the  blast; 
And  bore  her  toward  the  Belda  of  France 

Her  Patbef  B  native  land. 
To  mingle  in  the  rustic  dnnco. 

The  happiest  of  tbe  bandl 

Ofth 
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In  phrass  thaCnmr  with  ecboea  mA 

HaDDtcd  bet  IddbI;  c«11  ; 
Sho  saw  ti'  hereditary  bowers, 

She  heard  tb'  aacestral  Btream ; 
Tbc  Eremlin  and  ll»  baoKtity  tuwera 

FoTsotleu  like  B  droam  I 


THE  erer-chaagliis  Hood  had  traced 
Twelve  times  her  moallil;  rounil, 

When  through  the  uolTcquented  yVatte 
Was  heanl  a  etortliDs  Bouad ; 

A  shout  thrice  seat  tcma  one  Who  cluae 
At  speed  a  woandeil  deer, 


BonndlDK  throogh 
And  whore  the  wood  was  de 

The  fhiuUuK  creature  took  the 

And  Ipward  the  Island  Bed, 
While  plovers  ecream'd  wilbtnmalttiareb 

Above  his  Bntler>il  bead ; 
This,  Ina  saw :  and,  jiale  with  tei. 


IT  msb'd  on.  ai 


Sbru 

T^ia  tangled  covert  fell. 
Across  the  nutrab,  the  game  In  view. 

The  Hunter  foUow-d  Omh 
Nor  paaseil,  till  o'er  the  slag  he  blew 

A  death-proclaiming  blut; 
Then,  resting  en  her  nprl^t  mind, 

Came  forth  the  Uaid:  "In  me 
Bebolil,"«beBaid,  "aitrickeaBind 

PuTSaed  by  destin;  \ 

From  your  deportment,  Sir,  I  deem 

That  yott  bJiVB  worn  a  aiTord, 
And  will  not  balil  iu  light  eslaem 

A  suffcrii^  womaa'a  word : 
There  is  my  covert,  tbore  perchaaoa 

I  might  have  lain  conceal'd, 
Hy  Ibrtunes  hid,  my  coanteuance 

Sot  even  to  yon  reveal'd. 

Tear«  might  be  shed,  and  I  might  pray, 

CroDching  and  terrifled. 
That  what  has  been  unreil'd  to-day. 

Ton  woDlil  In  mj-slery  hiile; 
Bat  I  will  not  deSlu  with  dust 

The  knee  that  bends  to  adora 
The Goa  In  Heaven:  attend,  IM  Just; 

This  asli  I,  and  no  more. 


While  I  have  lodged  in  thli  roBgh  bold. 

Trom  social  life  estranged ; 
yor  yet  of  trouble  and  abirmi : 

High  Heaven  Is  my  defeoce : 

.nd  every  aeaaon  lias  solt  arms 

For  iojored  Innocence. 

FromHoaoow  to  the  Wildenieu 

Leat  virtue  sbonid  be  harboarleM 

And  honoar  want  a  home; 
And  bappy  were  I,  If  the  Ciar 

~      -    his  lawless  will. 
To  end  lift  here  Uke  tUa  poor  deor. 

Are  you  the  Hald,"  the  etranger  eried, 
•' From  Gallic  parents  sprung, 
liDse  vanlBhlng  was  rumonr'd  wide. 
Sad  theme  fbr  every  tongue  ? 
rho  Ibil'd  an  Emperor's  eager  quest? 
Yon,  Lady,  forced  to  wear 
"DieBe  rude  habUlmente,  and  rest 
Xour  head  in  this  daik  lair  r 

int  wonder,  pity,  soon  were  qnell'd ; 
And  in  ber  One  and  mien 

The  soul's  pore  hrighmess  lie  beheld 
Witbont  a  veil  between : 
[e  loved,  be  hoped, —a  holy  flama 
Slndled  'mid  npturons  lean; 

The  passion  of  a  moment  came 
As  on  the  wings  of  years. 

Sntdi  bounty  is  no  gilt  of  chanrc," 
Kxclalm'd  be ;  "  rigbteons  Heaven, 
Preparing  your  deliverance, 

~  the  cbargQ  bath  given. 

The  Csar  full  oft  in  words  and  doeils 

y  and  self-will'd; 
But.  when  the  Lady  Catheiine '  pleads, 
His  violence  is  still'd. 
■  Leave  open  to  my  wish  the  course, 


And  I  to  her  nri 


igo; 


and  heavenly  source. 
Good,  only  good,  can  flow."— 

I'alnl  BSDCtian  given,  the  Cavalier 
Was  eager  lo  depart, 

Tliongb  question  foliow'd  qnestion.  ilcar 
To  the  Maiden's  filial  heart 


T  This  was  the  fHmons  bidy  Hicn  lie 
Ingtbat  nnme  as  the  acknowledged  w 
uiFetcr  the  (ireat. 
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And  the  flfth  iiiDnilDS  g&ve  blm  sight 

Ot  Hdbcow'b  guttering  spires- 
He  sued : — heart-emilteu  1)f  the  iftodk, 

To  the  lam  FnglUTe 
The  Emperor  Beata  pledge  as  strong 
As  Bovereign  powct  coold  glTe. 


And  Jot's  exoesB  produced  a  teat 
or  somcthlBg  void  and  votn; 

Twaa  when  the  Parants,  who  Iiad  m 
So  long  the  lost  as  dead. 

Beheld  their  only  Child  retani'd. 
The "        -   -  -  - 


Soon  gratitude  gave  war  lo  io^^ 

WItbiu  the  Hahlan'B  breast : 
DelivBT'd  and  DellFerer  move 

in  bndai  ganncnta  drest ; 
Ueulc  Catherine  h]id  hor  own  reward ; 

The  Czac  bestflw'd  a  dower; 
And  unlicTBal  Vdbcow  shared 

The  triumph  of  that  hour. 

ITkiweis  strew'dtbe  ground;  the  nnpt 

Was  held  with  cestl;  state ;  C^"* 

And  there,  ■mid  maor  a  noble  guest. 

The  Foster-paieuM  sate : 
Encoaragsd  by  tb'  hnperial  eye, 

They  ahrank not  Into  shade; 
Great  was  their  bliss,  tbe  boDouc  hign 

To  them  and  nstnre  paid  1  [U 


e  yentored  to  repl; . 

&h  1 "  said  (he  Briar,  ■'  blame  me  oMi 
Whf  should  we  dnedl  in  aliiCef 

ho  in  thia  teqoealer'd  ipol 
Ooce  lired  a  happy  lUb  1 

ildFT'd  me  on  my  rock)' bed, — 

ipleasare  thro*  my  reins  you  spread  I 
The  Summer  long,  lyom  day  to  day, 
Hy  loaves  yon  (yeslicn'd  and  bedcw'd; 

las  it  common  graUtudo 
That  did  your  cares  repay. 

When  Spring  came  on  with  bud  BDd  bell. 

Among  these  mcks  did  I 

BelOre  you  haug  my  wnaths,  to  IM 

That  gentle  days  were  algh : 

And  in  the  sultry  snmmcr  hoors 

I  sheHer'd  you  with  leaTes  and  flowers; 

'nmylcAves — now  shed  and  gone — 
The  linnet  lodged,  and  tor  us  two 
Chanted  his  pretty  songs,  when  you 
Had  little  Toice  or  none. 


in  angry  V 


"Bboosb, 

Exclahn'd . 

"  Nor  dare  to  Uinist  thy  foolish  seU 

BcnvGon  mo  and  my  choiue  1 " 

A  small  Cascade  tteah  ewoln  with  snows 

Thus  threateii'd  a  poor  Bdar-rose, 

That,  all  bespatlcr'd  with  his  fbam. 

And  dancing  high  and  dancing  low. 

Was  living,  as  a  child  might  know, 

In  an  unhappy  home. 


VhxA.? 


"  DoU  Uion  piesnmo  my 

Off  off!  or,  puny  Thing, 

m  hurl  thee  headlong  with  the  rock 

To  which  Ihy  fibres  cling." 

Tho  Flood  was  tynmnous  aitd  Strong; 

The  patient  Briar  snffer'd  loog^ 

Kor  did  he  ntter  groan  or  sigh, 

Hoping  the  danger  would  be  past; 


What  grief  ism 

Ah,  would  you  think,  evon  yet  how  blest 

Together  we  might  be  I 

Though  of  both  leaf  and  flower  bereft, 


•usee:         [braaat; 


Blch  store  of  scariet  hl]i8  ts  mine, 
Wltti  whidi  I,  in  my  bnmhio  way. 
Would  deck  you  many  a  winter  day, 
A  happy  Eglantlno  I " 

What  more  tie  said  I  cannot  lelt : 
The  Torrent  down  Hie  rocky  dell 
Came  Uinnderhig  loud  and  fcet ; 
I  lieten'd,  nor  augbt  else  coold  hear; 
The  Briar  quaked, —an.l  muiA  I  fcar 
Those  accents  were  his  last.  {IWt, 


TBE  OAK  AND  THE  BBOOU. 


His  simple  truths  did  Andrew  gtean 
Beside  the  babbling  rills; 
A  careitil  student  he  had  been 
Among  the  woods  and  hills.' 
One  Winter's  night,  when  thro'  the  trei 
The  wind  was  roaring,  on  his  knocs 
His  youngest  bom  did  Andrew  hold ; 
And,  wliile  the  rest,  a  rudily  quire, 
Were  Sealed  round  Uieir  blaiing  Arc, 
This  Tale  the  Shepherd  lold. 


l..(KH^ie 


THE  OAK  AVD  THE  BBOOM. 


"I  «aw  ft  crag,  ftlofty  (bun 

Ab  ever  tcmpeM  beat; 

OdC  of  iu  head  an  Oak  bod  growa. 

A  BrDoiD  oDt  of  its  CeeL 

Tbe  time  waa  Maich,  a  cbecTfOl  Doou, 

Tbe  tbaW'WliuI,  vith  the  bieath  ot  Jiu 

BreBthed  gently  l^am  tbe  waim  Soutb- 

Wben,  JD  a  voicD  aetlate  with  age,  [mst; 

This  Oak.  a  giant  and  a  sage, 

Hla  nelgfaboai  thai  addreat'd : 

'ElgM  wesiy  weeke,  thro'  n>ek  uiil  eUy, 
-Along  this  moaalain^  edge,  [ilar, 

Tbe  FVMt  bath  wron^t  boa  nl^t  aul 
Wedge  driving  alter  wedge- 
Look  apt  and  Ihlok,  above  TODF  bead 
WhattroahLe,  anrely,  will  be  bred ; 
Last  nigbt  1  beard  a  crash,  —  'Us  true. 
The  splinters  took  another  road, — 
1  see  thorn  j-oaclcri-^what  aload 
For  anch  a  Thing  as  yonl 

Tod  are  preparing,  as  belbre, 

To  deck  ;oac  alendcF  *bai>e ; 

AndyetijiiBt  three  y  eu^  back— bo  moie,— 

Yon  bad  a  strange  escape : 

Down  tern  yon  <difr  a  fr^ment  broke; 

It  tbunder'd  down,  with  flre  and  smiAe, 

And  hitherward  pnnoed  its  nay ; 

This  poDderouB  block  was  cao^it  by  me. 

And  o'er  your  head,  as  you  may  see, 

TiB  hanging  to  this  day. 

V  breeze  or  bird  to  this  rongh  steep 
Tonr  kind's  first  seed  did  bear, 
The  breeze  bad  better  been  asleep, 
The  bird  caogbt  in  a  soore ; 
For  yon  nnd  your  green  tnigB  decoy 
Tho  little  witless  Bbepbcrd-boy 
Tooomoand  slombcr  in  your  bower; 
And.  tmst  mc,  on  some  snltry  noon. 
Both  yoa  and  ho,  Heaven  knows  how  soo 
Will  peri£h  in  one  hour. 

Tram  me  Hub  friendly  warning  take,'— 
Hie  Broom  began  to  doze, 
And  OiuB,  to  keep  herself  awake, 
IMd  gently  Interpoeo : 
'VyltMakBforyoardisconrse  are  dne; 
Tbat  more  than  what  you  My  is  tme. 
1  know,  a»4 1  Iiave  known  it  long ; 
nail  la  tbe  bond  bf  whltii  we  hold 
Our  being,  wheOier  young  or  old, 
triae,  ftmllBb,  weak,  or  strong. 


Dlsaaten,  do  flw  bert  we  eaa. 
Will  reach  both  groat  and  amall ; 
And  he  Is  oft  Iho  wlust  man. 

Who  is  not  wise  at  all. 
For  me,  why  ibonld  I  wish  to  wokxat 
ThlB  spot  Is  my  paternal  home, 
It  Ib  my  pleasant  heritage ; 

many  a  happy  yeor 
Spread  here  his  careleis  bloBiomB,  here 
Attain'd  a  good  old  age. 

Eren  each  as  his  may  be  my  lot 

~~  e  have  I  to  haifnt 

My  heart  with  terrors  7   Am  I  not 

Id  truth  a  DtTODr'd  plant? 

On  me  snch  bounty  gummcr  ponrs. 

That  I  am  co»er*a  o'er  with  (lowers ; 

I  (lie  Frost  is  in  tho  Bky, 
My  branclies  arc  ao  fresh  and  gny 
Tbat  yon  might  look  at  me  and  say, 
Ttiis  Plant  can  nerer  die. 

The  bnttcrily,  all  green  and  gold. 

To  me  hath  often  flown, 

Heie  in  my  blossoms  to  behold 

Wings  lovely  as  his  own : 

When  gnus  is  chill  with  rain  or  dew. 

Beneath  my  shade  tlie  mother-ewe 

Lies  with  her  InAnt  lamb;  I  soo 

The  love  they  to  each  other  make. 

And  tbe  sweet  joy  which  they  partake. 

Itlsajoy  tome.' 

lor  voice  was  blitbe,  ber  heart  was  light 
■be  Broom  might  have  pursued 
Icrspeeeb,  until  tlie  starB  of  oigbt 
lieir  jonmoy  had  ronew'd; 
'□t  in  tbe  branches  of  the  oak 
'wo  ravene  now  begnn  Co  croak 
lielr  nuptial  long.  a  gladsome  air ; 
jid  to  her  own  gteon  bower  Iho  broeio 
I  ThatinstantbroaghltwostripllDgbces, 
To  rest  or  mnnnDT  there. 

night,  my  Children,  ftora  the  North 

There  came  aiHu'ioua  blast;    ' 

At  break  of  doy  I  TOntured  forth, 

And  neu  tho  elUT  I  pasB'd. 

1  had  fhllen  npon  the  Oak, 

And  struck  him  with  n  mighty  Btrokc. 

And  Whirl'il  and  whiri'd  htm  (At  away ; 

find,  in  one  hoapitablc  cleft, 

The  little  carolesB  Broom  was  left, 

To  live  for  many  a  day.'  [laxi. 


.oogie 


WOBDSWOBTH. 


TO  THE  DAJ8T. 
In  youth  trom  nwk  to  rock  I  went, 
rrom  hill  to  bill  Id  discontent 
or  pleseuro  tiisb  and  turbulent, 

Most  pleased  when  most  tmeae}'; 
But  now  m;  own  deliKlits  t  make,— 
M;  thirst  at  ciery  rill  can  slake. 
And  gladl7  Nature's  loTO  partake, 

OfTbee.  sweet  Dais;! 

Thee  Winter  In  the  garland  weaia 
That  thiol)'  decks  hia  Ww  grey  haire ; 
Spring  parts  the  clouds  with  aon*st  alra, 

That  she  may  BUD  thee; 
Whole  aammer-aelds  are  thine  1>;  right; 
And  Aotnmn,  melancholy  Wight  r 
Doth  in  thy  criiUBOQ  bead  deUght 

When  ruins  are  on  tbee. 

In  shoals  and  bands,  a  morrice  train. 
Thou  greet'st  the  traveUer  In  the  lane, 
Pleased  at  his  greeting  thee  again ; 

Yet  nothing  daunted 
Nor  grieied  If  then  be  set  at  nought: 
Aral  oft  alone  in  nooks  remote 

et  thee,  like  a  pleasant  (honght. 


Whani 


The  flowers  tlic  wanton  Zephyrs  choose 
Proud  be  the  rose,  with  r^ns  and  dews 

Her  head  impoarling; 
Thou  liF'st  with  less  ambitiouB  aim. 
Yet  bast  not  gone  without  thy  llime; 
Thou  art  Indeed  by  many  a  claim 

The  Poet's  dariing. 

ir  to  a  rock  from  rains  he  By, 
Or,  some  bright  day  of  April  sky, 
Imprlson'd  by  hot  annshine  lie 

Near  the  green  holly, 
And  wearily  at  length  should  Hire ; 
He  needs  but  look  about,  and  there 
Thou  art,—  n  ft-icnd  at  bond,  to  score 

A  hnnilicd  times,  by  rock  or  bower, 
Ere  tlins  t  have  lain  oouch'd  aa  hour, 
Unto  I  derived  from  thy  sweet  power 

Some  approhonaion ; 
Some  steady  loTe;  some  brief  delight; 
Some  memory  that  had  taken  flight; 
Some  chimo  of  fancy  wrong  or  rigbt; 

Or  stray  Inrontiou. 


If  stately  passlane  in  me  bnm, 

And  one  chance  look  to  Thee  shonid  tarn, 

I  drink  out  of  on  humbler  um 

tlier  pleasnre ; 
The  homely  sympathy  that  heeds 

mon  life,  onr  natnrf)  breeds ; 

m  fitted  to  the  needs 

>a|ts  at  leisure. 

FreBb.emitten  by  the  morning  ray, 
When  tbon  art  up,  alert  and  gsy, 
Then,  cheerflil  Flower,  my  spirits  play 

With  kindi-Bd  gladness ; 
d  when,  at  dusk,  by  dews  opprest 
Thou  siuk'sC,  the  image  of  thy  rest 
Hath  olIeD  eased  my  penaive  brcaet 

Of  careftil  sadness. 

And  all  day  long  I  nnmber  yet, 

IS  throngh.  anotiier  debt, 
Which  I,  whenever  (liou  art  met. 

To  thee  am  owing ; 

Instinct  call  It,  a  blind  sense ; 
A  happy,  genial  Influence. 
Coming  one  knows  not  how  nor  whence, 

Kor  whither  going. 

Child  ot  the  Year,  that  round  dost  mn 
Thy  pleasant  coarse.— when  day's  begOB 
As  ready  to  aalnle  the  Sna 

As  laik  or  leveret. 
Thy  lOBg'loet  praise  thoa  ehalt  regain ; 
Nor  be  less  dear  to  future  men 
an  In  old  time; —  thou  not  in  vain 
Art  Nature's  fkvDDrita.  [IStt. 


TO  THE  SAME  FLOWEE, 
WftB  little  here  to  do  or  see 
If  things  that  in  the  great  world  be, 
Daisy,  again  I  talk  to  thee; 
hon  art  worthy, 

Of  Nature,  with  that  homely  face, 

And  yet  with  something  of  a  grace. 
Which  LoTC  makes  for  tbee. 

OR  on  the  dappled  torf  at  ease 

'  sit,  and  play  with  similes, 
.ooso  types  of  things  throngb  all  degrc 

Thoughts  of  thy  raising: 
^d  many  a  fbnd  and  idle  name 
give  to  thoe,  fc*'  pralso  or  blame. 
Is  is  the  hnmonrof  tbegwne, 
While  I  OBI  gaaiug. 


.oogie 


TO  THE  BIUXL  CELANDINK 


Adtiii  demure  of  lo«l7  port; 

Or  sprightly  maJdeu,  of  LOTe'a  conit 

Id  tby  simplicity  ^  sport 

Of  all  temptatloiu; 
Aqaeen  incTOWD  ofmblea  dnsl; 
A  Marrelini;  in  a  ManEy  rml ; 
Are  all,  bs  seema  to  salt  thee  best. 

Thy  BppellBtlona. 

A  little  Cyclops,  with  one  eye 
Staling  to  thresteo  sod  ielj, 
Tbst  Uiought  comes  next,— and  instantly 

The  &eak  la  over, 
The  shape  will  TSDlsh,— and  behold 
A  lUrer  shield  with  boss  of  gold. 
That  spreads  itself  some  biiy  bold 

In  dght  to  cover  I 


Ilot  qnite  eo  fair  as  many  u 


«hiBT 


Wbo  shall  reprove  thee  I 

w  by  mat  name  at  last, 

Bries  are  paat, 

)  that  cleBTe  fliBt, — 

and  air, 


Bright  FlowfT  I 
Vben  all  my  re 
I  call  tltee,  and  to  tb 

Bweet  silent  orei 
That  breath'at  with 
Do  thon,  as  thon  art  wont,  repair 
Uy  heart  with  gladneas,  and  a  share 

or  Uiy  meet  natDre  I  ilfOi. 


TO  THE  SMALL  CELANDINE. 
FuiHiES,  lilies,  kingcups.  dalBles> 
Let  tbcm  lire  upon  their  praises; 
Long  as  there's  a  gun  Hut  sets, 
Prinkroeefl  will  have  their  glory; 
Long  aa  there  are  violets. 
They  will  have  a  place  in  story : 
There's  a  flower  that  shall  bo  mine, 


Byes  of  some  men  travel  ftr 
For  the  Dnding  ofa  star; 
Op  and  down  the  hcaroos  they  go. 
Hen  that  keep  a  mighty  rontl 
I'm  aa  great  aa  they,  I  trow, 
Since  the  day  I  Toand  thee  ont. 
Little  Flowert  —  I'll  make  a  stir. 


ModeM,  yet  wlcha]  an  Elf 
Bold,  and  tayish  of  thyself; 
Since  we  needa  mnsE  flrst  have  met 
I  have  seen  thee,  high  and  low, 
Tbirty  years  or  nwre,  and  yet 
Twas  a  Ihce  I  did  not  know ; 
Thon  hast  now,  go  where  I  may, 
FiAy  greetings  In  aday. 

Bra  a  leaf  is  on  a  bush. 

Id  the  time  before  the  thrush 
Has  ■  thoDght  aboot  her  nest. 
Than  wilt  come  with  half  a  call. 
Spreading  out  thy  glossy  breaat 
Like  a  csreLees  Prodigal; 
Telling  tales  about  the  Sun, 
When  we're  lltUe  warmtb.  or  none. 

Poeta,  vain  men  in  flieir  mood. 
Travel  with  the  multitude: 
Never  lieed  them;  I  aver 
Tbat  they  all  are  wanton  wooers; 
Cnt  the  thrifty  cottager. 
Who  stirs  UMle  out  orOoora, 
Joys  Co  spy  thee  near  her  home; 
Spring  Is  coming,  Tbon  art  comet 

Comf^Hl  hare  Ilion  of  thy  merit, 
Kindly,  nnaasuming  SpiritI 
Careless  of  thy  neighbouriiood,   ■ 
Thon  dost  tiunr  thy  pleasant  f^oe 
On  the  moor,  and  in  the  wood, 
In  Uielaoe;— Ihere'bDOtaphtce, 
Howsoever  mean  it  be. 
But  'tis  good  enough  for  thee. 


a  The  flower  hero  celebrated  is  the 
Common  Pilewort  la  his  notes  on  the 
Doema.  theanthor  speaks  tbUB:  "Itlsre- 
t  this  dower,  coming  out  ao 
Spring  oa  <t  does,  and  so 
BUtlftii,  and  In  such  profb- 
>t  have  been  noticed  earlier 
What  adds  much  W  the 
la  it,  la  its  h^it  of  shut- 


ig  Itself  up  and  openin 
i  air."  — 11  may  Be  oheci 

Dree  was  denicil  to  him 
-^  imsi/,— adeflciency  tb. 
gretted  very  much. 


r  ont  accontiDg 
red  that  Word^ 
nsure  from  this 


l.i(KH^ie 


WOBDBWOBIH. 


ButterODps,  GM  will  be  Seen, 
WheUior  we  will  aee  or  no ; 
Othera,  loo,  of  loft^  mien : 
Tbcf  bare  doDG  u  worldUnsl  dO| 
Taken  pialse  tliat  should  be  Uilue, 
Little,  homble  Celamtlnel 


Of  a  joyouB  tn^  eusnlug. 
Serving  at  m;  heart's  commBuda 
TBBkB  that  aro  no  taika  renewinsi 
I  will  slug,  u  doth  iMhore, 
HTDineinpntUeafwhatlloTet     [ISOB. 


TO  THE  SAME  PLOWEE. 
Plgasvbbb  newly  fbnnd  aro  aweet 
When  they  lie  about  onr  ftetl 
VebcanTf  last,  my  heart 
First  at  eight  of  thee  was  ^od; 
AU  Dnheard  of  aa  than  art> 
Thou  most  needs,  I  thinli,  hare  had. 
Celandine,  and  long  ago, 
Praise  of  wliich  I  nothing  know. 

I  have  not  a  donbt  bat  he, 
Whosoe'er  the  man  might  be, 
Who  the  first  with  pointed  rays 
(Workman  worthy  to  be  sainted) 
Bet  the  sign-hoard  In  a  blaze. 
When  the  rifling  Sun  he  painted, 
look  the  bney  tram  a  glance 
At  thy  glittering  oonntenance. 

Soon  as  gentle  breeaea  bring 

News  of  Winter's  yanlshlngi 
And  the  children  build  (heir  bowers, 
Stjcliing  'kerchief-plots  of  mould 
All  ahont  with  fiill-blowo  flowers, 
Tliick  as  sheep  in  shepherd's  ibid ; 
With  the  proudest  thoa  art  there, 
Mantling  in  the  tiny  square- 


By  myeelf  a  lonely  pleasure, 
SIgh'd  to  think,  I  read  a  book 
Only  read,  perliBps.  by  me; 
Tet  i  long  ooukl  overtook 
n>y  Mgbt  coronet  and  Thee, 
And  thy  aroh  and  wily  ways. 
And  tl^  itoie  of  other  praise. 


While  flie  patiMtpnarose  sits 
Uke  B  beggar  In  the  cold, 
ThoD.  a  flower  of  wiser  wits, 
SUpp'st  Into  tliy  sheltering  hold; 
I/lTelieit  of  the  vernal  train 
When  ye  all  are  ont  wain. 

Drawn  by  what  peculiar  BgtiO, 
By  what  charm  of  sight  or  smelt. 
Does  the  dim-eyed  ooriona  Boo, 
I/Sbouring  (br  her  waxen  cells, ' 
Fondly  settle  upon  Thee 
Prized  above  all  buds  and  bells 
Opening  ilally  at  Iby  side. 
By  the  season  moltipUedF 

Thon  art  not  beyond  the  Moon, 

Bnt  a  thing  "  beneath  ourshoon;" 

Let  the  bold  DiseoveFer  thnd 

Li  hie  bark  die  polar  sea; 

Bear  who  will  a  pyramid; 

Praise  it  Is  enough  for  me. 

If  there  be  bnt  three  or  ibuT 

Wbo  will  love  my  LtUa  Flower,     [isoa. 


THE  BEDBBEAST. 

(Saggeiled  in  a  WalnH/reiand  Coilagc) 
Dbitbh  in  by  Antumn's  shunning  air 
From  half.stripp'd  woods  and  pastorea 

Brisk  Bobin  neaka  a  kindlier  home : 
Sot  like  a  beggar  is  be  come, 
Bat  enters  aa  a  look'd-for  goest, 
Conflding  in  his  ruddy  breast, 
Aa  if  It  were  a  natnrol  shield 
Charged  with  B  blazon  on  the  Held, 
Dne  to  that  good  and  piona  deed 

lioh  WB  in  the  Ballad  read.' 
Bat,  pensive  fiutcies  putting  by. 
And  wild-wood  sorrows,  speedily 
He  plays  th'  expMtTentrllaqnist; 
And,  caught  by  glimpsee  now,  now  missM 

tes  the  listener  witb  a  doubt 
If  the  soft  Toloe  he  thmws  aboot 
Comes  ftvm  within  doors  or  withoat. 
Waa  ever  aneh  a  sweet  confiiaion, 

liu'd  by  delicate  illusion  ? 

B  Alluding  to  the  old  well-known  bal> 
lad  of  ThaOiil'Irm  in  tlu  Wood;  espa- 
oi^ly  the  Itnes,  — 

'•  No  burial  this  pretty  pat 

Of  any  man  receives. 
Till  Robui-redbreaat  pionsly 
Did  ooTOr  tbem  with  leavM." 


l.i(HH^K 


THE    BEDBBEA8T. 


He's  at  yoar  elbow,  —  to  joat  Rtellug 
Tbe  Doles  »re  from  the  floor  or  celllDg ; 
And  ttxn'a  B  riddle  to  be  snese'd, 
Till  yon  have  mark'd  bis  beavlng  chest 
And  bDB)'  throM,  whose  sink  and  swell 
Betnr  the  EU  that  loves  to  dwell 
In  RobiD'B  boeoni,  as  a  ebosea  veil. 

Heart-pleased  we  smite  upoa  the  Bird 
irseen,  and  with  like  pleasure  stttT'd 
CommeDd  him  when  he's  oulf  heard. 
But  small  and  nigillre  our  gain 
Compared  with  Keri  who  long  hath  lain, 
With  languid  limbs  and  patient  head 
KepOBing  on  a  lone  sickbed;  > 
Where  now  she  daily  hears  a  etratn 
That  cheats  her  of  too  bnay  cares, 
Eases  her  pain,  and  helps  hor  prafers. 
And  who  hnt  this  dear  Bird  begnilsd 
The  fever  of  that  pale- bced  Child  1 
Now  cooling,  with  his  passing  wJng, 
Ber  Ibretiead,  like  a  breeze  of  Bpring  ? 
Bacalling  now,  with  descant  soil 
Shed  round  ber  pillow  ttma  aloR, 
Sweet  tbongbts  of  angels  hovering  nigb. 
And  the  invisible  sympaKiy 
Of  "Hattbew,Mark,  and  Lnke,  and  John, 
Blessing  the  bad  she  Ues  upon"?' 
And  eomotimes,  Jnst  as  listening  ends 
In  slumber,  with  Ibe  cadence  blends 
A  dream  of  that  low-warbled  hymn 
Which  old  Iblk,  fondly  pleased  to  trim 
Lamps  of  ikitb,  now  iumiag  dim, 
Say  that  tbe  Cherubs  carved  in  stone. 
When  clonda  gave  way  at  dead  of  night 
And  th'  ancient  church  was  flU'd  with 
Used  to  sing  in  hearenly  tone,         [light, 


1  All  our  cats  having  been  bani^ 
Uia  house,  it  whs  soon  iftquenled  by 
brenstij.  My  sister,  being  then  conti 
loheiToombyBicknes8,a8,denrcreiit 
she  still  is,  liiul  one  thnt,  without  1h 

caged,  took  up  its  abode  with  lier,  an^ 

night  used  to  pereh  upon  a  nail  tlrom 
which  a  picture  had  hung.  Itusedtosiug 
and  fan  lier  lace  with  its  wings  in  a  man- 
ner tbat  was  very  tonching^-rAc  Author't 
SoUt. 

t  The  poet  tells  us  that  these  words 
were  i>art  of  a  child's  prayer,  "still  in 
general  use  through  the  noitliern  cout 
ties."  My  oivn  childhood  was  (Rr-.ilia 
with  the  same  prayer,  two  lines  o(  it  rm 
Bhw  thus : 
"UsttbBw,  Mark,  and  Luke,  and  John. 


Above  and  round  tbe  socted  placet 
They  guai'd,  witb  wlngM  baby-faces. 
Thrice  happy  Creatnrs,  in  all  land* 
Nurtured  by  bospitahle  bandit 
Frtie  entrance  to  Ibis  cot  has  he, 
Eutrauce  and  exit  both  i/et  IVee; 
And,  when  tbe  keen  UBruBcd  weather, 
That  thus  brings  man  and  bird  togetbeTB 
Shall  with  Its  pleasantness  be  past. 


■ep  at  bay  the  howling  blaiit, 
Be  needs  not  t^r  tbe  season's  laga. 
For  the  whole  house  is  Itobin's  cage. 
Whetber  tbe  bird  lilt  here  or  there. 
O'er  table  /iff.  or  perch  on  chair. 
Though  same  may  fivwn  and  make  a  ati 
To  scare  bim  as  a  trespasser, 
And  he  beliko  will  flinch  or  start, 
Good  friends  he  has  to  take  hii  part; 
One  cbieOy,  who  with  voice  and  look 


Is  for  hi 


I  from 


the  Dame,  and  wears  awa; 
Ber  long  and  vacant  holiday; 
With  Images  abont  her  heart, 
KeBecled  from  the  years  gone  by. 
On  human  nature's  second  inAuoy . 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 


Where  thou,  a  Wife  and  Friend,  Bholt  see 
Thy  own  heart-stirring  days,  nnd  bo 
A  light  lo  young  and  old. 

There,  healthy  as  a  shepherd  boy. 
And  treailluB  nmong  Dowers  of  joy 

Wlilch  at  DO  season  fade. 
Thou,  while  itiy  balies  aroanil  thee  cling, 
show  us  liow  divine  a  thing 
,  Woman  may  be  made. 

Thy  thoughts  and  feelings  Bbnil  not  dlo. 
Nor  leavo  thee,  when  grey  h.-iiis  .ire  nigh. 

A  melancholy  slave ; 
Bat  an  old  age  serene  and  bright. 
And  lovely  as  a  Lapland  ulght. 

Shall  lead  thee  to  thy  grave.       peia. 
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HART-LEAP  WELL. 

Butlieap  Wen  U  a  smaD  spring  of  irater,  about  Ave  mlleefKiin 
ahire,  and  near  the  aide  of  the  road  tbal  leads  frum  RicbQioi 

Dame  Is  derived  ftom  a  remarkable  CbasC;  "■ '  "'-' 

the  moDQiueiita  spoken  of  In  the  Second  F — ,^ 

mneuts  do  now  exist  as  I  bare  there  deeciibed  (hem. 

The  Enight  had  ridden  down  from  Wenslcy  Moor 
With  the  slow  motion  of  a  Summer's  cloud. 
And  now,  as  he  approach'd  a  vaeBal's  door, 
"  Bring  forth  another  horse  I "  he  cried  aloud. 

"Another  horse!"  — That  shout  the  vassal  hoard, 
And  saddled  his  best  Steed,  a  comely  grey ; 
Sir  Walter  mounted  him ;  he  was  the  third 
Which  he  had  mounted  on  that  glorious  day. 

Joy  sparkled  in  the  prancing  courser's  eyes; 
The  Corso  and  horseman  are  a  happy  pair  j 
But,  though  Sir  Walter  like  a  falcon  flies. 
There  is  a  doleful  silence  in  the  air. 

A  rout  this  morning  left  Sir  Walter's  Hall, 
That  as  they  gallop  d  made  the  echoes  roar ; 
But  horse  and  man  are  vaiiish'd,  one  and  all ; 
Such  race,  I  think,  waa  never  seen  before. 

Sir  Waltflr,  restless  as  a  veering  wind. 
Calls  to  the  few  tired  dogs  that  yet  remain : 
Blanch,  Swift,  and  Mnsic,  noblest  of  their  kind, 
Follow,  and  up  the  weary  mountain  strain. 

The  £night  halloo'd,  he  cheer'd  and  chid  them  ou 
With  suppliant  gestures  and  upbraidings  stem ; 
But  breath  and  eyesight  fail ;  and,  one  by  one, 
The  dogs  are  stretch^  among  the  mountain  fern. 

Where  is  the  throng,  the  tumult  of  the  race? 
The  bugles  that  so  joyfully  were  blown? 
This  chase  it  looks  not  like  an  earthly  chase; 
Sir  Walter  and  the  Hart  are  left  alone. 

The  poor  Hart  toils  along  the  mountain-side  ; 
I  will  not  stop  to  tell  how  far  he  fled, 
Uor  will  I  mention  by  what  death  he  died ; 
But  now  the  Knight  beholds  him  lying  dead. 

Dismounting  then,  he  lean'd  against  a  thorn ; 
He  had  no  follower,  dog,  nor  man,  nor  boy: 
He  neither  crack'd  his  whip,  nor  blew  his  born. 
But  gazed  upon  the  spoil  with  silent  joy. 


i^.CKi'^le 


HABT>LBAF    WELL. 

Close  to  the  thom  on  which  Sir  Walter  loau'd. 
Stood  liis  dumb  partner  in  this  glorious  foat ; 
Weak  as  a  lamb  the  hoar  that  it  is  yoan'd, 
And  white  with  foam  as  if  with  cleaving  eleet. 

Upon  his  dde  the  Hait  was  lying  stretch'd : 
His  nostril  toach'd  a  spring  beneath  a  hill, 
And  with  the  last  deep  groan  his  brcatli  had  fctch'd 
The  waters  of  the  spnng  were  trembling  stilL 

And  now,  too  happy  for  repose  or  rest, 

(NeTer  had  living  man  such  ]oyfnl  lot!  1 

Sir  Walter  walk'd  all  round,  north,  sonth,  and  west. 

And  gazed  and  gazed  upon  that  darling  spot. 

And,  climbing  up  the  hill,  (it  was  at  least 
Four  roods  of  sheer  ascent,)  Sir  Walter  found 
Three  several  hoof -marts  which  the  hunted  Beast 
Had  left  imprinted  on  the  grassy  ground. 

Sir  Walter  wiped  his  face,  and  cried,  "  Till  now 
Such  sight  was  never  seen  by  human  eyes: 
Three  leaps  have  borne  him  from  this  lofty  brow, 
Down  to  the  very  fountain  where  he  lies. 

m  build  a  pleaaure-honBe  upon  this  spot. 
And  a  amall  arbour,  made  for  rural  joy ; 
"Twill  be  the  traveller's  abed,  the  pilgrim's  cot, 
A  place  of  love  for  damsels  that  are  coy. 

A  cunning  artiat  will  I  have  to  frame 

A  basin  for  that  fountain  in  the  dell! 

And  they  who  do  make  mention  of  the  same, 

From  tills  day  forth,  shall  call  it  Hart-L£A.p  AVell. 

And,  gallant  Stag,  to  make  thy  praises  known, 
Another  monument  shall  here  be  raised ; 
Three  several  pillars,  each  a  rougb-hewn  etoue, 
And  planted  where  thy  hoofs  the  turf  have  grazed. 

And,  in  the  summer-time  when  days  are  long, 
I  will  come  hither  with  my  Paramour ; 
And  with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 
We  will  make  merry  in  that  pleasant  bower. 

Till  the  foundations  of  the  mountains  fail 
My  mansion  with  its  arbour  shall  endure ;  — 
The  joy  of  them  who  till  the  fields  of  Swale, 
And  them  who  dwell  among  the  woods  of  Urel" 


■,Go(.j'^lc 
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Then  home  be  went,  and  left  the  Hut,  stone-dead. 
With  breathless  nostrils  stretch'd  above  the  spring. 
Soon  did  the  Knight  perform  what  he  had  said ; 
And  far  and  wide  the  fame  thereof  did  ring. 

Ere  thrice  the  Moon  into  her  port  had  eteer'd, 
A  cup  of  stone  received  the  lining  well ; 
Three  pillara  of  rude  stone  Sir  Walter  rear'd. 
And  built  a  house  of  pleasure  in  the  deU. 

And,  near  the  fonntain,  flowers  of  stature  tall 
With  trailing  plants  and  trees  were  intertwined ; 
Which  soon  composed  a  little  sylvan  hall, 
A  leafy  shelter  from  the  sun  and  wind. 

And  thither,  when  the  snmmer  days  were  long, 
Sir  Walter  led  his  wondering  Paramoor ; 
And  with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 
Made  merriment  within  that  pleasant  bower. 

The  Knight,  Sir  Walter,  died  in  course  of  time^ 
And  his  bones  lie  in  his  paternal  vale.— 
Bnt  there  is  matter  for  a  second  rhyme. 
And  I  to  this  would  add  another  tide. 


FAET  SECOND. 

The  moving  accident  is  not  my  trade ; 
To  freeze  the  blood  I  have  no  ready  arts : 
Tis  my  delight,  alone  in  summer  shade, 
To  pipe  a  simple  song  for  thinking  hearts. 

As  I  from  Hawes  to  Richmond  did  repair. 
It  chanced  that  I  saw  standing  in  a  dell 
Three  aspens  at  three  cornere  of  a  square ; 
And  one,  not  four  yards  distant,  near  a  well 

What  this  imported  I  could  ill  divine : 
And,  pulling  now  the  rein  my  horse  to  stop, 
I  saw  three  pillars  standing  in  a  line, — 
The  last  stone-pillar  on  a  dark  hill-top. 

The  trees  were  grey,  with  neither  arms  nor  head; 
Half  wasted  the  square  mound  of  tawny  green ; 
So  that  you  just  might  say,  as  then  I  said, 
"Here  in  old  time  the  hand  of  man  hath  been." 


eabt-i:eap  well.  m 

I  look'd  upon  the  hill  both  far  and  near. 
More  doleful  place  did  nerer  eye  sarvey ; 
It  Beem'd  as  if  the  Bpring-time  came  not  her^ 
And  Nature  here  were  willing  to  decay. 

I  Btood  in  varione  thoughts  and  fancies  lost. 
When  one,  who  was  in  shepherd's  garb  attired. 
Came  np  the  hoUow :  —  him  did  I  accost. 
And  what  this  place  might  be  I  then  inquired. 

The  Shepherd  stopp'd,  and  that  same  story  told 
Which  in  my  former  rhyme  I  have  rehearsed.* 
"A  jolly  place,"  said  he,  "in  times  of  oldt 
But  something  ails  it  now;  the  spot  is  curst. 

Ton  see  these  lifeless  stumps  of  aspn  wood, — 
Some  say  that  they  are  beeches,  others  elms, — 
These  were  the  bower;  and  here  a  mansion  stood, 
The  finest  palace  of  a  hundred  realms! 

The  arbour  does  its  own  condition  tell; 
Yon  see  the  stones,  the  fountain,  and  the  stream ; 
But  as  to  the  great  Lodge,  you  might  as  well 
Hnnt  half  a  day  for  a  forgotten  dream. 

There's  neither  dog  nor  heifer,  horse  nor  sheep, 
Will  wet  hia  lips  within  that  cup  of  stone  ; 
And  oftentimes,  when  all  are  fast  asleep. 
This  water  doth  send  forth  a  dolorous  groan. 

Some  say  that  here  a  murder  has  been  done, 
And  blood  cries  out  for  blood :  but,  for  my  part, 
I've  gness'd,  when  I've  been  sitting  in  the  sun, 
That  it  was  all  for  that  unhappy  Hart. 

What  thonghts  must  through  the  creature's  brain  have 
Even  from  the  topmost  stone,  upon  the  steep,  [past  I 

Are  but  three  bounds,  —  and  look,  Sir,  at  this  last,  — 
0  Master,  it  has  been  a  cruel  leap  1 

For  thirteen  hours  he  ran  a  desperate  race; 
And  in  my  simple  mind  we  cannot  tell 
What  cause  the  Hart  might  have  to  love  this  place. 
And  come  and  make  his  death-bed  near  the  well. 

I  In  his  notCB  on  thl>  poem,  irhlcb  wera  diotated  to  a  Mend  many  ysanaflorthe 
■ ...^  anthor  luia  tbe  followiDg:  "Apr — ■- 


HIT  tbe  apot  rold  as  llie  bEovjf,  so  Or  aa  oouoemed  tha  name  of  (he  veil  anil  the  katt, 
ttd  pointed  ont  the  itonM.'' 


WOBDSWOETH. 

Here  on  the  graaa  perhaps  asleep  he  eaok, 

Lull'd  by  the  fountain  in  the  summer-tide ; 
This  water  was  perhaps  the  first  he  drank 
When  he  liad  wauder'd  from  his  motheHe  dde. 

In  April  here  beneath  the  flowering  thorn 
He  heard  the-birds  their  morning  carols  sing; 
And  he,  perhaps,  for  aught  we  know,  was  bom 
Kot  half  a  f nrlong  from  that  self-same  spring. 

Kow,  here  is  neither  grass  nor  pleasant  shade ; 

The  Snn  on  drearier  hollow  never  shone ; 

So  will  it  be,  as  I  have  often  said, 

Till  trees,  and  stones,  and  fountain,  all  bjk  gone." 

"  Grey-headed  Shepherd,  thou  haat  spoken  well ; 
Small  difference  lies  between  thy  creed  and  mine: 
This  Beast  not  unobserved  by  Nature  fell ; 
His  death  was  monrn'd  by  sympathy  diTine. 

The  Being  that  is  in  the  clonds  and  air, 
That  is  in  the  green  leaves  among  the  groves, 
Maintains  a  deep  and  reverential  care 
Por  th'  unoffending  creatures  whom  He  loves. 

The  pleasnro-honse  is  dust:  behind,  before, 
This  is  no  common  waste,  no  common  gloom; 
But  Nature,  in  due  pourae  of  time,  once  more 
Shall  here  put  on  her  beauty  and  her  bloom. 

She  leaves  these  objects  to  a  slow  decay. 

That  what  we  are,  and  have  been,  may  be  known ; 

But,  at  the  coming  of  the  milder  day. 

These  monuments  shall  all  be  overgrown. 

One  lesson,  Shepherd,  let  us  two  divide. 

Taught  both  by  what  she  shows,  and  what  conceals; 

Never  to  blend  our  pleasure  or  our  pride 

With  sorrow  of  the  meanest  thing  that  feels."  [1800. 


MICHAEL:    A  PASTORAL  POEM. 

If  from  the  public  way  you  turn  your  steps 
TJp  the  tumultuous  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll,* 
Ton  will  supiwse  tliat  with  an  upright  path 
Your  feet  must  struggle  ;  in  sucli  bold  ascent 


The  pastoral  moantains  front  you,  face  to  face. 
But,  courage!  for  around  that  boisterous  brook 
The  mountaina  have  all  open'd  ont  themselTes, 
And  made  a  hidden  valley  of  their  own. 
No  habitation  can  be  seen;  bnt  they 
Who  jonmey  thither  find  themseWes  alone 
With  a  few  sheep,  with  rocks  and  stones,  and  Ititea 
That  overhead  are  aaUins  in  the  sky. 
It  is  in  tmth  an  nttcr  solitade ; 
Kor  should  I  have  made  mention  of  this  Dell 
But  for  one  object  which  you  might  pass  by. 
Might  see  and  notice  not.    Beside  the  broc« 
Appears  a  straggling  heap  of  unhewn  stones ; 
And  to  that  simple  object  appertains 
A  story,  unenrich'd  with  strange  events. 
Yet  not  unfit,  I  deem,  for  the  fireside, 
Or  for  the  summer  shade.    It  was  the  firsfc 
Of  those  domestic  tales  that  epake  to  me 
Of  Shepherds,  dwellers  in  the  valleys,  men 
Whom  I  already  loved;  not  verily 
For  their  own  sakea,  but  for  the  fields  and  hiUa 
Where  was  their  occupation  and  abode. 
And  hence  this  Tale,  while  I  was  yet  a  Boy 
Carolesa  of  books,  yet  having  felt  the  power 
Of  Nature,  by  the  gentle  agency 
Of  natural  objects  Ted  me  on  to  feel 
For  passions  that  were  not  my  own,  and  think 
(At  random  and  imperfectly  indeed) 
Ou  man,  the  heart  of  man,  and  human  life. 
Therefore,  although  it  bo  a  history 
Homely  and  rude,  I  will  relate  the  same 
For  the  delight  of  a  few  natural  hearts; 
And,  with  yet  fonder  feeling,  for  the  sake 
Of  youthful  Poets,  who  among  these  hills 
Will  be  my  second  self  when  I  am  gone. 
Upon  the  forest-side  in  Grasmere  Vale 
There  dwelt  a  Shepherd,  Michael  was  hia  name ; 
An  old  man,  stout  of  heart,  and  strong  of  limb. 
His  bodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strength :  hie  mind  was  keen. 
Intense,  and  frugal,  apt  for  all  affairs. 
And  in  his  shepherd's  calhng  he  was  prompt 
And  watchful  more  than  ordinaiy  men. 
Hence  had  he  learn'd  the  meaning  of  all  winds. 
Of  blasts  of  every  tone;  and  oftentimes. 
When  others  heeded  not.  Ho  heard  the  South 
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Make  GubtenaneoiiB  mnsic,  like  the  noise 

Of  ba^ipcrs  oq  distant  Highland  hilla. 

The  Shepherd,  at  such  warning,  of  his  flock 

Bethought  liim,  and  he  to  himself  would  saj, 

"Tho  winds  are  now  devising  work  forme!" 

And,  truly,  at  all  times,  the  storm,  that  drives 

The  traveller  to  a  shelter,  sommoo'd  him 

Up  to  the  mountains:  he  had  been  alono 

Amid  the  heart  of  many  thousand  mists. 

That  came  to  him,  and  left  him,  on  the  heights. 

So  lived  he  tOl  his  eightieth  year  was  past. 

And  grossly  that  man  errs  who  should  suppose 

That  the  green  valleys  and  the  streams  and  roclis 

Were  things  indiflerentto  the  Shepherd's  thoughts 

Fields,  where  with  cheerful  spirits  he  had  breathed 

The  common  air;  hills,  which  with  vigorous  step 

He  had  eo  often  climbed;  which  had  impress'd 

So  many  incidents  upon  his  mind 

Of  hardship,  skill  or  courage,  joy  or  fear; 

Which,  like  a  book,  preserved  the  memory 

Of  the  dumb  animals  whom  he  had  saved, 

Had  fed  or  shelter'd,  linking  to  such  acts 

The  certainty  of  honourable  gain ;  — 

Those  fields,  those  hills  (what  could  they  less  ?)  had  laid 

Strong  hold  on  his  affections,  were  to  him 

A  pleasurable  feeling  of  blind  love, 

The  pleasure  which  there  is  in  life  itself. 

His  days  had  not  been  paas'd  in  singleness. 
His  Helpmate  was  a  comely  matron,  old. 
Though  younger  than  himself  full  twenty  years. 
She  was  a  woman  of  a  stirring  life, 
Whose  heart  was  in  her  house :  two  wheels  she  had 
Of  antique  form ;  this  largo,  for  spinning  wool ; 
That  small,  for  fiax ;  and  ]f  one  wheel  had  rest, 
It  was  because  the  other  was  at  work. 
The  Pair  had  but  one  inmate  in  their  house. 
An  only  Child,  who  had  been  bom  to  them 
When  Michael,  telling  o'er  his  years,  began 
To  deem  that  he  was  old,  —  in  shepherd's  phmse. 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave.    This  only  Son, 
With  two  brave  sheep-dogs  tried  in  many  a  8tonn> 
The  one  of  an  inestimable  worth. 
Made  all  their  household.    I  may  truly  say 
That  thoy  were  as  a  proverb  in  the  vale 
For  endless  industry.    When  day  was  gone. 
And  from  their  occupations  out  of  doors 
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The  Sod  and  Father  were  come  home,  even  thea 

Their  labour  did  not  cease ;  unless  when  all 

Tnrn'd  to  the  cleanly  Gupper-board,  and  there, 

Each  with  a  me^^a  of  pottage  and  skimm'd  milk. 

Sat  round  the  basket  piled  with  oaten  cakes. 

And  their  plain  home-made  cheese.    Yet,  when  the  meal 

Was  ended,  Luke  (for  eo  the  Son  was  named) 

And  his  old  Father  both  betook  themselres 

To  Euch  convenient  work  as  might  employ 

Their  hands  by  the  fire-sido ;  perhaps  to  card 

Wool  for  the  Housewife's  spindle,  or  repair 

Some  injnry  done  to  sickle,  flail,  or  scythe, 

Or  other  implement  of  house  or  Seld. 

Down  from  the  ceiling,  by  the  chimney's  edge. 
That  in  our  ancient  uncouth  country  style 
With  huge  and  block  projection  OTerbrow'd 
Large  space  beneath,  as  duly  as  the  light 
Of  day  grew  dim  the  Housewife  hung  a  lamp ; 
An  agi5d  utensil,*  which  had  perform  d 
Service  beyond  all  others  of  its  kind. 
Early  at  evening  did  it  burn,  —  and  late. 
Surviving  comrade  of  uncounted  hours. 
Which,  going  by  from  year  to  year,  had  found 
And  left  the  couple  neither  gay  perhaps 
Nor  cheerful,  yet  with  objects  and  with  hopes. 
Living  a  life  of  eager  industry. 

And  now,  when  Luke  had  reach'd  his  eighteenth  year. 
There  by  the  light  of  this  old  lamp  they  sate. 
Father  and  Son,  while  far  into  the  night 
The  Housewife  plied  her  own  peculiar  work. 
Making  the  cottage  through  the  silent  hours 
Murmur  as  with  the  sound  of  summer  flies. 
This  light  was  famous  in  its  neighbourhood, 
And  was  a  public  symbol  of  the  life 
That  thrifty  Pair  had  lived.     For,  as  it  chanced, 
Their  cottage  on  a  plot  of  rising  ground 

;c  prospect,  north  and  south, 
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Thus  living  on  throngh  such  a  length  of  jeaiB, 
The  Shepherd,  if  lie  loved  himself,  mnst  needs 
Have  loved  his  Helpmate;  but  to  Michael's  heart 
This. son  of  his  old  ago  was  yet  more  dear, — 
Less  from  instinctive  tenderness,  the  same 
Fond  spirit  that  blindly  works  in  the  blood  of  all. 
Than  that  a  cMld,  more  than  all  other  gifts 
That  Eaiih  can  otter  to  declining  man. 
Brings  hope  with  it,  and  forward-looking  thonghta. 
And  stirrings  of  incjuietade,  when  they 
By  tendency  of  nature  needs  must  fail. 
Exceeding  was  the  love  he  bare  to  him. 
His  heart  and  his  heart's  joy!    For  oftentimes 
Old  Michael,  while  he  was  a  babe  in  arms. 
Had  done  him  female  service,  not  alone 
For  pastime  and  delight,  as  is  the  nse 
Of  fathers,  but  with  patient  mind  enforced 
To  acts  of  tenderness;  and  he  had  rock'd 
His  cradle,  as  with  a  woman's  gentle  hand. 

And,  in  a  later  time,  ere  yet  the  Boy 
Had  put  on  boy's  attii-e,  did  Michael  love, 
Albeit  of  a  stem  unbending  mind, 
To  have  the  Young-one  in  his  sight,  when  he 
Wronght  in  the  field,  or  on  his  shepherd's  stool 
Sate  with  a  fetter'd  sheep  before  him  stretch'd 
Under  the  large  old  oak,  that  near  his  door 
Stood  single,  and,  from  matchless  depth  of  shade. 
Chosen  for  the  Shearer's  covert  from  the  Son, 
Thence  in  our  rustic  dialect  was  call'd 
The  Clipping-Tree;*  a  name  which  yet  it  bears. 
There,  while  they  two  were  sitting  in  the  shade. 
With  othei-s  round  them,  earnest  all  and  blithe. 
Would  Michael  exercisa  his  heart  with  looks 
Of  fond  correction  and  reproof  bestow'd 
Upon  the  Child,  if  he  disturb'd  the  sheep 
By  catching  at  their  legs,  or  with  his  shouts 
Scared  them,  while  they  lay  still  beneath  the  shears. 

And  when  by  Heaven's  good  grace  the  boy  grew  up 
A  healthy  Lad,  and  carried  in  his  cheek 
Two  steady  roses  that  were  five  years  old; 
Then  Michael  from  a  winter  coppice  cut 
With  his  own  hand  a  sapling,  which  ho  hoop'd 
With  iron,  making  it  throughout  in  all 
Due  requisites  a  perfect  shepherd's  statt. 
And  gave  it  to  the  Boy;  wherewith  cquipt 
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He  as  a  watchmait  ofteDtimea  iras  placed 

At  gate  or  gap  to  stem  or  turn  the  flock; 

And,  to  his  office  prematnrcly  call'd, 

There  stood  the  nrchin,  as  you  will  divine. 

Something  between  a  hindrance  and  a  help; 

And  for  this  cause  not  always,  I  believe, 

Keceiving  from  his  Father  hire  of  praise; 

Though  nought  was  left  undone  wnich  staff,  or  voice, 

Or  looks,  or  threatening  gestures  conld  perform. 

But  soon  as  Luke,  full  ten  years  old,  conld  stwd 
Against  the  mountain  blasts;  and  to  the  heights, 
Not  fearing  toil  nor  length  of  weary  ways. 
He  with  his  Father  daily  went,  and  thoy 
Were  as  companions,  why  should  I  relate 
That  objects  which  the  Shepherd  loved  before 
Were  dearer  now?  that  from  the  Boy  there  came 
Feelings  and  emanations,  —  things  which  were 
Light  to  the  Snn  and  mnsic  to  the  wind; 
And  that  the  old  Man's  heart  seem'd  bom  again? 

Thus  in  his  Father's  sight  the  Boy  grew  up: 
And  now,  when  he  had  rcach'd  his  ci^teenth  year. 
He  was  Ms  .comfort  and  his  daily  hope. 

While  in  this  sort  the  simple  household  lived 
From  day  to  day,  to  Michael's  ear  there  came 
Distressful  tidings.     Long  before  the  time 
Of  which  I  speak,  the  Shepherd  had  been  bound 
In  surety  for  his  brother's  son,  a  man 
Of  an  industrious  life  and  ample  means; 
But  unforeseen  misfortunes  suddenly 
Had  prest  upon  him;  and  old  Michael  now 
Was  summon'd  to  discharge  the  forfeiture, 
A  grievous  penalty,  but  little  less 
Than  half  his  substance.     This  unlook'd-for  claim. 
At  the  first  hearing,  for  a  moment  took 
More  hope  out  of  his  life  than  he  supposed 
That  any  old  man  ever  could  have  lost. 
As  Boon  aa  he  had  arm'd  himself  with  Btrength 
To  look  his  trouble  in  the  face,  it  seem'd 
The  Shepherd's  sole  resource  to  sell  at  once 
,A  portion  of  his  patrimonial  fields. 
Such  waa  his  first  resolve;  he  thonght  again. 
And  his  heart  faii'd  him.     "  Isabel,"  said  he. 
Two  evenings  after  he  had  beard  the  news, 
"I  have  been  toiling  more  than  seventy  years. 
And  in  the  open  sunshine  of  God's  love 
Have  we  all  lived;  yet,  if  these  fields  of  onra 
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Shoold  pass  into  a  Btranger's  band,  I  think 
That  I  could  not  lie  qniet  in  my  grave. 
Oar  lot  is  a  hard  lot;  tlie  Sun  himself 
Has  scarcely  been  more  diligent  than  I; 
And  I  have  lived  to  bo  a  fool  at  last 
To  my  own  family.     An  evil  man 
That  was,  and  made  an  evil  choice,  if  he 
Were  falsi3  to  us;  and  if  he  were  not  false. 
There  are  ten  thousand  to  whom  loss  like  this 
Had  been  no  sorrow.     I  forgive  him ;  —  bat 
'Twere  better  to  bo  dumb  than  to  talk  thus. 

"When  I  began,  mypui-pose  was  to  speak 
Of  remedies  and  of  a  cheerful  hope. 
Our  Luke  shall  leave  ns,  Isabel;  the  land 
Shall  not  go  fi-om  us,  and  it  shall  be  fi'ee; 
He  shall  possess  it,  fi'ce  as  is  the  wind 
That  passes  over  it.     We  have,  thou  know'st. 
Another  kinsman,  —  he  will  be  our  fnend 
In  this  distress.    He  is  a  prosperous' man. 
Thriving  in  trade ;  and  Luke  to  him  shall  go. 
And  with  his  kinsman's  help  and  his  own  uirift 
He  quickly  will  repair  this  loss,  and  then 
He  may  retura  to  ns.    If  here  he  stay, 
What  can  be  done?    Where  every  one  is  poor, 
What  can  be  gain'd  ? " 

At  this  the  old  Man  paused, 
And  Isabel  sat  silent,  for  her  mind 
Was  busy,  looking  back  into  past  times. 
There's  Eichard  Bateman,  thought  she  to  herself. 
He  was  a  parish-boy;  at  the  church-door 
They  made  a  ^fathering  for  him,  shillings,  pence, 
And  halfpennies,  wherewith  the  neighbours  bought 
A  basket,  which  they  fill'd  with  pedlar's  wares; 
And,  with  tliis  basket  on  his  arm,  the  lad 
Went  up  to  London,  found  a  master  there. 
Who,  out  of  many,  chose  the  trusty  boy 
To  go  and  overlook  his  merchandise 
Beyond  the  seas;  where  he  grew  wondrous  rich. 
And  left  estates  and  moneys  to  the  poor. 
And,  at  his  birth-place,  built  a  chapel  floor'd 
With  marble,  which  he  sent  from  foreign  lands. 
These  thoughts,  and  many  others  of  like  sort, 
Pass'd  quickly  through  the  mind  of  Isabel, 
And  her  face  brighten'd.    The  old  Man  was  glad. 
And  thus  resumed:  "Well,  Isabel,  this  scheme, 
These  two  days,  has  been  meat  and  drink  to  me. 


Far  more  than  we  have  lost  is  left  as  yet. 
We  have  enongh,  —  I  wish  indeed  that  I 
Were  yunnger ;  but  this  hope  is  a  good  hope. 
Make  ready  Luke's  best  garments,  of  the  best 
Bny  for  him  more,  and  let  us  send  him  forth 
To-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  or  to-night: 
If  he  could  so,  the  Boy  should  go  to-uight." 

Here  Michael  ceased,  and  to  the  fields  vent  forth 
With  a  light  heart.    The  Housewife  for  five  days 
Was  restless  morn  and  night,  and  all  day  long 
Wrought  on  with  her  beat  fingers  to  prepare 
Things  needful  for  the  journey  of  her  sou. 
But  Isabel  was  glad  when  Sunday  came 
To  stop  her  in  her  work;  for,  when  she  lay 
By  Michael's  side,  she  through  the  last  two  nights 
Heard  him,  how  he  was  troubled  in  his  sleep: 
And  wbeu  they  rose  at  morning  she  could  see 
Tliat  all  his  hopes  were  gone.    That  day  at  noon 
She  said  to  Luke,  while  they  two  by  themselTCS 
Were  sitting  at  the  door,  "Thou  must  not  go; 
We  hare  no  other  Child  but  thee  to  lose, 
None  to  remember,  —  do  not  go  away,  * 

Tor  if  thou  leave  thy  Father  he  will  die." 
The  Youth  made  answer  with  a  jocund  voice; 
Aad  Isabel,  when  she  had  told  her  fears, 
Eecover'd  heart.    That  evening  her  beat  fare 
Did  she  bring  forth,  and  all  together  sat 
Like  bappy  people  round  a  Christmas  hre. 

With  daylight  Isabel  resumed  her  work ; 
And  all  the  ensuing  week  the  house  appoar'd 
As  cheerful  as  a  grove  in  Spring :  at  length 
Til'  expected  letter  from  their  kinsman  come, 
With  kind  assurances  that  be  would  do 
His  utmost  for  the  welfare  of  the  Boy ; 
•  To  which  requests  were  added,  that  forthwith 
He  might  be  sent  to  htm.    Ten  times  or  more 
The  letter  was  read  over;  Isabel 
Went  forth  to  show  it  to  the  neighbours  round; 
Nor  was  there  at  that  time  on  English  land 
A  prouder  heart  than  Luke's.    When  Isabel 
Had  to  her  house  retnrn'd,  the  old  Man  said, 
"  He  shall  depart  to-morrow,"    To  this  word 
The  Honsewiie  onswer'd,  talking  much  of  things 
Which,  if  at  such  short  notice  he  should  go, 
Would  surely  be  forgotten.    But  at  length 
She  gave  consent,  and  Michael  was  at  ease. 
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Near  the  tumultnous  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll, 

In  that  deep  valley,  Michael  had  design'd 

To  build  a  Sheep-fold ;  and,  before  he  heard 

The  tidingB  of  his  melancholy  loss, 

For  this  same  purpose  he  had  gather'd  up 

A  heap  of  stones,  which  by  the  streamlet  s  edge 

Lay  thrown  together,  ready  for  the  work. 

With  Luke  that  evening  thitherward  ho  walk'd: 

And  soon  as  they  had  reach'd  the  place  ho  stopp'd, 

And  thus  the  old  Man  spake  to  him.:  "My  Son, 

To-morrow  thou  wilt  leave  me:  with  fuU  heart 

I  look  upon  thee,  for  thou  art  the  same 

That  wert  a  promise  to  me  ere  thy  birth, 

And  all  thy  life  hast  been  my  daily  joy. 

I  will  relate  to  thee  some  litUe  part 

Of  our  two  histories ;  'twill  do  thee  good 

When  thou  art  from  me,  even  if  I  should  tonch 

On  things  thoa  canst  not  know  of,  — After  thon 

First  cam'st  into  the  world,  —  as  oft  befalls 

To  new-bom  infants,  —  thou  didst  steep  away 

Two  days,  and  blessings  from  thy  Father's  tongue 

Then^ll  upon  thee.     Day  by  day  pass'd  on, 

And  still  I  loved  thee  with  increasing  love. 

Kever  to  living  ear  came  sweeter  sounds 

Thau  when  I  heard  thee  by  our  own  dre-side 

First  uttering,  withont  words,  a  natural  tune ; 

While  thou,  a  feeding  babe,  didst  in  thy  joy 

Sing  at  thy  Mother's  breast.    Month  follow'd  month, 

And  in  the  open  fields  my  life  was  pass'd, 

And  on  the  mountains ;  else  I  thinK  tliat  thou 

Hadst  been  brought  up  upon  thy  Father's  knees. 

But  we  were  playmate^  Lnke :  among  those  hills, 

As  well  thon  Kuow'st,  in  ns  the  old  and  young 

Have  play'd  together,  nor  with  me  didst  thon 

Lack  any  pleasure  which  a  boy  can  know."  ' 

Luke  had  a  manly  heart;  bnt  at  these  words 

He  aobb'd  aloud.     The  old  Man  grasp'd  his  hand. 

And  said,  "  Nay,  do  not  take  it  so,  —  I  see 

That  these  are  things  of  which  I  need  not  speak. 

Even  to  the  ntmoat  I  have  been  to  thee 

A  kind  and  a  good  Father :  and  herein 

■I  but  repay  a  gift  which  I  myself 

Keceived  at  otners'  hands;  for,  though  now  old 

Beyond  the  common  life  of  man,  I  still 

Remember  them  who  loved  me  in  my  youth. 

Both  of  them  sleep  together:  here  they  lived. 


As  all  their  ForefEtthera  had  done;  and  when 

At  length  their  timo  was  come,  they  were  not  loth 

To  ^Te  their  bodies  to  the  famil;  mould. 

I  wish'd  that  thou  shoaldst  live  the  life  theylired: 

Bat  'tis  a  long  time  to  look  back,  my  Son, 

And  see  so  little  gain  from  threescore  years. 

These  fields  were  Durthen'd  when  they  came  to  me; 

Till  I  was  forty  years  of  age,  not  more 

Than  half  of  my  inheritance  was  mine. 

I  toil'd  and  toil  d;  God  bleas'd  me  in  mr  work. 

And  till  these  three  weeks  past  the-land  was  ^ee. 

It  looks  as  if  it  never  conld  endnre 

Another  Master.     Heaven  forgive  me,  Lake, 

If  I  jndgo  ill  for  thee,  bat  it  seems  good 

That  thou  shonldst  go." 

At  this  the  old  Man  pansed; 
Then,  pointing  to  the  stones  near  which  they  stood. 
Thus,  after  a  short  silence,  he  resumed: 
"This  was  B  work  for  us;  Mid  now,  my  Son, 
It  is  a  work  for  me.     But,  lay  one  stone,  — 
Here,  lay  it  for  me,  Lnke,  with  thine  own  hands. 
Nay,  Boy,  be  of  good  hope; — we  both  may  live 
To  see  a  better  day.    At  eighty-four 
I  still  am  strong  and  hale;  —  do  thou  thy  part; 
I  will  do  mine.  — I  will  begin  again 
With  many  tasks  that  were  resign'd  to  thee: 
^p  to  the  heights,  and  in  among  the  Btorms, 
Will  I  without  thee  go  again,  and  do 
All  works  which  I  was  wont  to  do  alone. 
Before  I  knew  thy  face.  —  Heaven  bless  thee,  BoyI 
Thy  heart  these  two  weeks  has  been  beating  last 
With  many  hopes;  it  should  be  so, — yes — yes, — 
I  knew  that  thou  conldst  never  have  a  wish 
To  leave  me,  Luke:  thou  hast  been  bound  to  me 
Only  by  links  of  love:  when  thou  art  gone. 
What  will  be  left  to  u8?~But  I  forget  ' 

My  purposes.     Lay  now  the  corner-stone, 
Aa  I  requested;  and  hereafter,  Luke, 
When  tnoo  art  gone  away,  should  evil  men 
Be  thy  companions,  think  of  me,  my  Son, 
And  of  thia  moment;  hither  turn  thy  thoughts, 
And  God  will  strengthen  tliee;  amid  all  fear 
And  all  temptation.  Lute,  I  pray  that  thou 
Mayst  bear  m  mind  the  life  thy  Fathers  lived. 
Who,  being  innocent,  did  for  that  cause 
Bestir  them  in  good  deeds.     Now,  fare  thee  well! 
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When  thon  retom'st,  thou  in  this  place  wilt  see 
A  work  which  is  not  hore:  a  covenant 
'Twill  be  between  us;  but,  whatever  fate 
Befall  thee,  I  shall  love  thee  to  the  last, 
And  bear  thy  memory  with  me  to  tlie  grave." 

The  Shepherd  ended  here;  and  Luke  stoop'd  down. 
And,  as  his  Fatlier  had  I'equested, 
Laid  the  first  stone  of  the  Sheep-fold.     At  the  sight 
The  old  Man's  grief  broke  from  him;  to  his  heart 
He  preaa'd  his  Son,  he  kissed  him  and  wept; 
And  to  the  honse  together  they  retum'd. 
Huah'd  was  that  House  in  peace,  or  seeming  peace, 
Ere  the  night  fell:  with  morrow's  dawn  the  Boy 
Began  his  jonmey,  and  when  he  had  reach'd 
The  public  way,  he  put  on  a  bold  face: 
And  all  the  neighbours,  as  he  pass'd  their  doors, 
Came  forth  with  wishes  and  with  farewell  prayers, 
That  foUow'd  him  till  he  waa  out  of  sight. 

A  good  report  did  from  their  Kinsman  come. 
Of  Luke  and  his  well-doing:  and  the  Boy 
Wrote  loving  letters,  full  of  wondrous  news, 
Which,  aa  the  Housewife  phrased  it,  were  tliroughoat 
"The  prettiest  letters  that  were  ever  seen." 
Both  parents  read  them  with  rejoicing  hearts. 
So,  many  months  pass'd  on:  and  once  again 
The  Shepherd  went  about  his  daily  work 
With  confident  and  cheerful  thoughts;  aud  now 
Sometimes  when  he  could  find  a  leiaiire  hoar 
He  to  that  valley  took  his  way,  and  there 
Wrought  at  the  Sheep-fold.     Meantime  Luke  began 
To  slacken  in  his  dut^;  and,  at  length. 
He  in  the  dissolute  city  gave  himself 
To  evil  courses:  ignominy  and  shame 
Fell  on  him,  so  that  he  was  driven  at  laat 
To  seek  a  hiding-place  beyond  the  seas. 

There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love; 
'Twill  make  a  thing  endurable,  wliieh  else 
Would  overset  the  train,  or  break  the  heart: 
I  have  conversed  with  more  than  one  who  well 
Bemember  the  old  Man,  and  what  he  waa 
Years  after  he  had  heard  this  heavy  news. 
His  bodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strength.    Among  the  rocks 
He  went,  and  still  look'd  up  to  Sun  and  cloud. 
And  listcu'd  to  the  wind ;  and,  as  before, 
Perform'd  all  kinds  of  labour  for  bis  sheep, 
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And  for  the  land,  his  small  inheritance. 
And  to  that  hollow  dell  from  time  to  time 
Did  he  repair,  to  bnild  the  Fold  of  which 
Hia  Sock  had  need.    Tie  not  forgotten  yet 
The  pity  which  was  then  in  every  heart 
For  the  old  Man ;  and  'tis  believed  by  all 
That  many  and  many  a  day  he  thither  went. 
And  never  lifted  ap  a  eingle  stone. 

There,  by  the  Sheep-fold,  sometimes  was  he  seen 
Sitting  alono,  or  with  his  faithful  Dog, 
Then  old,  beside  him,  lying  at  hia  feet. 
The  length  of  full  seven  years,  from  time  to  time, 
He  at  the  biiilding  of  this  Sheep-fold  wrought. 
And  left  th'e  work  un&nish'd  when  he  died. 
Three  years,  or  little  more,  did  Isabel 
Survive  her  Hasband:  at  her  death  th'  estate 
Was  sold,  and  went  into  a  stranger's  hand. 
The  Cottage  which  was  named  the  Evening  Stab 
Is  gone;  the  ploughshare  has  been  through  the  ground 
On  which  it  stood ;  great  changes  have  been  wronght 
In  all  the  neighbourhood :  yet  the  oak  is  left 
That  grew  besidetheir  door;  and  the  remains 
Of  the  nnfinish'd  Sheep-fold  may  be  seen 
Beside  the  boisterous  brook  of  Green-head  QhylL       [1800. 
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"  Tbesg  Tourists,  Heaven  preserve  as  I  needs  must  live 
A  profitable  life:  some  glance  along. 
Rapid  and  gay,  as  if  the  esath  were  air, 
And  they  were  butterflies  to  wheel  about 
Long  as  the  Summer  lasted :  some,  as  wise, 
Perch'd  on  the  forehead  of  a  jutting  crag. 
Pencil  in  hand  aud  book  upon  the  Enee, 
Will  look  and  scribble,  scribble  on  and  look. 
Until  a  man  might  travel  twelve  st«ut  miles. 
Or  reap  an  acre  of  his  neighbour's  com. 
But,  for  that  moping  Son  of  Idleness, 
Why  can  he  tarry  yonder? — In  our  church-yard 
Ib  neither  epitaph  nor  monument, 
Tombstone  nor  name,  —  only  the  turf  we  troad 
And  a  few  natural  graves." 

To  Jane,  his  wife. 
Thus  spake  the  homely  Priest  of  Enuerdale. 
It  was  a  July  evening  j  and  he  sate 
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Upon  the  long  stone  seat  beneath  the  eavea 

Oi  hia  old  cotbige, — hs  it  chanced,  that  day, 

Employ'd  in  Winter's  work.    "Upon  the  stone 

His  wife  sate  near  him,  teasing  matted  wool, 

While,  from  the  twin  cards  tooth'd  with  glittering  wire, 

He  fed  the  spindle  of  his  yonngest  child, 

Who,  in  the  open  air,  with  due  accord 

Of  busy  hands  and  back-and-forward  steps, 

Her  lai^e  round  wheel  was  turning.    Towards  the  field 

In  which  the  Parish  Chapel  stood  alone, 

Girt  round  with  a  bare  ring  of  mossy  wall, 

While  half  an  hour  went  by,  the  Priest  had  sent 

Many  a  long  look  of  wonder:  and  at  last,  , 

Bisen  from  nis  seat,  beside  the  snow-white  ridga 

Of  carded  wool  which  the  old  man  had  piled 

He  laid  hia  implements  with  gentle  care, 

Each  in  the  other  lock'd ;  and,  down  the  path 

That  from  hia  cottage  to  the  church -yard  led, 

He  took  his  way,  impatient  to  accost 

The  Stranger,  whom  he  saw  still  lingering  there. 
'Twas  one  well  known  to  him  in  former  days, 

A  Shepherd-lad;  who  ere  his  sixteenth  year 

Had  left  that  calling,  tempt-ed  to  entrust 

His  expectations  to  the  fickle  winds 

And  perilous  waters;  with  the  marinera 

A  fellow-mariner;  —  and  so  had  fared 

Through  twenty  seasons ;  bnt  he  had  been  rear'd 

Among  the  mountains,  and  lie  in  his  heart 

Waa  half  a  shepherd  on  the  stormy  seas. 

Oft  in  the  piping  shrouds  had  Leonard  heard 

The  tones  of  waterfalls,  and  inland  sounds 

Of  caves  and  ti'eea :  and,  when  the  regnlai-  wind 

Between  the  tropica  flii'd  the  steady  sail, 

And  blew  with  the  same  breath  throngh  da^  and  weeks, 

Lengthening  inviaibly  its  weary  line 

Along  the  cloudlesa  Main,  he,  m  those  hours 

Of  tiresome  indolence,  would  often  hung 

Over  the  vessel's  side,  and  gaze  and  gaze ; 

And,  while  the  broad  blue  wave  and  sparkling  foam 

Flash'd  round  him  images  and  huea  that  wrought 

In  union  with  th'  employment  of  his  heart, 

He,  thus  by  feverish  passion  overcome. 

Even  with  the  organs  of  his  bodily  eye. 

Below  him,  in  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 

Saw  mountains ;  saw  the  forms  of  slieep  that  grazed 

On  verdaut  hills,  —  with  dwellings  among  trees. 
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And  shepherds  clad  in  the  same  conotiy  grej 
Which  he  himself  had  worn. 

And  DOW  st  last, 
From  perils  manifold,  with  some  small  w^th 
Acquired  by  tmfiSo  'mid  the  Indian  Isles, 
To  his  pat«mal  home  he  la  retum'd. 
With  a  dctormined  purpose  to  resnme 
The  lifo  ho  had  lived  there ;  hoth  for  the  aaka 
Of  many  darling  pleasares,  and  the  Iotc 
Which  to  an  only  brother  he  has  home 
In  all  his  hardships,  since  that  happy  time 
When,  whether  it  blew  foal  or  fair,  tney  two 
Were  brother-shepherds  on  their  native  hills. 
They  were  the  last  of  all  their  race :  and  now, 
When  Leonard  had  approach'd  his  home,  his  heurt 
Fttil'd  in  him ;  and,  not  venturing  to  inquire 
Tidings  of  one  so  long  and  dearly  loved. 
He  to  the  solitary  church-yard  tum'd; 
That,  as  he  knew  in  what  particular  spot 
His  family  were  laid,  he  thence  might  learn 
It  still  his  Brother  lived,  or  to  the  file 
Another  grave  was  added.  —  He  had  found 
Another  grave,  near  which  a  full  half-honr 
He  had  remained ;  but,  as  he  gazed,  there  grew 
Such  a  confusion  in  his  mcmoiy, 
That  he  be^n  to  doubt;  and  even  to  hope 
That  he  had  seen  this  heap  of  turf  before,  — 
That  it  was  not  another  grave ;  but  one 
He  had  forgotten.    He  had  lost  his  path. 
As  np  the  vale,  that  afternoon,  he  walk'd 
Through  fields  which  once  had  been  well  known  to  hiro: 
And  0,  what  ]oy  this  recollection  now 
Sent  to  hia  heart !  he  lifted  up  his  eyes. 
And,  looking  round,  imagined  that  £e  saw 
Strange  alteration  wrought  on  every  side 
Among  the  woods  and  fields,  and  that  the  rocks 
And  cverlaeting  hills  themselves  were  changed. 

By  this  the  Priest,  who  down  the  field  had  cora,e 
Unseen  bv  Leonard,  at  the  church-yard  gate 
Stopp'd  snort ;  and  thence,  at  leisure,  limb  by  limb 
Perused  him  with  a  gay  complacency. 
Ay,  thought  the  Vicar,  smiling  to  himself, 
"Tis  one  of  those  who  needs  must  leave  the  path 
Of  the  world's  business  to  go  wild  alone: 
Hifl  arms  have  a  perpetual  holiday ; 
The  happy  man  will  creep  about  the  fields. 
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Following  his  fancies  by  the  hour,  to  bring 

Toars  down  his  cheek,  or  solitary  smilea 

Into  his  face,  until  the  setting  Sun 

Write  fool  upon  his  forehead.  —  Planted  thas 

Beneath  a  shed  that  over-arch'd  the  gate 

Of  this  rude  church-yard,  till  the  stfurg  appear'd 

The  good  Man  might  have  c6mniuned  with  himself 

Bnt  Uiat  the  Stranger,  who  had  left  the  grave, 

Approach'd ;  ho  recognised  the  Priest  at  once. 

And,  after  greetings  interchanged,  and  given 

By  Leonai-d  to  the  Vicar  as  to  one 

Unknown  to  him,  this  dialogue  ensued : 

Leon.    You  live.  Sir,  in  these  dales,  a  quiet  life : 
Your  years  make  up  one  peaceful  family ; 
And  who  would  gneve  and  fret,  if,  welcome  come 
And  welcome  gone,  they  are  so  liko  each  other. 
They  cannot  be  rememoer'd  ?    Scarce  a  funeral 
Comes  to  this  church-yard  once  in  eighteen  months; 
And  yet  some  changes  must  take  place  among  yon : 
And  yon,  who  dwell  here,  even  among  these  rocks 
Can  trace  the  finger  of  mortality. 
And  see,  that  with  our  threescore  years  and  ten 
We  are  not  all  that  perish.  —  I  remember, 
(For  many  years  ago  I  pass'd  this  road,) 
There  was  a  foot-way  all  along  the  fields 
By  the  brook-side,  —  'tis  gone,  —  and  that  dark  cleft  1 
To  me  it  does  not  seem  to  wear  the  face 
Which  then  it  had. 

Priest.  Nay,  Sir,  for  aught  I  know. 

That  chasm  is  much  the  same  — 

Leon.  But,  surely,  yonder — 

Priest.    Ay,  there,  indeed,  your  memory  is  a  friend 
That  does  not  play  you  false.    On  that  tall  pike 
{It  is  the  lonebest  place  of  all  these  hills^ 
There  were  two  springs  which  bubbled  side  by  side. 
As  if  they  had  been  made  that  they  might  be 
Companions  for  each  other:  the  huge  crag 
Was  rent  with  lightning,  —  one  hatn  disappear'd; 
The  other,  left  behind,  is  flowing  still. 
For  accidents  and  changes  such  as  tiiese, 
We  want  not  store  of  them ;  — a  water-spout 
Will  bring  down  half  a  mountain ;  what  a  feast 
For  folks  that  wander  up  and  down  like  you, 
To  see  an  acre's  breadth  of  that  wide  cliff 
One  roaring  cataract  1  a  sharp  May-storm 
Will  come  with  loads  of  January  snow, 
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And  in  one  night  Mod  twenty  score  of  ebeep 

To  feed  the  Varens ;  or  a  shepherd  dies 

By  some  untoward  death  among  the  rocks : 

The  ice  breaks  np  and  sweeps  away  a  bridge ; 

A  wood  is  fell'd :  —  and  then  for  onr  own  Bomea  I 

A  child  is  born  or  cbristen'd,  a  field  ploagh'd, 

A  danght«r  sent  to  serrice,  a  web  span. 

The  ola  honse-clock  is  deck'd  with  a  new  faoe ; 

And  hence,  so  far  from  wanting  facts  or  dates 

To  chronicle  the  time,  we  all  have  here 

A  pair  of  diaries,  —  one  serving,  Sir, 

For  the  whole  dale,  and  one  for  each  Sr»«ide. 

Yours  was  a  stranger's  judgment:  for  historians. 

Commend  me  to  these  valleys  I 

I^on.  Yet  your  Ohuroh-yard 

Seems,  if  snch  freedom  may  be  used  with  yon, 
To  say  that  you  are  heedless  of  the  past: 
An  orphan  could  not  find  hia  mother'a  grave: 
Here's  neither  head  nor  foot-stone,  plate  of  braes, 
Cross-bones  nor  sknll,  —  type  of  onr  earthly  state 
If  or  emblem  of  onr  hopes :  the  dead  man's  home 
Is  but  a  fellow  to  that  pastnre-fleld. 

Priest.    Why,  there,  Sir,  is  a,  thought  that's  new  to  me! 
The  stone-cutters,  'tis  tme,  might  beg  their  bread 
If  every  English  church-yard  were  like  ours ; 
Yet  your  conclnaion  WMidera  from  the  truth : 
We  have  no  need  of  names  and  epitaphs ; 
We  talk  abont  the  dead  by  onr  fire-sides. 
And  then,  for  our  immortal  part,  we  want 
No  symbols.  Sir,  to  tell  ns  that  plain  tale: 
The  thought  of  death  sits  easy  on  the  man 
Who  has  been  bom  and  dies  among  the  mountwna. 

Leon.    Your  Dalesmen,  then,  do  in  each  other's  thooghts 
Possess  a  kind  of  second  life :  no  doubt 
You,  Sir,  could  help  me  to  the  history 
Of  half  these  graves  ? 

Priest.  For  eight-score  Winters  past. 

With  what  I've  witness'd,  and  with  what  I've  heard. 
Perhaps  I  might;  and,  on  a  Winter-evening, 
If  you  were  seated  at  my  chimney's  nook. 
By  turning  o'er  these  hillocks  one  by  one 
Wo  two  could  travel.  Sir,  through  a  strange  round ; 
Yet  all  in  the  broad  highway  of  the  world, 
Kow  there's  a  grave, — your  foot  is  half  upon  it,— 
It  looks  just  like  the  rest ;  and  yet  that  man 
Died  broken-hearted. 
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TAOn.  Tis  a  common  case. 

We'll  take  another :  who  is  he  that  lies 
Beneath  yon  ridge,  the  last  of  those  three  grares  ? 
It  touches  on  that  piece  of  native  rock 
Ijeft  in  the  church-yard  wall. 

Pri&st.  That's  Walter  Ewbank 

He  had  aa  white  a  head  and  fresh  a  cheek 
As  ever  were  produced  by  yonth  and  age 
Engendering  m  the  blood  of  hale  fourscore- 
Through  five  long  generations  had  the  heart 
Of  Walter's  forefathers  o'erflow'd  the  boundB 
Of  their  inheritance,  that  single  cottage, — 
Xou  see  it  yonder,  —  and  those  few  green  fields. 
They  toil'd  and  wrought,  and  still,  from  sire  to  son. 
Each  struggled,  and  each  yielded  ae  before 
A  little,  —  yet  a  little ;  —  and  old  Walter, 
They  left  to  him  the  family  heart,  and  land 
With  other  bnrthena  than  the  crop  it  bore. 
Year  after  year  the  old  man  still  kept  up 
A  cheerful  mind,  and  bufleted  with  bond, 
Interest,  and  mortgages ;  at  last  he  sank, 
And  went  into  his  grave  before  bis  time. 
Poor  Walter!  whether  it  was  care  that  spurr'd  him 
God  only  knows,  but  to  the  very  last 
He  had  the  lightest  foot  in  Ennerdale : 
His  pace  was  never  that  of  an  old  man : 
I  almost  see  him  tripping  down  the  path 
With  his  two  grandsons  after  him :  —  but  you. 
Unless  our  Landlord  be  your  host  to-night. 
Have  far  to  travel ;  and  on  these  rough  paths. 
Even  in  the  longest  day  of  midsummer, — 

Leon,    But  those  two  Orphans  1 

Prieat.  Orphans  1  —  Such  tliey  were, — 

Yet  not  while  Walter  lived :  for,  though  their  pai-ents 
Lay  buried  aide  by  side  as  now  thoy  lie, 
The  old  man  was  a  father  to  the  boys. 
Two  fathers  in  one  father :  and  if  tears. 
Shed  when  he  talk'd  of  them  where  they  were  nol^ 
And  hanntings  from  th'  infirmity  of  love. 
Are  anght  of  what  makes  up  a  mother's  heart, 
This  old  Man,  in  the  day  of  his  old  age, 
Was  half  a  mother  to  them.  —  If  you  weep.  Sir, 
To  hear  a  stranger  talking  about  strangers. 
Heaven  bless  you  when  you  are  among  your  kindredl 
At,  —  you  may  turn  that  way, — it  is  a  grave 
Which  will  bear  looking  at. 


Leon.  These  boys,  —  I  hope 

They  loved  this  good  old  Man  ? — 

Priest.  They  did,  and  truly : 

But  that  was  what  we  almost  overlook'd. 
They  were  snch  darUngs  of  each  other.     Yes, 
Though  from  the  cradle  they  had  hved  with  Walter, 
The  oqIt  kinsman  near  them,  and  though  he 
Inclined  to  both  by  reason  of  his  age. 
With  a  more  fond,  famihar  tendernesB; 
They  notwithstanding  had  mach  love  to  spare, 
JLnd  it  all  went  into  each  other's  hearts. 
Leonard,  the  elder  by  just  eighteen  months, 
Waa  two  years  taller:    twas  a  joy  to  see. 
To  hear,  to  meet  themi    From  their  honse  the  school 
Is  distant  three  short  miles,  and  in  the  time 
Of  storm  and  thaw,  when  every  water-course 
And  nnbridged  stream,  sach  as  yon  may  have  noticed 
Crossing  our  roads  at  every  hundred  steps. 
Was  awoln  into  a  noisy  rivulet. 
Would  Leonard  then,  when  elder  boys  remain'd 
At  home,  go  staggering  through  the  slipperv  fords. 
Bearing  his  brother  on  his  back.     I've  seen  him. 
On  windy  days,  in  one  of  those  stray  brooks, 
Ar,  more  than  once  I've  seen  him,  mid-leg  deep, 
Tlteir  two  hooks  lying  both  on  a  dry  stone, 
Upon  the  hither  side:  and  once  I  said. 
As  I  remember,  looking  round  these  rocks 
And  hills  on  which  we  all  of  us  were  bom. 
That  God  who  mode  the  great  book  of  the  world 
Would  bless  such  piety, — 

Leon.  It  may  he,  then,  — 

Priest,     Never  did  worthier  lads  break  English  bread: 
The  very  brightest  Sunday  Autumn  saw, 
With  all  its  mealy  clusters  of  ripe  nuts, 
Gould  never  keep  those  boys  away  from  church. 
Or  tempt  them  to  an  hour  of  sabbath -breach. 
Leonard  and  James !  I  warrant,  every  comer 
Among  these  rocks,  and  every  hollow  place 
That  venturous  foot  could  reach,  to  one  or  both 
Waa  known  as  well  as  to  the  flowers  that  grow  there. 
Like  roe-bucks  they  went  hounding  o'er  the  hills ; 
They  play'd  like  two  young  ravens  on  the  crags : 
Then  they  could  write,  ay,  and  speak  too,  as  well 
As  many  of  their  betters ;  —  and,  for  Leonard, 
The  very  night  before  he  went  away. 
In  my  own  house  I  put  into  his  hood 
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A  Bible,  and  I'd  wager  house  and  field 
Tliat,  if  lie  bo  alive,  ne  hae  it  yet. 

Zeon.    It  scemB,  those  Brothers  "have  not  liyed  to  be 
A  comf  oit  to  each  other,  — 

Priest.  That  they  might 

Live  to  snch  end,  ie  what  both  old  and  young 
In  this  onr  Tatloy  all  of  ns  have  wish'd, 
And  what,  for  my  part,  I  have  often  pray'd : 
But  Leonard — 

1^071.  Then  Jamee  still  is  left  among  you  ? 

Priest.    'Tib  of  the  elder  brother  I  am  speaking: 
They  had  an  uncle;  —  he  was  at  that  time 
A  thriving  man,  and  traflick'd  on  the  sena: 
And,  but  for  that  same  uncle,  to  this  hour 
Leonard  had  never  handled  rope  or  shroud : 
For  the  boy  loved  the  life  which  we  lead  here ; 
And,  though  of  unripe  years,  a  stripling  only, 
His  soul  was  knit  to  this  his  native  soil. 
But,  as  I  said,  old  Walter  was  too  weak 
To  atrivo  with  such  a  torrent ;  when  he  died, 
Th'  estate  and  house  were  sold ;  and  all  their  sheep, 
A  pretty  fiock,  and  which,  for  aught  I  know. 
Had  clothed  the  Ewhanks  for  a  thousand  years ;  — 
Well,  all  was  gone,  and  they  woi-e  destitute. 
And  Leonard,  chiefly  for  hia  Brother's  sake, 
Eesolved  to  try  his  fortune  on  the  seas. 
Twelve  years  are  past  since  we  had  tidings  from  him. 
If  there  were  one  among  ns  who  had  heard 
That  Leonard  Ewbank  was  come  home  again. 
From  the  Great  Gavel,'  down  by  Leeza's  hanks. 
And  down  the  Enna,*  far  as  E^«mont, 
The  day  would  be  a  joyous  festival ; 
And  those  two  bells  of  ours,  which  there  yon  see 
Hanging  in  the  open  air, — but,  0  good  Sirl 
This  is  sad  talk,  —  they'll  never  sound  for  him 
Living  or  dead.    When  last  we  heard  of  him, 
He  was  in  slavery  among  the  Moors 
Upon  the  Barbary  coast.    'Twas  not  a  little 
That  would  bring  down  his  spirit ;  and  no  donbt, 
Before  it  ended  in  his  death,  the  Youth 
Was  sadly  cross'd. — Poor  Leonard!  when  we  parted. 
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He  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  said  to  me, 

If  e'er  be  shoold  grow  rich,  lie  vonld  retain, 

To  live  in  peace  upon  bis  father's  hind, 

And  lay  his  bones  among  na. 
Leon.  If  that  day 

Shonld  come,  'twould  needs  be  a  glad  day  for  him; 

He  would  himself,  no  doubt,  bo  happy  then 

As  any  that  should  meet  him,  — 
Priest.  Happyl  Sir, — 

Leon.     You  said  his  kindred  all  were  in  their  gravea. 

And  that  he  had  one  Brother,  — 
Priest  That  is  but 

A  fellow-tale  of  sorrow.     From  his  youth 

James,  thongh  not  sickly,  yet  was  delicate; 

And  Leonard  being  always  by  his  side 

Had  done  so  many  offices  about  him, 

That,  though  he  was  not  of  a  timid  nature. 

Yet  still  the  spirit  of  a  monntain-boy 

In  him  was  somewhat  check'd;  and,  when  his  Brother 

Was  gone  to  sea,  and  he  was  left  alone, 

The  uttle  colour  that  he  had  was  soon 

Stol'n  from  his  cheek;  he  droop'd,  and  pined,  and  pined,-- 
Leon.     But  these  are  all  the  graves  of  full-grown  men! 
Priest.     Ay,  Sir,  that  paas'd  away:  we  took  him  to  us; 

He  was  tno  child  of  all  the  dale;  he  lived 

Three  months  with  one,  and  six  months  with  another; 

And  wanted  neither  food,  nor  clothes,  nor  love: 

And  many,  many  happy  days  were  his. 

But,  whether  blithe  or  sad,  'tis  my  belief 

His  absent  Brother  still  was  at  his  heart. 

And,  when  ho  dwelt  beneath  our  roof,  we  found 

(A  practice  till  this  time  unknown  to  him) 

That  often,  rising  from  his  bed  at  night. 

He  in  his  sleep  would  walk  about,  and  sleeping 

He  sought  his  brother  Leonard. —  You  are  movedl 

Forgive  me,  Sir:  before  I  spoke  to  you, 

I  judged  you  most  unkindly. 
Leon.  But  this  Youth, 

How  did  he  die  at  last? 
Priest.  One  sweet  May-moming, 

gt  will  be  twelve  years  since  when  Spring  returns,) 
B  had  gone  forth  among  the  new-dropp'd  lambs. 
With  two  or  three  compaaions,  whom  their  course 
Of  occupation  led  from  height  to  height 
Under  a  cloudless  Sun,  till  he  at  length 
Through  weariness,  or,  haply,  to  indulge 
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The  humour  of  the  moniGnt,  lagg'd  behind. 

Ton  see  yon  precipice;  —  it  wears  the  ehape 

Of  a  vast  building  made  of  many  erags; 

And  in  the  midst  is  one  particnlar  rock 

That  rises  like  a  column  from  the  vale. 

Whence  by  our  shepherds  it  is  call'd  The  Pillae. 

Upon  its  aery  summit  crown'd  with  heath. 

The  loiterer,  not  unnoticed  by  his  comrades, 

Lay  stretch'd  at  ease;  but,  paesing  by  the  place 

On  their  return,  they  found  that  ho  was  gone. 

No  ill  was  fear'd;  till  one  of  thera  by  chance 

Entering,  when  evening  was  far  spent,  the  house 

Which  at  that  time  was  James's  home,  there  learu'd 

That  nobody  had  seen  him  all  that  day: 

The  morning  came,  and  still  he  was  unheard  of: 

The  neighbours  were  alarm'd,  and  to  the  brook 

Some  hasten'd;  some  ran  to  the  lake:  ere  noon 

They  found  him  at  the  foot  of  that  same  rock 

Dead,  and  with  mangled  iimbs.     The  third  day  after 

I  buried  him,  poor  Youth,  and  there  he  lies! 

Leon.     And  that,  then,  is  his  gravel-^ Before  his  death 
You  say  that  he  saw  many  happy  yeara? 

Priest.     Ay,  that  he  did. 

Leon.  And  all  went  well  with  him? 

Priest    If  he  had  one,  the  youth  liad  twenty  homes. 

Leo?i.    And  you  believe,  then,  that  hia  mind  was  easy? 

Pnest.     Yes,  long  before  he  died,  he  found  that  time 
Is  a  true  friend  to  sorrow;  and,  unless 
His  thoughts  were  tum'd  on  Leonard's  lacklesa  fortune, 
Ho  talk'd  about  him  with  a  clieerful  love. 

Leon.     He  could  not  come  to  an  nnhallow'd  endl 

Priest.     Nay,  Ood  forbidi    You  recollect  I  mention'd 
A  habit  which  disquietude  and  grief 
Had  brought  upon  him;  and  we  all  conjectured 
That,  as  the  day  was  warm,  he  had  lain  down 
On  the  soft  heath;  and,  waiting  for  hia  comrades. 
He  there  had  fall'n  asleep;  that  in  his  sleep 
Ho  to  the  margin  of  the  precipice 
Had  walk'd,  and  from  the  summit  had  fall'n  headlong: 
And  so  no  doubt  he  perish'd.     When  the  Yonth  . 
Fell,  in  hia  hand  he  must  have  grasp'd,  we  think, 
His  shepherd's  staff;  for  on  that  Pillar  of  rock 
It  had  been  caught  midway; '  and  there  for  years 
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It  hong;  and  monldered  there. 

The  Priest  here  ended. 
Tho  Stranger  would  have  thank'd  liim,  but  he  felt 
A  gushing  from  his  heart,  that  took  away 
The  power  of  speech.     Both  loft  the  spot  in  silence; 
And  Leonard,  when  they  reach'd  the  church-yard  gate, 
Aa  the  Priest  lifted  up  tho  latch,  tum'd  round. 
And,  looking  at  the  grave,  he  said,  "  My  Brother! " 
The  Vicar  did  not  hear  the  words;  and  now 
He  pointed  towards  liis  dwelling-place,  entreating 
That  Leonard  would  partake  his  nomoly  fare: 
The  other  thank'd  him  with  an  earnest  voice; 
But  added  that,  the  evening  being  calm, 
He  would  pursue  his  journey.     So  they  parted. 

It  was  not  lone  ere  Leonard  teach'd  a  grove 
That  overhang  the  road:  he  there  stopp^  short. 
And,  sitting  down  beneath  the  trees,  roviow'd 
All  that  the  Priest  hod  said:  his  early  years 
Were  with  him:  his  long  absence,  chensh'd  hopes, 
And  thoughts  which  had  been  his  an  hour  before, 
Allpress'd  on  him  with  snch  a  weight,  that  now 
This  vale,  where  he  had  been  so  happy,  seem'd 
A  place  in  which  he  could  not  bear  to  live: 
So  he  relinquish'd  all  his  purposes. 
He  travell'd  back  to  Egremout:  and  thence. 
That  ui^ht,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  tho  Priest, 
Beminding  him  of  what  had  pasa'd  between  them; 
And  adding,  with  a  liope  to  be  forgiven. 
That  it  was  from  the  weakness  of  his  heart 
He  had  not  dared  to  tell  him  who  be  was. 
This  done,  he  went  on  shipboard,  and  is  now 
A  Seaman,  a  grey-headed  Mariner. 
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The  claea  of  Beggnre,  to  which  the  OhI  Man  here  iteacribeil  belooKBi  will  nmlmblr 
eonn  bo  extinct  It  c«nelg[Gd  of  poor,  Had,  moet[v.  old  and  iniTnn  (icrsona.  who 
confined  themeelvea  ton  etsMd  round  In  clicirneiehboDrhood,  and  had  certitia 
fl^t-d  Usye,  on  whiuli,  at  difToi-ent  hoiiBus,  thyy  regularly  reiMiivod  itlma,  sometimes 
in  money,  but  mostly  in  proviBlana. 

I  3A.W  an  agfid  Beggar  in  my  walk ; ' 
And  he  was  seated,  by  the  highwiiy  side. 
On  a  low  stnicturo  of  redo  maponiy 
Bnilt  at  the  foot  of  a  huge  hill,  that  they 

S  Obmred,  and  with  gT«Bt  benefit  to  my  own  heart,  irhcn  I  wna  a  child.  Th« 
.poliliciil  oconODilEtB  were  ahout  tliat  time  beglnninii  llieir  n  ur  ujHin  niemlicity  In 
■II  its  Ibims,  and  byimjiUciUioQ,  if  not  directly,  on  uiuiB-glTing  uliio.    Xhis  iiearUsuB 


fi8  WOEDSWOBTH. 

Who  lead  their  horeeB  down  the  steep  rough  road 
May  thence  remount  at  eaee.     The  ag^d  Man 
Hod  placed  his  stafi  across  the  broad  smooth  stoue 
That  overlays  the  pile ;  and  from  a  bag 
All  white  with  flour,  the  dole  of  village  dames, 
^  He  drew  his  scraps  and  fr^ments,  one  by  one; 
And  scann'd  them  with  a  flx'd  and  serioae  look 
Of  idle  computation.     In  the  sun, 
Upon  the  second  step  of  that  small  pile, 
Surrounded  by  those  wild  unpeopled  hills, 
He  sat,  and  ate  his  food  in  solitude : 
And  ever,  scatter'd  from  his  palsied  hand, 
That,  still  attempting  to  prevent  the  waste. 
Was  baffled  still,  the  crumbs  in  little  showers 
Fell  on  the  ground ;  and  the  small  mountain  birds, 
Not  venturing  yet  to  peck  their  destined  meal, 
Approach'd  within  the  length  of  half  his  staff. 

Him  from  my  childhood  have  I  known ;  and  then 
He  was  so  old,  he  seems  not  older  now : 
He  travels  on,  a  solitary  Man, 
So  helpless  in  appearance,  that  for  him 
Tho  sauntering  Horseman  throws  not  with  a  slack 
And  careless  hand  his  alms  upon  the  ground. 
But  stops,  that  ho  may  safely  lodge  the  coin 
Within  the  old  Man's  hat ;  nor  quits  him  so. 
But  still,  ^hen  he  has  given  his  horse  the  rein, 
Watches  the  agM  Beggar  with  a  look 
Sidelong,  and  half-reverted.     She  who  tends 
The  toll-gate,  when  in  Summer  at  her  door 
She  turns  her  wheel,  if  on  the  road  she  sees 
Tho  ag^d  beggar  coming,  quits  her  work. 
And  lifts  the  latch  for  him  that  he  may  pass. 
The  post-boy,  when  his  rattling  wheels  o'ertake 
The  agfid  Beggar  in  the  woody  lane, 
Shouts  to  him  from  behind ;  and,  if  thus  wam'd 
The  old  man  does  not  change  his  course,  the  boy 
Turns  with  less  noisy  wheels  to  the  roadside. 
And  passes  gently  by,  without  a  curse 
UpoQ  his  lips,  or  anger  at  his  heart. 

Ho  travels  on,  a  solitary  Man ; 
His  age  has  no  companion.    On  the  ground 
His  eyes  are  tum'd,  and,  as  he  moves  along. 
They  move  along  the  ground ;  and  evermore, 

Brocses  bu  been  carried  bb  tin  as  It  csn  io,  by  the  amended  poor-law  bill,  tboogh 
i«  Inbnnianltf  that  prevails  In  this  measure  IB  liunien'bst  dliigiilsed  by  the  pro- 
rtselon  that  one  of  its  objects  is  to  throw  Ibe  poor  upon  tbe  Tolnnlarj-  ilonalions  rf 
■b^  nelghboun.  —  Thi  Autlmr't  Sottt. 
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Instead  of  common  and  habitual  sight 
Of  fields  with  rural  works,  of  hill  and  dal^ 
And  the  blue  sky,  one  little  span  of  earth 
Is  all  his  prospect.     Thus,  from  day  to  day, 
Bow-bent,  his  eyes  for  ever  on  the  ground, 
He  plies  his  weary  journey;  seeing  still. 
And  seldom  knowing  that  he  sees,  some  straw, 
Some  scattered  leaf,  or  marks  which,  in  one  traok, 
The  naila  of  cart  or  chariot-wheel  have  left 
Impresa'd  on  the  white  road, — in  the  same  line, 
At  distance  still  the  same.     Poor  Traveller ! 
His  staff  trails  with  him ;  scarcely  do  his  feet 
Disturb  the  summer  dust ;  he  is  so  still 
In  look  and  motion,  that  the  cottage  cnrs, 
Ere  ho  has  pass'd  the  door,  will  turn  away, 
Weary  of  barkiug  at  him.    Boys  and  girls, 
The  vacant  and  the  busy,  maids  and  youtlu, 
And  urchins  newly  breech'd,  —  all  pass  him  by: 
Him  even  the  slow-paced  waggon  leaves  behind. 

But  deem  not  this  Man  useless.-— Statesmen !  ye 
Who  are  so  restless  in  your  wisdom,  ye 
Who  have  a  broom  still  ready  in  your  hands 
To  rid  the  world  of  nuisances ;  ye  proud, 
Henrt-swoln,  while  in  your  pride  ye  contemplate 
Your  talenta,  power,  or  wisdom,  deem  him  not 
A  burthen  of  the  Earth  I    'Tis  Nature's  law 
That  none,  the  meanest  of  created  things. 
Of  forms  created  the  most  vile  and  brute. 
The  dnllcBt  or  most  noxious,  should  exist 
Divorced  from  good, —  a  spirit  and  pulse  of  good, 
A  life  and  soul,  to  every  mode  of  bemg 
Inseparably  liuk'd.     Then  be  assured 
That  least  of  all  can  aught  —  that  ever  own'd 
The  beaveu-regarding  eye  and  front  sublime 
Which  man  is  bom  to — sink,  howe'er  depress'd. 
So  low  as  to  be  scorn'd  without  a  sin ; 
Without  oflcDce  to  God  east  out  of  view ; 
Like  the  dry  remnant  of  a  garden-flower 
Whose  seeds  are  shed,  or  as  an  implement 
Worn  out  and  worthless.    While  &om  door  to  do<» 
This  old  Man  creeps,  the  villagers  in  him 
Behold  a  record  which  together  binds 
Past  deeds  and  offices  of  charity. 
Else  unremember'd,  and  so  keeps  alive 
The  kiudlv  mood  in  hearts  which  lapse  of  years, 
And  that  naif-wisdom  half-experience  gives, 
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Make  elow  to  feel,  and  by  sure  steps  resign 
To  selfishness  and  cold  obliTioua  cares. 
Among  the  farms  and  solitary  huts, 
Hamlots  and  thinly-scatter'd  Tillages, 
Where'er  the  aged  Be^ar  takes  his  ronnds. 
The  mild  necessity  of  use  compels 
To  acts  of  love ;  and  habit  does  the  work 
Of  reason ;  yet  prepares  that  after-joy 
Which  reason  cherishea.    And  thus  the  soul, 
By  that  sweet  taste  of  pleasure  unpnrsned,* 
Doth  find  herself  insensibly  disposed 
To  virtue  and  tme  goodness. 

Some  there  ar«. 
By  their  good  works  exalted,  lofty  minds 
And  meditative,  authors  of  delight 
And  happiness,  which  to  the  end  of  time 
Will  live,  and  spread,  and  kindle;  even  sach  minds 
In  childhood,  from  this  solitary  Being, 
Or  from  like  wanderer,  haply  have  received 
(A  thing  more  precious  far  than  all  that  books 
Or  the  solicitudes  of  love  can  do) 
That  first  mild  touch  of  sympathy  and  thought 
In  which  they  found  their  kindred  with  a  world 
Where  want  and  sorrow  were.    The  easy  man 
Who  sits  at  his  own  door,  and,  like  the  pear 
That  overhangs  bis  head  from  the  green  wall, 
Feeds  in  the  sunshine ;  the  robnst  and  yonng, 
The  prosperous  aad  unthinking,  they  who  live 
Shelter'd,  and  flourish  in  a  little  grove 
Of  their  own  kindred ;  — all  behold  in  him 
A  silent  monitor,  which  on  their  minds 
Must  needs  impress  a  transitory  thought 
Of  self-congratnlation,  to  the  heart 
■  Of  each  recalling  his  peculiar  boons, 
His  charters  *  and  esemptious ;  and  perchance. 
Though  he  to  no  one  give  the  fortitude 
And  circumspection  needful  to  preserve 
His  present  blessings,  and  to  husband  up 
The  respite  of  the  season,  he,  at  least, — 
And  'tis  no  vulgar  service, — makes  them  felt 
Yet  further. —  Many,  I  believe,  there  are 

e    Thai  la,  tbo  pleaeare  tbat  eprlugs  up,  tmioagllt,  hy  tb«  waf-aida  of  duly  ai 
1    fi. — i_,  1^  «  n.^^^^^^  ^^,^  «-i>h  x<»«ii^hH.«.^   '^-'^m  the  Bdrrlou  done,  ♦>r  mi 
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Who'  live  a  iifu  of  virtuous  d«cencj, 

ilen  who  can  hear  the  Decalogue  and  fe«l 

Ko  self-reproach ;  who  of  the  moral  law 

Establish'd  in  the  land  where  they  abide 

Are  strict  observers;  and  not  negligent 

In  acts  of  lovo  to  tJiose  with  whom  thoj'  dwell, 

Their  kindi-ed,  and  the  children  of  their  blood. 

Praise  be  to  such,  and  to  their  slumbers  peacel 

But  of  the  poor  man  ask,  the  abject  poor ; 

Go,  and  demand  of  him,  if  there  be  here 

In  this  cold  abstinence  from  evil  deeds. 

And  these  inevitable  charities, 

"Wherewith  to  satisfy  the  human  eonl? 

No  1  man  is  dear  to  man  ;  the  poorest  poor 

Long  for  some  moments  in  a  weary  life 

When  they  can  know  and  feel  that  they  have  been. 

Themselves,  the  fathers  and  the  dealers-out 

Of  some  small  blessings ;  have  been  kind  to  such 

As  needed  kindness ;  for  this  single  cause 

That  we  have  all  of  us  one  human  heart. 

Such  pleasure  ia  to  one  kind  Being  known. 

My  neighbour,  when  with  punctual  care,  each  week 

Dnly  as  Friday  comes,  though  press'd  herself 

By  lier  own  wants,  she  from  her  store  of  meal 

Takes  one  unsparing  handful  for  the  scrip 

Of  this  old  Mendicant,  and,  from  her  door 

Returning  with  exhilarated  heart, 

Sits  by  her  fire,  and  builds  her  hope  in  Heaven. 

Then  let  him  pass,  d  blessing  on  his  head  I 
And  while,  in  that  vast  solitude  to  which 
The  tide  of  things  has  borne  him,  be  appears 
To  breathe  and  live  but  for  himself  alone, 
TJnblamed,  uninjured,  let  liim  bear  about 
The  good  which  the  benignant  law  of  Heaven 
Has  nnug  around  him :  and,  while  life  is  liis. 
Still  let  him  prompt  th'  nnlettcr'd  villagers 
To  tender  offices  and  pensive  thoughts. 
Then  let  him  pass,  a  blessing  on  his  headi 
And,  long  as  he  can  wander,  let  him  breathe 
The  freshness  of  thovaileys;  let  hie  blood 
Struggle  with  frosty  air  and  winter  snows ; 
And  let  the  charter'd  wind  that  sweeps  the  heath 
Beat  his  grey  locks  i^;ainst  his  wither'd  face. 
Bevercnce  the  hope  whose  vital  anxiousnesa 
Gives  the  last  human  interest  to  his  heart. 
May  never  House,  misnamed  of  Isdcstby, 
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Make  him  a  captive!  for  that  pent-np  din, 

Those  life-consnmiD^  Boands  that  cloe  the  air. 

Be  his  the  natural  eilonce  of  old  a^  V 

Let  him  be  free  of  mountaia  Bolitudes ; 

And  have  around  him,  whether  heard  or  not, 

The  pleasant  melody  of  woodland  birda. 

Few  are  hiB  pleasures:  if  his  eyes  have  now 

Been  doom'a  so  long  to  settle  upon  earth 

That  not  without  sonie  effort  they  behold 

The  conntcnaQce  of  the  horizont^  Sun, 

Rising  or  setting,  let  the  light  at  least 

Find  a  free  entrance  to  their  languid  orbs. 

And  let  him,  wJiere  and  token  he  will,  sit  down 

Beneath  the  trees,  or  on  a  grassy  bank 

Of  highway  side,  and  with  the  little  bu'ds 

Share  his  chance-gather'd  meal;  and,  finally. 

As  in  the  eye  of  Mature  he  has  lived. 

So  in  the  eye  of  Nature  let  him  die!  [1798. 


THE  FAEMEE  OF  TILSBUEY  VALE.' 

Tib  not  for  the  unfeeling,  the  falsely  refined. 
The  squeamish  iu  taste,  and  the  narrow  of  mind. 
And  the  small  critic  wielding  his  delicate  pen. 
That  I  sing  of  old  Adam,  the  pride  of  old  men. 

He  dwells  in  the  centre  of  Loudon's  wide  Town; 
His  staff  is  a  sceptre,  his  grey  hairs  a  crown; 
And  his  bright  eyes  look  brightei',  set  oS  by  the  streak 
Of  the  unfaded  rose  that  still  blooms  on  his  cheek. 

'Mid  the  dews,  in  the  simshiue  of  mom,  —  'mid  the  joy 
Of  the  fields,  he  collected  thiit  bloom,  when  a  boy; 
That  countenance  there  fashion'd,  which,  spite  of  a  stain 
That  his  lifo  bath  received,  to  the  last  wiU  remain. 

A  Farmer  he  was;  and  his  house  far  and  near 
Wiis  the  boast  of  the  country  for  excellent  cheer: 

1  The  ehsncler  of  this  man  woa  described  Ici  me.  uid  tbe  Incident  npon  which 
tho  TGrees  tnrn  vaa  told  ine  br  Mr.  Pool  or  Nether  Stun-ej.  During  my  reBldenca 
BtAlToxden  I  Qscd  to  ace  mncB  at  him.  and  had  tteqncnt  occselooa  Co  admire  the 
caiirBeofhi9l)F9,  especially  his  conduct  to  his  lubonrers  and  poor  DeigliboDrs.  If  I 
eecni  in  Oicac  verFOa  to  havo  treated  h'.s  tranegrosbloD  loo  tenderly,  It  mny  in  iinrt  be 
■BOrihed  to  itiy  having  received  the  story  IVoiB  one  bo  averse  to  all  harsh  IndfrmeDt. 
Re  was  mnch  beloved  by  dlEtuigniahcd  ucrBong,— by  Mr.  Coleridge,  Mr.  Sonlbey, 
Sir  lI.Davy,and  manyotlvera;  and  In  hU  omi  ncighbonrhood  was  highly  vained 
■s  a  magistrate,  a  man  of  hnsuiess.  and  Id  every  ocber  social  relation.    The  ianer 

f>rt  of  the  poem  perhaps  reqnires  some  apology,  aa  being  too  luuch  of  an  echo  to 
he  BeverUo/PoorSiUM.— From  tlu  AuUior't  Hota. 
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How  oft  have  I  heard  in  sweet  TilBbair  Vale 

Of  the  silver-rimm'd  horn  whence  he  dealt  bis  mild  del 

Yet  Adam  waa  far  as  the  farthest  from  ruin; 
His  fields  seem'd  to  know  what  their  Master  was  doing; 
And  turnips,  and  com-lond,  and  meadow,  and  lea. 
All  caught  the  infection,  — m  generooB  as  he. 

Yet  Adam  prized  little  the  feast  and  the  bowl, — 
The  fields  better  suited  the  ease  of  bis  soul: 
He  straj-'d  through  the  fields  like  an  indolent  wight, 
The  quiet  of  Nature  was  Adam's  delight. 

For  Adam  waa  simple  in  thought;  and  the  poor, 
Familiar  with  him,  made  an  inn  of  his  door: 
He  gave  them  the  best  that  he  had;  or,  to  sa; 
What  less  may  mislead  you,  they  took  it  away. 

Thna  thirty  smooth  years  did  be  thrive  on  his  farm: 

The  Genius  of  plenty  preserved  him  from  harm: 

At  length,  what  to  most  is  a  season  of  sorrow. 

His  means  are  run  out,  —  he  must  beg,  or  must  borrow. 

To  the  neighbours  he  went, —  all  were  free  with  their  money. 
For  his  hive  bad  so  lone  been  replenish'd  with  honey. 
That  they  dreamt  not  of  dearth:  he  continued  his  rounds, 
Knock'd  here  and  knock'd  there,  pounds  still  adding  to 
pounds. 

He  paid  what  he  could  with  his  ill-gotteu  pelf. 
And  something,  it  might  be,  reserved  for  himself: 
Then,  (what  is  too  true,)  without  hinting  a  word, 
Tnm'd  his  back  on  the  conntry,  and  oS  like  a  bird. 

Yon  lift  up  yonr  eyes;  but  I  guess  that  you  frame 
A  judgment  too  barsh  of  the  sin  and  the  shame: 
In  him  it  was  scarcely  a  business  of  art. 
For  this  he  did  all  in  the  ease  of  his  heart. 

To  London  —  a  sad  emigration  I  ween  — 
With  bis  grey  hairs  he  went  from  the  brook  and  the  green; 
And  there,  with  small  wealth  bnt  his  lees  and  his  hands. 
As  lonely  he  stood  as  a  crow  on  the  sands. 

All  trades,  as  need  was,  did  old  Adam  assume, — 
Served  as  stable-boy,  errand-boy,  porter,  and  groom; 
But  Xature  is  gracious,  necessity  kind. 
And,  in  epite  of  the  shame  that  may  lurk  in  hia  mind. 
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He  seems  ten  birthdays  youn^r,  ia  green  and  is  stoat; 
Twice  as  fast  as  before  does  hia  blood  ran  about; 
You  would  say  that  each  hair  of  his  beard  was  alivo. 
And  his  fingers  are  busy  as  bees  iu  a  hive. 

For  he's  not  like  an  Old  Man  that  leisurely  goes 
About  work  that  he  knows,  in  a  track  that  he  knovs; 
But  often  his  mind  is  compell'd  to  demur. 
And  you  guess  that  the  more  then  his  body  must  stir. 

In  the  throng  of  the  town  like  a  stranger  is  he. 
Like  one  whose  own  country's  far  over  the  flea; 
And  Nature,  while  through  the  great  city  he  hies. 
Full  ten  times  a  day  takes  his  heart  by  surprise. 

This  gives  him  the  fancy  of  one  that  is  young. 
More  of  soul  in  his  face  than  of  words  on  his  tongue; 
Like  a  maiden  of  twenty  he  trembles  and  sighs, 
And  tears  of  fifteen  will  come  into  his  eyes. 

What's  a  tempest  to  him,  or  tho  dry  parching  heats? 

Yet  ho  watches  the  clouds  that  pass  over  the  streets; 

With  a  look  of  such  earnestness  often  will  stand, 

You  might  think  he'd  twelve  reapers  at  work  in  the  Strand.* 

Where  proud  Co  vent-garden,  in  desolate  hours 
Of  snow  and  hoar-frost,  spreads  her  fruits  and  her  flowers, 
Old  Adam  will  smile  at  the  pains  that  have  made 
Poor  Winter  look  fine  in  such  strange  masquerade. 

'Mid  coaches  and  chariots,  a  waggon  of  straw, 
Like  a  magnet,  the  heart  of  old  Adam  can  draw; 
With  a  thousand  soft  pictures  his  memory  will  teem, 
And  his  hearing  is  touch'd  with  the  sounds  of  a  dream. 

TJp  the  Haymarket-hill  he  oft  whistles  his  way. 
Thrusts  his  hands  in  a  waggon,  and  smells  at  the  hay; 
He  thinks  of  the  fields  ho  so  oft«u  hath  mown, 
And  is  happy  as  if  the  rich  freight  were  his  own. 

But  chiefiy  to  Smithfield  he  loves  to  repair,  — 
If  you  pass  by  at  morning,  you'll  meet  with  him  there. 
The  breath  of  the  cows  you  may  see  him  inhale, 
And  Ilia  heart  all  tho  while  is  in  Tilsbury  Vale. 

Now  farewell,  old  Adam!  when  low  thou  art  laid. 
May  one  blade  of  grass  spring  up  over  thy  head; 
t   The  Strand  la  one  Of  (he  most  tbronKed  and  crowded  UioroDghlkres  in  LondoB 
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And  I  hope  that  thy  grave,  wheresoever  it  bo. 

Will  hear  the  wind  sigh  through  the  leiives  of  a  tree.*   [1803. 


THE  EEVEEIE  OP  POOR  SUSAN. 
At  the  comer  of  Woixl-Street,  when  daylight  appears. 
Hangs  a  ThTOsh  that  sings  loud,  it  has  sung  for  three  years: 
Poor  Susan  h^  pasa'd  by  the  spot,  and  has  heard 
In  the  silence  of  morning  the  song  of  the  Bird. 

'Tis  a  note  of  enchantment;  whiit  ails  herF     She  sees 
A  mountain  ascending,  a  vision  of  trees; 
Bright  volumes  of  vapour  through  Lothbury  glide. 
Ana  a  river  flows  on  through  the  vale  of  Chcapside. 

Green  pastures  she  views  in  the  midst  of  the  dale, 
Down  which  she  so  often  has  tripp'd  with  her  pail; 
And  a  single  small  cottage,  a  nest  like  a  dove's. 
The  one  only  dwelling  on  Earth  that  she  loves. 

She  looks,  and  her  heart  is  in  Heaven:  bat  they  fade, 

The  mist  and  the  river,  the  hill  and  the  shade: 

The  stream  will  not  flow,  and  the  hill  will  not  rise, 

And  the  colours  have  all  pass'd  away  from  her  eyesi      [1797. 


THE   TWO   THIEVES: 
OR,   THE  LAST  STAGE  OP  AVABICB,* 
0,  HOW  that  the  genius  of  Bewick  were  mine, 
And  the  skill  which  he  Icam'd  on  the  banks  of  the  Tynel 
Then  the  Muses  might  deal  with  me  just  as  they  cliose, 
For  I'd  take  my  last  leave  both  of  verae  and  of  prose. 

What  feats  would  I  work  with  my  magical  hand! 
Book-learning  and  books  should  be  banish'd  the  land: 
And,  for  hunger  and  thirst  and  such  troublesome  calls. 
Every  ale-house  should  then  have  a  feast  on  its  walls. 

The  traveller  would  hang  his  wet  clothes  on  a  chair; 

Let  them  smoke,  let  them  bum,  not  a  straw  would  he  care! 


a-  of  TUibani  Vrtlc  ia  a  charming  counterpart  to  Poor  Susai 
t  deUcscrtowords  abormtiooa  from  the  atri-' — ■-  —'-'-'-  '- 
and  the  Boy  by  his  ei  do,"  which  alwaya  bn 
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del  naa  mora  than  ciffhty  jeai'a  oidt 
nnder  my_Botiee.    :?o  l>CKik  could ^1 

ppmelofnivp 
D,  tbis  half-do 


d  not  but  Bay  to  myself,  "  Wemay,  ono  of  na,I  or  the  happi^el  of  my  Elaymates, 
(olieconiestillinore  the  object  of  pity  than  this  Old  maD.tbis  halMoaUuK  pit- 
r.'—Tlie  Aulbor'i  JVotet. 
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For  the  Prodisal  Son,  Joseph's  Dream  and  his  sheaves, 
0,  what  would  they  be  to  my  my  fcJo  of  two  Thieves? 

The  One,  vet  unbreech'd,  is  not  three  birtlidaya  old, 
His  Grand^sire  that  age  more  thaa  thirty  times  told ; 
There  are  ninety  good  seasona  of  fair  and  fonl  weatlier 
Between  them,  and  both  go  a-pilfering  together. 

With  chips  is  the  carpenter  strewing  his  floor? 
Is  a  cart-load  of  tarf  at  an  old  woman's  door? 
Old  Daniel  his  hand  to  the  treasui'c  will  slide ; 
And  his  Grandson's  as  busy  at  work  by  Iiis  side. 

Old  Daniel  begins;  he  stops  short,  and  his  eye. 
Through  the  lost  look  of  dotage,  is  cunning  and  sly: 
'Tis  a  look  which  at  this  time  is  hardly  his  own, 
But  tells  a  plain  tale  of  the  days  that  are  Sown. 

He  once  had  a  heart  which  was  moved  by  the  wires 
Of  manifold  pleaaures  and  many  desires : 
And  what  if  he  cherish'd  his  purse?  'twas  no  more 
Than  ti-eading  a  path  trod  by  thonsands  before. 

"Twas  a  path  trod  by  thousands ;  but  Daniel  is  one 
Who  went  something  further  than  others  have  gone; 
And  now  with  old  Daniel  you  see  how  it  fares ; 
Yoa  see  to  what  end  he  has  brought  his  grey  hairs. 

The  pair  sally  forth  hand  in  hand :  ere  the  Snn 
Has  peer'd  o  er  the  beeches,  their  work  is  begun : 
.And  yet,  into  whatever  sin  they  may  fall. 
This  child  but  half  knows  it,  and  that  not  at  all. 

They  hunt  through  the  streets  with  deliberate  tread. 
And  each,  in  his  turn,  becomes  leader  or  led ; 
And,  wlierever  they  carry  tlieir  plots  and  their  wiles, 
Every  face  in  the  village  is  dimpled  with  smiles. 

Neither  cheek'd  by  the  rich  nor  the  needy  they  roam; 
For  the  grey-headed  Sire  has  a  daughter  at  home. 
Who  will  gladly  repair  all  the  damage  that's  done ; 
And  three,  were  it  aak'd,  would  be  render'd  for  one. 

Old  Man,  whom  bo  oft  I  with  pity  have  eyed, 

I  love  thee,  and  love  the  sweet  Boy  at  thy  side: 

Long  yet  may'st  thou  hve!  for  a  teacher  we  see 

That  lifts  up  the  veil  of  our  nature  in  thee.  [1800. 
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POWEE  OF  MUSIC. 

An  Orptens!  aa  Orpheus!  Yes,  Faith  may  grow  bold, 
And  talte  to  herself  all  the  wonders  of  old ;  — 
Near  the  stately  Pantheon  yon'U  meet  with  the  same. 
In  the  street  thtit  from  Oxford  hath  borrow'd  its  name. 

His  station  is  there ;  and  he  works  on  the  crowd. 
He  sways  them  with  harmony  merry  and  lond ; 
lie  fills  with  his  power  all  their  hearts  to  the  brim, — 
Was  anght  ever  heard  like  his  fiddle  and  him? 

What  an  e^;er  assembly  I  what  an  empire  is  this  I 
The  weary  have  life,  and  the  hungry  have  bliss ; 
The  mourner  is  cheer'd,  and  the  anxious  have  rest ; 
And  the  guilt-bnrthen'd  soul  is  no  longer  opprest. 

Ab  the  Moon  brightens  round  her  the  clouds  of  the  aigfal:> 
So  He,  where  he  stands,  is  a  centre  of  light ; 
It  gleams  on  the  face,  there,  of  dusky-brow'd  Jack, 
And  the  palc-visaged  Baker^s,  with  basket  on  back. 

That  errand-bound  'Prentice  was  passing  in  haste, — 
What  matter!  he's  caught,  and  his  time  runs  to  waste; 
The  Newsman  is  etopp  d,  thongh  he  stops  on  the  fret; 
And  the  half-breathless  Lamplighter,  he's  in  the  net  1 

The  Porter  sits  down  on  the  weight  which  he  bore; 
The  Lass  with  her  barrow  wheels  hither  her  store;  — 
If  a  thief  could  be  here  he  might  pilfer  at  ease ; 
She  sees  the  Musician,  'tis  all  that  she  sees! 

He  stands,  back'd  by  the  wall ; — he  abates  not  his  din ; 
His  hat  gives  him  vigour,  with  boons  dropping  in, 
From  the  old  and  the  young,  from  the  poorest;  and  there! 
The  onc-ponnied  Boy  has  his  penny  to  spare. 

0,  blest  are  the  hearers,  and  proud  be  the  hand 

Of  the  pleasure  it  spreads  through  so  thankful  a  band; 

I  am  glad  for  him,  blind  as  he  is! — all  the  while 

If  they  speak,  'tis  to  praise,  and  they  pra^  with  a  smile. 

That  tall  Man,  a  giant  in  bulk  and  in  height, 
Not  an  inch  of  hia  body  is  free  from  delight ; 
Can  he  keep  himself  still,  if  he  would  ?  0,  not  hel 
The  music  stirs  in  him  like  wind  through  a  tree. 

Mark  that  Cripple  who  leans  on  his  crutch;  like  a  tower 
That  long  has  lean'd  forward,  leans  hour  after  hour !  — 
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That  Mother,  whose  spirit  in  fetters  is  bound. 
While  eIic  dandles  tho  Babu  in  hor  arms  to  the  soniid. 

Now,  coaches  and  chariots!  roar  on  like  a  stream ; 

Here  are  twenty  souls  happy  as  sonla  in  a  dream : 

They  are  deaf  to  your  murmars,  —  they  care  not  for  you, 

Nor  what  ye  are  flying,  nor  what  ye  pursue!  [180C 


MISCELLANEOUS  SONNETS. 

Nuns  fret  not  at  their  convent's  narrow  room ; 

And  hermits  are  contented  with  their  cells; 

And  students  with  their  pensive  citadels; 

Maids  at  the  wheel,  the  weaver  at  his  loom, 

Sit  blithe  and  happy ;  bees  that  soar  for  bloom. 

High  as  the  highest  Peak  of  Furncss-fells,' 

WUl  murmur  by  the  hour  in  foxglove  bells: 

In  truth,  the  prison  unto  which  we  doom 

Ourselves  no  prison  is:  and  hence  to  me. 

In  sundry  moods,  'twas  pastime  to  be  bound 

Within  the  Sonnet's  scanty  plot  of  ground ; 

Pleased  if  some  Souls,  (for  such  there  needs  must  be,) 

Who've  felt  the  weight  of  too  much  liberty. 

Should  find  brief  solace  there,  as  I  have  found. 

ADMONITIOIT. 

Well  mayst  thou  halt,  and  gaze  with  brightening  eye! 

The  lovely  Cottage  in  the  guardian  nook 

Hath  stirr'd  thee  deeply ;  with  its  own  dear  brook, 

Its  own  small  pasture,  almost  its  own  sky. 

But  covet  not  tli'  Abode :  forbear  to  sigh, 

As  many  do,  repining  while  they  look ; 

Intruders,  who  would  tear  from  Nature's  book 

This  precious  leaf,  with  harsh  impiety. 

Think  what  the  Home  must  be  if  it  were  thine. 

Even  thine,  though  few  thy  wants!  Roof,  window,  door, 

The  very  flowers  are  sacred  to  tho  Poor, 

The  roses  to  the  porch  which  they  entwine: 

Yea,  all  that  now  enchants  thee,  from  the  day 

On  which  it'shonld  be  touch'd,  would  melt  away. 

"Beloved  Vale!"  I  said,  "when  I  shall  con 
Those  many  records  of  my  childish  years, 


•   JW  is  a  provincial  te 
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Bemembrance  of  myBClf  and  of  my  peers 
Will  press  me  down ;  to  think  of  what  is  gone 
"Will  be  an  awful  thon^ht,  if  life  have  one." 
Bnt,  when  into  the  Vale  I  came,  no  fears 
Distress'd  me;  from  mine  eyes  escaped  no  tears; 
Deep  thought,  or  di-cad  remembrance,  had  I  none. 
By  doubts  and  thuusand  petty  fancies  crost 
I  stood,  of  simple  shame  the  blushiug  Thrall ; 
So  narrow  seem'd  the  brooks,  the  fields  so  small  I 
A  Juggler's  balls  old  Time  about  him  toss'd ; 
I  look'd,  I  stared,  I  smiled,  I  laugh 'd ;  sail  all 
The  weight  of  saduess  was  in  vonder  lost. 

1801. 
Pelion  and  Oesa  fionrish  side  by  side. 
Together  in  immortal  books  enroll'd : 
His  ancient  dower  Olympus  hath  not  sold ; 
And  that  inspiring  Hill,  which  "  did  divide 
Into  two  ample  horos  his  forehead  wide,"  ^ 
Shines  with  poetic  radiance  aa  of  old ; 
"While  not  an  English  Mountain  we  behold 
By  the  celestial  Muses  glorified. 
Yet  round  our  sea-girt  shore  they  rise  iu  crowds; 
What  was  the  great  Parnassus'  self  to  Thoo, 
Monnt  Skiddaw?    In  his  natural  sovereignty 
Our  British  Hill  is  nobler  far:  he  shrouds 
His  double  front  among  Atlantic  clouds, 
And  poors  forth  streams  more  sweet  than  Caetaly.* 

There  is  a  little  unpretending  Rill 

Of  limpid  water,  humbler  far  than  aught 

That  ever  among  Men  or  Naiads  sought 

Notice  or  mimef —  It  quivers  down  the  hill, 

Furrowing  its  shallow  way  with  dubious  will ; 

Yet  to  my  mind  this  scanty  Stream  is  brought 

Oftener  tnan  Gauges  or  the  Nile ;  a  thought 

Of  private  recoilectJon  sweet  and  still  1 

Months  perish  with  their  moons ;  year  treads  on  year ; 

But,  faithful  Emma,  thou  with  me  canst  say' 

That,  while  ten  thousand  pleasures  disappear. 

And  llios  their  memory  fast  almost  as  they ; 

7  Alluding  to  Haunt  PamaaaaB.  which  Cbi-ows  up  tn-o  peaia  to  a  coDSpicnons 
heigbt,  and  Hence  m  often  ileBCribed  by  the  puets  as  donble-headcd.  It  was  ou«  or 
Uiacbieleeateof  ApaUoBud  the  Muses. 

8  OuUUa,  a  celebrated  rouutoui  ua  Mount  PartuusuE,  eacred  to  Apollo  aodtha 
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Th'  immortal  Spirit  of  one  Ii^py  day 
Lingers  beside  that  Bill,  iu  vision  clear.* 

Heb  only  pilot  the  soft  breeze,  the  boat 

Lingers,  but  Fancy  is  well  satisfied ; 

With  keen-eyed  Hope,  with  Memory  at  her  side, 

And  the  glad  Muse  at  liberty  to  note 

All  that  to  each  is  precious,  as  we  float 

Gently  along ;  regardless  who  shall  chide 

It  the  heavens  smile,  and  leave  ua  free  to  glide, 

Happy  Associates  breathing  air  remote 

From  trivial  cares.     But,  Fancy  and  the  Mase, 

Why  have  I  crowded  this  small  hark  with  you 

And  others  of  your  kind,  ideal  crew  1 

While  here  sita  One  whose  brightness  owes  its  hoes 

To  flesh  and  blood ;  no  Goddess  from  above. 

No  fleeting  Spirit,  but  my  own  true  XjOvo  F 

"  Wbtt,  Minstrel,  these  untnneful  murmuringa. 
Dull,  flagging  notes  that  with  each  other  jari"* 
"Think,  gentle  Lady,  of  a  Harp  so  far 
From  its  own  country,  and  forgive  the  strings. " 
A  simple  answer!  but  even  so  forth  springe, 
From  the  Castalian  fountain  of  the  heart. 
The  Poetry  of  Life,  and  all  that  Art 
Divine  of  words  quickening  insensate  things. 
From  the  submissive  necks  of  guiltless  men 
Stre^h'd  on  the  block,  the  glittering  axe  recoils; 
San,  Moon,  and  stars,  all  struggle  in  the  toils 
Of  mortal  sympathy:  what  wonder,  then. 
That  the  poor  Harp  distemper'd  music  yields 
To  its  sad  Lord,  far  from  hia  native  fielda? 


0  QENTLB  Sleep!  do  thej;  belong  to  thee, 
These  twinklings  of  oblivion?    Thou  dost  love 
To  sit  in  meekness,  like  the  brooding  Dove, 
A  captiw  never  wishing  to  be  free. 
Thia  tiresome  night,  0  Sleep,  then  art  to  me 
A  Fly,  that  up  and  down  lumself  doth  shove 
Upon  a  fretful  rivulet,  now  above 

ThiB  Bill  tricMea  down  the  hiU-sMe  Into  Wlndetmere,  n«sr  T^owwood.  Ky 
Sriiiii)!,  onuiir  flrBtvl«lt(ot^lierlothJei>RTtoftl>e  conntry.  wnlkeil  nvm  Ken- 
anii  wo  rested  oiirselves  by  the  eido  of  the  Inks  where  ihe  Btnuimlet  fklls  Into 
Diia  sennet  irns  written  some  yoais  after.  In  reooUection  of  that  mort  lupp;  daf 
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Now  on  the  water  vex'd  with  mockery. 
I  have  DO  pain  that  calls  for  patience,  no; 
Hence  am  I  crosa  and  peevish  as  a  child: 
Am  pleased  by  6t&  to  have  thee  for  my  to^ 
Yet  ever  willing  to  be  reconciled: 

0  gentle  Greatarcl  do  not  use  me  so, 
But  once  and  deeply  let  me  be  beguiled. 

Fond  words  have  oft  been  q>oken  to  thee,  Sleep, 
And  thou  hast  had  thy  store  of  tenderest  names; 

The  very  sweetest.  Fancy  culls  or  frames, 
When  thankfulness  of  heart  is  strong  and  deep. 
Dear  Bosom-child  wc  call  thee,  that  dost  steep 
In  rich  reward  all  suffering;  Balm  that  tames 
All  angnish;  Saint  that  evil  thonghts  and  aims 
Takest  away,  and  into  souls  dost  creep, 
Like  to  a  breeze  from  Heaven.     Shall  I  alone, 

1  surely  not  a  man  nngently  made, 

Call  thee  worst  Tyrant  by  which  Flesh  is  crost? 
Perverse,  self-will  d  to  own  and  to  disown, 
Mere  slave  of  them  who  never  for  thee  pray'd 
Still  last  to  come  where  thou  art  wanted  moati 

A  FLOCK  of  sheep  that  leisurely  pass  by. 
One  after  one;  the  sound  of  rain,  and  oees 
Murmuring;  the  fall  of  rivers,  winds  and  seas, 
Smooth  fields,  white  sheets  of  water,  and  pnre  sky; 
I've  thought  of  all  by  turns,  and  yet  do  lie 
Sleepless;  and  soon  the  small  birds'  melodies 
Must  hear,  first  uttei-'d  from  my  orchard  trees; 
And  the  first  cuckoo's  melancholy  cry. 
Even  thus  last  night,  and  two  nights  more,  I  lay. 
And  could  not  win  thee.  Sleep,  by  any  stealth: 
So  do  not  let  me  wear  to-night  away: 
Withont  Thee  what  is  all  the  mommas  wealth? 
Come,  hleBsdd  barrier  between  day  anffday. 
Dear  mother  of  fresh  thoughts  and  joyons  health! 

ffElTTGN  UPOJT  A  BUOTK  LEAP  IN  " 

While  flowing  rivers  yield  a  blameless  sport. 
Shall  live  the  name  of  Walton:  Siige  benign!    ,  "^ 
Whose  pen,  the  mysteries  of  the  rod  and  lino   " 
Unfolding,  did  not  frnitlessly  exhort 
To  reverend  watching  of  each  still  report 
That  !Kature  utters  from  her  rurul  shrine. 
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Meek,  nobly  versGd  in  simple  discipline. 

He  fonod  the  longest  summer  day  Wo  short. 

To  hia  loved  pastime  given  by  aedgy  Lee, 

Or  down  the  tempting  maze  of  Shawford  brook. 

Fairer  than  life  itself,  in  this  swaot  Book, 

The  eowslip-bank  and  shady  willow-tree; 

And  the  fresh  meads,  —  where  flow'd,  from  every  nook 

Of  his  full  bosom,  gliidsome  Piety! 

In  my  mind's  eye  a  Temple,  like  a  cloud 

Slowly  surmounting  some  invidious  hill, 

Eose  out  of  darkness:  the  bright  work  stood  still; 

And  might  of  its  own  beanty  have  been  prond. 

But  it  was  faahion'd  and  to  God  was  vow'd 

By  virtues  that  diffused,  in  every  part. 

Spirit  divine  throngh  forms  of  human  art: 

Faith  had  her  arch,  —  her  arch,  when  winds  blow  loud, 

Into  the  conseionsness  of  safety  thrill'd; 

And  Love  her  towers  of  dread  foundation  laid 

Under  the  grave  of  things;  Hope  had  her  spire 

Star-high,  and  pointing  still  to  something  higher: 

Trembling  I  gaaod,  but  heard  a  voice,  — it  said, 

"  Hell-gates  are  powerless  Phantoms  when  we  build." 


With  each  recurrence  of  this  glorious  morn 
That  saw  the  Saviour  in  his  human  frame 
Itiso  from  the  dead,  erewhile  the  Cottage-dame 
Put  on  fresh  raiment,  till  that  hour  unworn: 
Domestic  hands  the  home-bred  wool  Jiad  shorn; 
And  she  who  span  it  cull'd  the  daintiest  fleece. 
In  thoughtful  reverence  to  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Whose  temples  bled  beneath  the  platted  thorn. 
A  blest  estate  w%en  piety  sublime 
These  humble  props  disdain'd  not!  0  green  dales  1 
Sad  may  /  be  who  heard  your  aabbatli  chime 
When  Art's  abused  inventions  were  unknown ; 
Kind  Nature's  various  wealth  waa  all  your  own; 
And  benefits  were  weigh'd  in  Reason's  scales  1 

DECAY   OF   PIETY. 

Oft  have  I  seen,  ore  Time  had  plough'd  my  cheek, 
Matrons  and  Sires  —  who,  punctual  to  tlio  call 
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Of  their  loved  Cliurch,  on  last  or  festival  ■ 

Through  the  long  year  the  Houeo  of  Prayer  vonld  seek: 

By  Christmas  snows,  hy  visitation  bleak 

Ol  Easter  winds,  unscared,  from  hnt  or  hall 

They  came  to  lowly  bench  or  sculptured  stall, 

But  with  one  fervour  of  devotion  meek. 

I  see  the  places  where  they  once  were  known. 

And  ask,  surrounded  eveu  hy  kneeling  crowds. 

Is  ancient  Piety  for  ever  llown  ? 

Alas!  eveu  then  they  seem'd  like  fleecy  clouds 

Tliat,  struggling  through  the  western  sky,  have  won 

Their  pensive  light  from  a  departed  Sun. 

BPOSED    OS    THE   EVE  OF  THE  HABBIAQE   OF  A   FRIEND   IN 

THE   VALE   OF   aBASMEEE,   1813. 

What  need  of  clamorous  hells,  or  ribands  gay. 

These  liumble  unptials  to  proclaim  or  grace  ? 

Angela  of  love,  look  down  upon  the  place; 

SliM  on  the  chosen  vale  a  sun-bright  dayl 

Yet  no  proud  gladness  would  the  Bride  display 

Even  for  such  proniiso  :  — serions  is  her  face. 

Modest  her  mien  ;  and  she,  whose  thoughts  keep  pace 

With  gentleness,  in  that  becoming  way 

Will  thank  yon.     Faultless  does  uie  I^aid  appear; 

No  disproportion  in  her  soul,  no  strife: 

But,  wnen  Iho  closer  view  of  wedded  life 

Hath  shown  that  nothing  human  can  be  clear 

From  frailty,  for  that  insight  may  the  Wife 

To  her  indulgent  Lord  become  more  dear. 

FROM  THE  ITALIAN   OF  MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

Yes!  hope  may  with  my  strong  desire  keep  pace. 

And  I  be  uodeludcd,  unbetrayy ; 

For  if  of  our  affections  none  And  gi'aco 

In  sight  of  Heaven,  then  wherefore  hath  God  made 

The  woi'ld  wJiich  we  inhabit?    Better  plea 

Love  cannot  have,  than  that  in  loving  thee 

Glory  to  that  eternal  Peace  is  paid. 

Who  such  divinity  to  thee  imparts 

As  hallows  and  makes  puro  all  gentle  hearts. 

His  hope  is  treacherous  ouly  whose  love  dies 

With  beauty,  which  is  varying  evoi-y  hour; 

But,  in  chaste  hearts  uninfluenced  by  the  power 

Of  outward  change,  there  blooms  a  deathless  flower. 

That  breathes  on  Earth  tlio  air  of  Paimlise. 
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PBOU  TBE  8A3IB. 
No  mortal  object  did  these  eyes  behold 
When  flret  they  met  the  placid  light  of  tiiine; 
And  my  Soul  felt  her  destiny  divine, 
And  hope  of  endless  peace  in  me  grew  bold : 
Heaven-bom,  the  Soul  a  heaven-ward  conrse  must  hold; 
Beyond  the  visible  world  she  soars  to  seek 
(For  what  delights  the  sense  is  false  and  weak) 
Ideal  Form,  the  universal  mould. 
The  wise  man,  I  affirm,  can  find  no  rest 
In  that  which  perishes:  nor  will  he  lend 
His  heart  to  aught  which  doth  on  time  depend. 
'Tis  sense,  unbridled  will,  and  not  true  love. 
That  kills  the  soul:  love  betters  what  is  beet. 
Even  here  below,  but  more  in  Heaven  above. 

PKOM  THE  SAME.     TO  THE  SUPEEME  BBING. 

Tee  prayers  I  make  will  then  be  sweet  indeed 

If  Thou  the  spirit  give  by  which  I  pray: 

My  unassisted  heart  is  barren  clay, 

That  of  its  native  self  can  nothing  feed : 

Of  good  and  pious  works  Thou  art  the  seed. 

That  quickens  only  where  Thou  eay'st  it  may: 

Unless  Thou  shew  to  us  Thine  own  true  way 

No  man  can  find  it:  Father  I  Thou  must  lead. 

Do  Thou,  then,  breathe  those  thoughts  into  my  mind 

By  which  such  virtue  may  in  me  be  bred 

That  in  Thy  holy  footsteps  I  may  tread ; 

The  fetters  of  my  tongue  do  Thou  unbind, 

That  I  may  have  the  jwwer  to  sing  of  Thee, 

And  sound  Thy  praises  everlastingly. 

SuEPBiSED  by  joy,  impatient  as  the  Wind, 

I  tnm'd  to  aharo  the  transport,  —  0 !  with  whom 

But  Thee,  deep  buried  in  the  silent  tomb. 

That  spot  which  no  vicissitude  can  find? 

Love,  faithful  love,  recall'd  thee  to  my  mind: 

But  how  could  I  forget  thee  ?  through  what  power, 

Even  for  the  least  division  of  an  hour. 

Have  I  been  so  beguiled  as  to  be  blind 

To  my  most  griovons  loss  ? —  That  thought's  return 

Waa  the  worst  pang  that  sorrow  ever  bore. 

Save  one,  one  only,  when  I  stood  forlorn, 

Knowing  my  heart's  best  treasure  waa  no  more ; 
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That  neither  jtresent  time  nor  yeara  nnborn 
Conld  to  my  sight  that  heavenly  (ace  restora.' 

Methouoht  I  satr  the  footsteps  of  a  throne 

Which  mists  and  vapours  from  mine  ovea  did  ehrond ; 

Nor  view  of  who  might  sit  thereon  alJow'd ; 

Bnt  all  the  steps  andgrotind  about  were  etrown 

With  sights  the  ntefullest  that  flesh  and  bone 

Ever  put  on ;  s  miserable  crowd, 

Siek,  hale,  old,  voong,  who  cried  before  that  cloudy 

"  Thon  art  oar  feiug,  0  Death!  to  thee  we  groan." 

Those  steps  I  clomo ;  the  miats  before  me  gave 

Smooth  way ;  and  I  behold  the  face  of  one 

Sleeping  alone  within  a  mossy  cave, 

With  her  face  up  to  heaven ;  that  seem'd  to  have 

Pleasing  remembruice  of  a  thought  foregone ; 

A  lovely  Beanty  in  a  sunmier  gravel 

NOVBMBBB,  1836. 
Even  bo  for  me  a  Vision  sanctified 
The  sway  of  Death;  long  ere  mine  eyes  had  seen 
Thy  countenance  —  the  still  rapture  of  thy  mien  — 
When  thou,  dear  Sister!  wert  become  Death's  Bride: 
No  trace  of  pain  or  languor  could  abide 
That  change ;  age  on  thy  brow  was  smooth'd,  thy  cold 
Wan  cheek  at  once  was  privileged  to  unfold 
A  lovehness  to  living  youth  denied.* 
0,  if  within  me  hope  should  e'er  decline, 
The  lamp  of  faith,  lost  Friend !  too  faintly  bum ; 
Then  may  that  Heaven -revealing  smile  of  thine. 
The  bright  assurance,  visibly  return : 
And  let  my  spirit  in  that  power  divine 
Bejoice,  as,  through  that  power,  it  ceased  to  mourn. 

It  is  a  beauteous  evening,  calm  and  free ; 
The  holy  time  is  quiet  as  a  Nun 
Breathless  with  adoration  ;  the  broad  Sun 
Is  sinking  down  in  its  tranquillity; 
The  gentleness  of  heaven  is  on  the  Sea: 
Listen!  the  mighty  Being  is  awake. 
And  d&th  with  His  eternal  motion  mako 
A  sound  like  thunder — everlastingly. 
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Dear  Child !  dear  Oirl !  that  walkest  with  me  here, 
If  thou  appear  uatonch'd  by  solemn  thought. 
Thy  nature  is  not  therefore  less  divine : 
Thou  hest  in  Abraham's  bosom  all  the  year; 
And  worshipp'st  at  the  Temple's  inner  shrine, 
God  being  with  thee  when  we  know  it  not. 

The  world  is  too  mnch  with  ns;  late  and  soon, 
Getting  and  spemiing,  we  la^  waste  our  powers: 
Little  we  see  in  Nature  that  is  ours; 
We've  given  our  hearts  away,  a  sordid  boon! 
This  Sea  that  bares  her  bosom  to  the  Moon; 
The  winds  that  will  bo  howling  at  all  hours, 
And  are  up-gather'd  now  like  sleeping  flowers; 
For  this,  for  every  thing,  we're  oat  of  tune; 
It  moves  ns  not.  —  Great  Godl  I'd  rather  be 
A  Pa^an  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn. 
So  might  I,  standing  on  this  pleasant  lea, 
Have  glimpses  that  would  malce  mo  less  forlorn; 
Have  sight  of  Proteus  rising  from  the  sea; 
Or  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wreathed  horn. 


A  VOLANT  Tribe  of  Bards  on  earth  are  found, 
Who,  while  the  flattering  Zephyrs  round  them  play. 
On  "coignea  of  vantage     hang  their  nests  of  clay; 
How  quickly  from  that  aery  hold  unbound, 
Dust  for  oblivion!    To  the  solid  ground 
Of  Nature  trusts  the  Mind  that  builds  for  aye; 
Convinced  that  there,  there  only,  she  can  lay 
Secure  foundations.     As  the  year  runs  round. 
Apart  she  toils  within  the  chosen  ring; 
While  the  stars  shine,  or  while  day's  purple  ey© 
Is  gently  closing  with  the  flowers  of  Spring; 
Where  even  the  motion  of  an  Angel's  wing 
Would  interrupt  th'  intense  tranquillity 
Of  silent  hills,  and  more  than  silent  sky. 

"  Weak  is  the  will  of  Man,  his  judgment  blind; 

Remembrance  persecutes,  and  hope  hetraye; 

Heavy  is  woe;  and  joy,  for  human-kind, 

A  mournful  thing,  so  transient  is  the  blassel" 

Thus  might  Ac  paint  our  lot  of  mortal  days 

Who  wants  the  glorious  faculty  assigned 

To  elevate  the  more-than-rcasoning  Mind, 
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And  colour  life's  dark  cloud  with  orient  raye. 
'  ImagicatioQ  is  that  eacred  power. 
Imagination  lofty  and  refined: 
'Tia  hers  to  pluck  the  amaninthine  flower 
Of  Faith,  and  round  the  Sufferer's  temples  hind 
Wreaths  that  endure  affliction's  heaviest  shower. 
And  do  not  shfink  from  sorrow's  keenest  wind. 

TO  THE  HBUOBY   OP  BAlSLEr  CALVERT.* 

Calteet,  it  must  not  be  nnheard  by  tliem 
Who  may  respect  my  name,  that  I  to  thee 
Owed  many  years  oi  early  liberty. 
This  care  was  thine  when  sickness  did  condemn 
Thy  youth  to  hopeless  wasting,  root  and  stem, — 
That  I,  if  frugal  and  severe,  might  stray 
Where'er  1  liked;  and  finally  array 
My  temples  with  the  Muse's  diadem. 
Hence;  if  in  freedom  I  have  loved  the  truth; 
If  there  be  aught  of  pure,  or  good,  or  great, 
In  my  past  verse;  or  shall  be,  in  the  lays 
Of  higher  mood  which  now  I  meditate;  — 
It  gladdens  me,  0  worthy,  short-lived  YouthI 
To  think  how  much  of  this  will  be  thy  praise. 

Scorn  not  the  Sonnet;  Critic,  you  have  frown'd. 

Mindless  of  its  jnst  honours:  with  this  key 

Shakespeare  iinlock'd  his  heart;  the  melody 

Of  this  small  lute  gave  ease  to  Petrarch's  wound; 

A  thousand  times  this  pipe  did  Tasso  sound; 

With  it  CamiienB  soothed  an  exile's  grief: 

The  Sonnet  glitter'd  a  gay  myrtle  leaf 

Amid  the  cypress  with  which  Dante  erown'd 

His  visionary  brow:  a  glow-worm  lamp. 

It  cheer'd  mild  Spenser,  call'd  from  Faery-land 

To  struggle  through  dark  ways ;  and,  when  a  damp 

Fell  round  the  path  of  Milton,  in  his  hand 

The  Thing  became  a  trumpet;  whence  he  blew 

Soul-animating  strains, —  alas,  too  few! 

How  sweet  it  ia,  when  mother  Fancy  rocks 
The  wayward  brain,  to  saitntcr  thi'ongh  a  wood! 

S  This  TODiigmandiedofcoiisaniptlon,  in  Jnnnar]'.  1T9S.  Dnrlni  Ms  sIcknesB  he 
mu  attendod  some  lime  liy  \VoriieH'orlh,  and  In  his  will  betiUBHtlHMTto  the  pool  nioe 
hotidred  ponhds.  Thia  happily  rescned  the  poet  trom  Ihe  nec«aB<(y  of  enmlat;  his 
bmad  by  wrltiiw  for  the  newspapere.  The  l>egiiest  wns  made  entirely  ffoin  confl- 
dawn,  on  the  donor's  part,  that  tVonlaworth  had  pon-ers  tmil  sttaimneals  irhIcA 
misbt  be  of  nu  to  maufclnd. 


WORDSWOBTH. 

An  old  place,  full  of  many  a  lovely  brood, 

Tall  treeB,  green  arbonra,  and  ground-flowers  in  flocks; 

And  wild  rose  tip-toe  upon  hawthorn  stocks. 

Like  a  bold  Girl,  who  playa  her  agile  pranks 

At  Wakes  and  Fairs  with  wandenng  Monntebanks, — 

When  she  stands  creating  the  Clown's  head,  and  mocks 

The  crowd  beneath  her.     Verily  I  think, 

Snch  place  to  me  is  sometimes  like  a  dream 

Or  map  of  the  whole  world:  thoughts,  link  by  link, 

Ettter  through  esas  and  eyesight,  with  Bneh  gleam 

Of  all  things,  that  at  last  in  feai'  I  shrink, 

And  leap  at  once  from  the  delicious  stream. 

Teanquillity!  the  sovereign  aim  wert  thoa 
In  heathen  schools  of  philoaophic  lore; 
Heart-stricken  by  stem  destiny  of  yore 
The  Tragic  Mnse  thee  served  with  thoughtful  vow; 
And  what  of  hope  Ely  slum  could  allow 
Was  fondly  seized  by  Sculpture,  to  restore 
Peace  to  the  mourner.     But  when  He  who  wore 
The  crown  of  thorns  around  His  bleeding  brow 
Warm'd  our  sad  being  with  celestial  light, 
Then  Arts  which  still  had  drawn  a  softening  grace 
From  shadowy  fountains  of  the  Infinite, 
Communed  with  that  Idea  face  to  face; 


Fair  Prime  of  life!  were  it  enough  to  gild 
With  ready  snubeama  every  straggling  shower; 
^    And,  if  an  unexpected  cloud  should  lour. 
Swiftly  thereon  a  rainbow  arch  to  build 
For  Fancy's  errands, —  then,  from  fields  half-till'd 
Gathering  green  weeds  to  mix  with  poppy  flower. 
Thee  might  thy  Minions  crown,  and  chant  thy  power, 
TJnpitiedby  the  wise,  all  censure  still'd. 
Ah!  show  that  worthier  honours  are  thy  due; 
Fair  Prime  of  life,  aronao  the  deeper  heart; 
Confirm  the  Spirit  glorying  to  pursue 
Some  path  of  steep  ascent  and  lofty  aim; 
And,  if  there  be  a  joy  that  slights  the  6laim 
Of  grateful  memory,  bid  that  joy  depart.* 

1  Boggesled  byobaervBtfon  of  Bib  wsy  !■  which  &  rojiag  frlmd.wlKim  I  do  not 
ciioafle  to  najuvOi  misBpenb  tuB  timo  and  DUsappUed  his  taleute-  He  took  utetWAraft 
ft  better  course,  anil  became  a  useful  member  of  sodety,  reapiicted,  I  beUere,  wlia» 
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If  the  whole  weight  of  what  we  think  and  feel. 

Save  only  far  ae  thought  and  feeling  blend 

With  action,  were  as  nothing,  patriot  Friend, 

From  thy  romonBtrance  would  bo  no  appeal: 

But  to  promote  and  fortify  the  weal 

Of  our  own  Being  is  her  paramount  end; 

A  truth  whioh  they  alone  shall  comprehend 

Who  shnn  the  mischief  which  they  cannot  heaL 

Peace  in  these  feverish  times  is  sovereign  bliss: 

Here,  with  no  thirst  bnt  what  the  stream  can  slake, 

And  startled  only  by  the  rustling  brake, 

Cool  air  I  breathe;  while  th'  nniucamber'd  Mind, 

By  some  weak  aims  at  services  assign'd 

To  gentle  Natures,  thanks  not  Heaven  amiss. 

*  XoT  Love,  nor  War,  nor  the  tumultuous  swell 
Of  civil  conflict,  nor  the  wrecks  of  change, 
Nor  Duty  strng^lin^  witli  afflictions  strange, — 
Not  these  alom  inspire  the  tuneful  shell; 
But  where  nntTOiibled  peace  and  concord  dwell. 
There  also  is  the  Muse  not  loth  to  range, 
Watching  the  twilight  smoke  of  cot  or  grange, 
Skyward  ascending  from  a  woody  dell. 
Meek  aspirations  please  her,  lone  endeavour, 
And  sage  content,  and  placid  melancholy; 
She  loves  to  gaze  upon  a  crystal  river, — 
Diaphanous  bccanse  it  travels  slowly; 
Soft  is  the  music  that  would  charm  for  ever; 
The  flower  of  sweetest  smell  ia  shy  and  lowly. 

COUPOSSO  AFTOB  A.  JOUBNET  ACROSS  THE  HAILBLBXON   HILU; 
Y0BK8HIBE, 

Dabs  and  more  dark  the  shades  of  evening  fellj 
The  wish*d-for  point  was  rcach'd, — but  at  an  hour 
When  Uttle  could  be  gain'd  from  that  rich  dower 
Of  prospect  whereof  many  thousands  tell. 
Yet  did  the  glowing  West  with  marvellous  power 
Salute  ns;  there  stood  Indian  citadel, 
Temjde  of  Greece,  and  minster  with  its  tower 
Substantially  express'd,  —  a  place  for  bell 
Or  clock  to  toll  from!     Many  a  tempting  isle, 
With  groves  that  never  were  imagined,  lay 
'Mid  seas  how  steadfast!  objects  all  for  th'  eya 
Of  silent  raptnre;  but  we  felt  the  while 


tittle 


WOBDBWOBTH. 


We  ehonld  foi^et  them;  they  are  of  the  sky. 
And  from  our  earthly  memory  fade  away.' 


And  from  oar  eaitlil]r  memoiy  (Ue  amj'." 
Those  words  were  utter'd  as  in  penAivo  mood 
We  tum'd,  departing  from  that  Bolcmn  aight; 
A  contrast  and  reproach  to  grogs  delight, 
And  life's  imspiritual  pleasures  daily  woo'dl 
But  now  upon  this  thought  I  cannot  brood; 
It  is  unstable  as  a  dream  of  night; 
Ifor  will  I  praise  a  cloud,  however  bright. 
Disparaging  Man's  gifts,  and  proper  food. 
Grove,  isle,  with  every  shape  of  sky-built  dom^ 
Though  clad  in  colours  beautiful  and  pure. 
Find  in  the  heart  of  man  no  natural  home: 
Tb'  immortal  mind  craves  objects  that  endure: 
These  cleave  to  it;  from  these  it  cannot  roam, 
Xor  they  from  it:  their  fellowship  is  secure. 

8EPTEUBEB,    1815. 

While  not  a  leaf  seems  faded;  while  the  fielda, 

With  ripening  harvest  prodigally  fair. 

In  brightest  sunshine  bask;  this  nipping  airi 

Sent  from  some  distant  clime  where  Winter  wields 

His  icy  scimitar,  a  foretaste  yields 

Of  bitter  change,  and  bids  the  Sbwers  beware; 

And  whispers  to  the  silent  birds,  "  Prepare 

Agaiaat  the  threatening  foe  vour  trustiest  shields." 

For  me,  who  under  kindlier  laws  belong 

To  Nature's  tuneful  quire,  this  rustling  dry 

Threngh  leaves  yet  green,  and  yon  crystilline  sky. 

Announce  a  season  potent  to  renew, . 

'Mid  frost  and  snow,  th'  instinctive  joys  of  song, 

And  nobler  cares  than  listless  Summer  knew. 

NOVEMBER   1. 

How  clear,  how  keen,  hov  marvellously  bright 
The  effluence  from  yon  distant  mountain's  head. 
Which,  strewn  with  snow  smooth  as  the  sky  can  shed. 
Shines  like  another  sun, — on  mortal  sight 
Uprisen,  as  if  to  check  approaching  Night, 
And  all  her  twinkling  stars.     Who  now  would  tread, 

iber  41h,  IXa,  after  a  Jootd 
'  tbo  day  of  my  matriAjn- 
^ Author' I  Notet, 
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If  BO  he  might,  jod  mountain's  glittering  bead, — 
TerreBtrial,  but  a  earface,  br  the  flight 
Of  sad  mortality's  earth-HulIying  wing, 
Unswept,  unstain'd?    Not  shall  th'  aerial  Powers 
Dissolve  that  beantj,  destined  to  endure. 
White,  radiant,  spotless,  exqaisitelj  pnre, 
Through  all  Ticissitudes,  till  genial  Spritig 
Has  fill'd  the  laughing  vales  with  welcome  flowers. 

OOIfPOSED  DUBING  A  8T0KH. 
One  who  was  suffering  tumnlt  in  his  soul 
Yet  fail'd  to  seek  the  sure  relief  of  prayer, 
Went  forth, — his  course  sarrendenng  to  the  care 
Of  the  fierce  wind,  while  mid-day  lightnings  prowl 
Insidiously,  untimely  thunders  growl ; 
WhUe  trees,  dim-seen,  in  frenzied  nnmbers,  tear 
The  littering  remnant  of  their  yellow  hair, 
And  shivering  wolves,  sniprised  with  darkness,  howl 
As  if  the  Sun  were  not.     He  raised  bis  eye 
Soul-smitten;  for,  that  instant,  did  appear 
Large  space  ('mid  dreadful  clondg)  of  purest  sky. 
An  azure  disc, —  shield  of  Tranquillity; 
Invisible,  unlook'd-for  minister 
Of  providential  goodness  over  nighl 

TO  A  BSOW-DBOP. 

LONB  Flower,  hemm^  in  with  snows  and  white  as  they, 

But  hardier  far,  once  more  I  see  thee  bend 

Thy  forehead,  aa  if  fearful  to  oScnd, 

Like  an  unbidden  gnest.     Though,  day  by  day, 

Storms,  sallying  from  the  moantoin-topa,  way-lay 

The  rising  Sun,  and  on  the  plains  descend; 

Tet  art  thou  welcome,  welcome  as  a  friend 

Whose  zeal  outruns  his  promiBel    Blue-eyed  May 

Shall  soon  behold  this  border  thickly  set 

With  bright  jonquila,  their  odours  lavishing 

On  the  soft  west-wind  and  his  frolic  peers; 

Nor  will  I  then  thy  modest  grace  forget. 

Chaste  Snow-drop,  ventiirous  harbinger  of  Spring, 

And  pensive  monitor  of  fleeting  years  1 

TO  LADY  BEAUMONT. 
Lady!  the  songs  of  Spring  were  in  the  grove 
While  I  was  shaping  beds  for  winter  flowers; 
While  I  was  planting  green  unfading  bowers. 
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And  sbrabe, — to  hattg  Bpon  the  warm  &Iqot« 

And  shetteriog  wall ;  and  still,  as  fancy  wore 

The  dream,  to  time  and  N^atnre's  blended  poven 

I  gave  this  paradise  for  winter  honrs, — 

A  labyrinth,  Ladyl  which  jour  feet  shall  rove, 

YesI  when  the  sun  of  life  more  feebly  shines. 

Becoming  thoughts,  I  tmst,  of  solemn  gloom 

Or  of  high  gladness  yon  shall  hither  bnng; 

And  these  perennial  bowers  and  mnrmuring  pines 

Be  graeions  as  the  music  and  the  bloom 

And  all  the  mighty  ravishment  of  Spring. 

Thbbe  is  apkasure  in  pottto  pains 

WTtieh  only  Poets  know; — 'twas  rightly  said: 

Whom  could  the  Muaea  else  allure  to  tread 

Their  smoothest  paths,  to  wear  their  lightest  chains? 

When  happiest  Fancy  has  inspired  the  strains. 

How  oft  the  malice  of  one  inckleaa  word 

Pursues  th'  Enthusiast  to  the  social  board, 

Haunts  him  belated  on  the  silemt  plsinsl 

Yet  he  repines  not,  if  his  thunght  stand  clear. 

At  last,  of  hindrance  and  obscurity, 

Fresh  as  the  star  that  crowns  the  brow  of  mom; 

Bright,  speekless,  as  a  softly-moulded  tear 

The  moment  it  has  left  the  virgin's  eye. 

Or  rain-drop  lingering  on  the  pointed  thorn. 

The  Shepherd,  looking  eastward,  softly  said, 

"  Bright  IS  thy  veil,  0  Moon,  as  thon  art  hrightl" 

Forthwith  that  little  cloud,  in  ether  spread 

And  penetrated  all  with  tender  light. 

She  cast  away,  and  show'd  her  fulgent  head 

Uncover'd;  dazzling  the  Beholder^  sight. 

As  if  to  vindicate  her  beauty's  right. 

Her  beauty  thoughtlessly  disparaged. 

Meanwhile  that  veil,  removed  or  thrown  aside, 

Went  floating  from  her,  darkening  as  it  went; 

AJnd  a  huge  mass,  to  bury  or  to  hide, 

Approach'd  this  glory  of  the  firmament; 

Who  meekly  yields,  and  is  obscured, — content 

With  one  calm  triumph  of  a  modest  pride. 

When  haughty  expectations  prostrate  lie. 
And  grandeur  crouches  like  a  guilty  thing. 
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Oft  shall  tlie  lowly  ireak,  till  nature  bring 

Mature  release,  in  fair  society 

Survive,  and  Fortune's  utmost  anger  try; 

Like  these  frail  snow-drops  that  together  cling, 

And  nod  their  helmets,  smitten  by  the  wiug 

Of  many  a  furious  whiri-blaat  sweeping  by. 

Observe  the  faithful  flowersi  if  small  to  great 

May  lead  the  thongiits,  thus  struggling  used  to  Btaud 

Th  Emathiau  phalanx,  nobly  obstinate; 

And  BO  the  bright  immortal  Thcban  band. 

Whom  onset,  fercely  tilled  at  Jove's  command. 

Might  overwhelm,  but  uould  not  sepanite! 

Hail,  Twilight,  aovereign  of  one  peaceful  honrt 

Not  dull  art  then  aa  undisceming  Night; 

But  studious  onlj  to  remove  from  sight 

Day's  mutable  distinctioua.     Ancient  Power! 

Thus  did  the  waters  gleam,  the  mountains  lour. 

To  the  rude  Briton,  when,  in  wolf-skin  vest 

Hero  roving  wild,  he  laid  him  down  to  rest 

On  the  bare  rock,  or  through  a  leafy  bower 

Look'd  ere  his  eyes  were  closed.     By  him  was  seen 

The  sdf-same  Vision  which  we  now  behold, 

At  thy  meek  bidding,  shadowy  Power!  brought  forth; 

These  mighty  barriers,  and  the  gulf  between; 

The  flood,  the  stars, —  a  epeetacle  as  old 

As  the  beginning  of  ttie  Heavens  and  EarthI 

"With  how  sad  steps,  O  Moon,  thou  climb'st  the  sky, 
"  How  silently,  and  with  how  wan  a  face! " 
Where  art  thou?  thou  so  often  seen  on  high 
Running  among  the  clouds  a  Wood-nymph's  race! 
Unhappy  Nuns,  whose  common  breath's  a  sigh 
Which  they  would  stifle,  move  at  such  a  pace! 
The  northern  Wind,  to  call  thee  to  the  chase, 
Must  blow  to-night  his  bugle  horn.     Had  I 
The  power  of  Merlin,  Goddess!  this  should  be: 
And  all  the  stars,  fast  as  the  clouds  were  riven, 
Should  sally  forth,  to  keep  thee  company. 
Hurrying  and  sparkling  through  the  clear  blue  hcayen; 
_Bnt,  Cynthia!  should  to  thee  the  palm  be  given, 
Qneen  both  for  beauty  and  for  majesty. 

Even  as  a  dr^on's  eyo  that  feels  the  stress 
Of  a  bedimming  sleep,  or  as  a  lamp 
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Suddenly  glaring  through  sepalchral  dsaap, 
So  burns  yon  Taper  'mid  a  black  recess 
Of  mountains,  silent,  dreary,  motionless: 
Tlie  lake  below  reflects  it  not;  the  sky 
Muffled  in  clouds,  affords  no  company 
To  mitigate  and  cheer  itB  lonehnese. 
Yet,  ronnd  the  body  o(  that  joyless  Thing 
Which  sends  so  far  its  melancholy  light. 
Perhaps  are  seated  in  domestic  ring 
A  gay  society  with  faces  bright. 
Conversing,  reading,  laaghing;  —  or  they  sing, 
While  hearts  and  voices  in  the  song  unite. 

The  stars  are  mansions  built  by  Nature's  hand, 
And,  haply,  there  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
Dwell,  clothed  in  radiance,  their  immortal  vest; 
Huge  Ocean  shows,  within  his  yellow  strand, 
A  habitation  marvellously  plann'd, 
For  life  to  occupy  in  love  and  rest; 
Ail  than;  we  see  is  dome,  or  vault,  or  nest, 
Or  fortress,  rear'd  at  Nature's  sage  command. 
Glad  thought  for  every  season!  but  the  Spring 
Gave  it  while  cares  were  weighing  on  my  heart, 
'Mid  song  of  birds,  and  insects  murmnring; 
And  while  the  youthful  year's  prolific  art — 
Of  bud,  leaf,  blade,  and  flower — was  fashiouiiig 
Abodes  where  self-disturbance  hath  no  part. 

Despondikq  Fatherl  mark  this  alter'd  bough, 
^o  beautiful  of  late,  with  sunshine  warm'd. 
Or  moist  with  dews;  what  more  unsightly  nov. 
Its  blossoms  shrivell'd,  and  its  fruit,  if  fona'd. 
Invisible?  yet  Spring  her  genial  brow 
Knits  not  o'er  that  mscolouring  and  decay 
As  false  to  expectation.    Nor  fret  thoa 
At  like  unlovely  process  in  the  May 
Of  human  life:  a  Stripling's  graces  blow, 
Fade  and  are  shed,  that  from  their  timely  fall 

glisdeem  it  not  a  cankerous  cbauge)  may  grov 
ch  mellow  bearings,  that  for  thanks  shall  call: 
In  all  men,  sinful  is  it  to  be  slow 
To  hope, —  in  Parents,  sinfnl  above  all. 

Brook!  whose  society  the  Poet  seeks, 
Intent  his  wasted  spirits  to  renew; 
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And  whom  the  curions  Poiuter  doth  pursue 
Through  rocky  piuaes,  among  flowery  creokB, 
And  ti-acks  thee  dancing  down  thy  watcr-hreaka ; 
If  wish  verc  mine  some  type  of  thee  to  view, 
Type,  aud  not  thee  thyself,  I  would  not  do 
Ltke  Grecian  Artists,  give  thee  liuman  cheeks, 
Channels  for  tears ;  no  Naiad  shouldst  thou  be, — 
Have  neither  limbs,  feet,  feathers,  joints  nor  hairs: 
It  seems  th'  EtCmal  Soul  is  clothea  in  thee 
With  purer  robes  than  those  of  flesh  and  blood, 
And  hath  bestow'd  on  thee  a  safer  good; 
Unwearied  joy,  and  life  without  its  cares. 

COMPOSED   UPON   WESTUINSTEB  BBIDOE,   BEPT.  3,   1803. 

Eabth  has  not  any  thing  to  show  more  fair: 
Dnll  would  he  be  of  sool  who  conld  pass  by 
A  sight  so  touching  in  its  mag'esty; 
This  City  now  doth,  tike  a  garment,  wear 
The  beauty  of  the  momiug;  silent,  bare. 
Ships,  towers,  domes,  theatres,  aud  temples  lie 
Open  unto  the  fields,  and  to  the  sky ; 
All  bright  and  ghttering  iu  the  smokeless  air. 
Never  did  Sun  more  beautifully  steep. 
In  his  first  splendour,  valley,  rock,  or  hill; 
Ne'er  saw  I,  never  felt,  a  calm  so  deep! 
The  river  glideth  at  his  own  sweet  will: 
Dear  God!  the  very  bouses  seem  asleep; 
And  all  that  mighty  heart  is  lyiug  Btill! 


Tbbt  caird  Thee  Mekby  England,  in  old  time: 

A  happy  people  won  for  thee  that  name 

With  envy  heard  in  many  a  distant  clime; 

And,  spite  of  change,  for  me  thou  keep'st  the  same 

Endearing  title,  a  responsive  chime 

To  the  heart's  fond  belief;  though  some  there  are 

Whose  sterner  judgments  deem  that  word  a  snare 

For  inattentive  Fancy,  like  the  lime 

That  foolish  birds  are  caught  with.     Can,  I  ask. 

This  face  of  rural  beauty  be  a  mask 

For  discontent,  and  poverty,  and  crime? 

These  spreading  towns  a  cloak  for  lawless  will? 

Forbid  it,  Heaven! — and  Mebby  Enqland  still 

Shall  be  thy  rightful  name,  in  prose  and  rhymel 


)  woanswoRTa. 

OXFORD,  MAT  30,  1830. 

Yb  sacred  Nurseries  of  blooming  Youth, 

In  whose  eollegiiite  shelter  England's  Flowers 

Expand,  enjoying  through  their  yemal  hours 

The  ttir  of  liberty,  the  light  of  truth; 

Much  have  ye  suffor'd  from  Time's  gnawing  tooth; 

Yet,  0  ye  spires  of  OxfordI  domes  and  toweral 

Gardens  and  groves  I  your  prosenco  oyerpowers 

The  soberness  of  reason;  till,  in  sooth, 

Transform'd,  and  rushing  on  a  bold  exchange 

I  slight  my  own  bclovijd  Cam,  to  range 

Where  silver  Isis  loads  my  sfcriph'ng  feet; 

Pace  the  long  avenue,  or  glide  adown 

The  stream-hke  windings  of  that  glorious  street, — 

An  eager  Novice  robed  m  flattering  gown! 

OXFORD,    MAT  30,    1820. 

Shamf  on  this  faithless  heart!  that  conld  allow 
Such  transport,  though  but  for  a  moment's  space; 
Not  while  — to  aid  the  spirit  of  the  place — 
The  crescent  Moon  clove  with  its  ghttering  prow 
The  clouds,  or  night-bird  sang  from  shady  bongh; 
But  in  plain  daylight:  — She,  too,  at  my  side, 
Who,  with  hor  heart's  experience  satisfied. 
Maintains  inviolate  its  slightest  vow!  • 
Sweet  Fancy,  other  gifts  must  I  receive; 
Proofs  of  a  higher  sovereignty  I  claim: 
Take  from  her  brow  the  withering  flowers  of  eve. 
And  to  that  brow  life's  morning  wreiitli  restore; 
Let  her  be  comprehended  in  the  fi-amo 
Of  these  illusions,  or  they  please  no  more. 

A   PARSONAGE  IN   OXFOEDSHIBE.' 

Where  holy  ground  begins,  nnbatlow'd  ends, 
Is  mark'd  by  no  distinguishable  lino ; 
The  tiirf  unites,  the  pathways  intertwine ; 
And,  whercsoe'cr  the  stealing  footstep  tends. 
Garden,  and  that  domain  where  kindred,  fricuds, 

I  BeibrTint:  to  Uiopoot'swUb,  who  Accompanied  him  on  bUTUltto  Qicfonl  atthia 
ite.  In  what  IbUowB,  the  poet  ohockB  hla  Ptincx,  which  hud  bIidobI;  traDaformeci  him 
■■"-■--ndcni.Bnri  reealla  it  to  "- "— '  •■—' "' ^-■--• 


piest  kindiinva, 

7   Where  the 

Amon^  tho  Alpfli  reejded : 


ly  of  ica  best  uod  h; 


excellent  pcraoii,  ouo  ormy  carUoat  and  dearest  Mends,  died  in  the  yesr 
low.  TT  u  n-cro  undoigmduBlcs  together  of  the  ftiuno  year,  at  [ha  eiune  collesc ;  and 
compauioDH  in  many  a  delightful  nimblo  through  hUoivn  ramantic  uounlry  of  North 
Wku«.    Oui  long  meudship  waa  nerersulijccttoaiiiiiomonl'sintenruptlau." 
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And  DeighboarB  rest  together,  here  confound 

Their  Bcveral  features,  mingled  like  the  soand 

Of  many  waters,  or  tis  evening  blends 

With  shady  night.    Soft  airs,  from  Bbrub  and  floirer. 

Waft  fr^arant  greetings  to  each  silent  grave ; 

And  while  those  lofty  poplars  gently  wave 

Their  tops,  between  them  comes  and  goes  a  sky 

Bright  as  the  glimpses  of  eternity 

To  sainta  accorded  in  their  mortal  hour. 

COKPOSED  AUONO  THE  KU1N8  OF  A.   CASTLE   IK   MOBTQ  WALES. 

Theodoh  shatter'd  gallories,  'mid  roofless  halls. 
Wandering  with  fcimid  footsteps  oft  betray'd, 
The  Stranger  aigha,  nor  scruploB  to  upbraid 
Old  Time,  though  ho,  gentlest  among  the  Thralls 
Of  Destiny,  upon  these  wounds  hath  laid 
His  lenient  touohes,  soft  as  light  that  falls. 
From  the  wan  Moon,  npon  the  towers  and  walls. 
Light  deepening  the  profoundest  sleep  of  shade. 
Belie  of  Kings !  Wreck  of  forgotten  wars. 
To  winds  ahandon'd  and  the  prying  stars. 
Time  loves  Thee  I  at  his  c^l  the  seasons  twine 
Luxuriant  wrBaths  around  thy  forehead  hoar ; 
And,  though  past  pomp  no  changes  can  restore, 
A  soothing  recompense,  his  gift,  is  thine  I 

AT  FLORENCE.  —  TEOM  MICHAEL  ANOELO. 
Eapt  above  Earth  by  power  of  one  fair  face. 
Hers  in  whose  sway  alone  my  heart  deligjhts, 
I  mingle  with  the  blest  on  those  pure  heights 
Where  Man,  yet  raortiil,  rarely  finds  aplaco. 
With  Him  who  made  the  Work  that  Work  accoi-ds 
So  well,  that  by  its  help  and  through  His  grace 
I  raise  my  thonghts,  inform  my  deeds  and  words, 
Clasping  her  beauty  in  my  soul's  embrace. 
Thus,  if  from  two  fair  eyes  mine  cannot  turn, 
I  feel  how  in  their  presence  doth  abide 
Light  which  to  God  is  both  the  way  and  guide ; 
And,  kindling  at  their  lustre,  if  I  burn. 
My  noble  fire  emits  the  joyful  ray 
That  through  the  realms  of  glory  shines  for  aye. 

AT    FLOKENCE.  —  FEOM    MICHAEL   ANQELO. 

Eternal  Lord !  eased  of  a  cumbrous  load. 
And  loosen'd  from  the  world,  I  turn  to  Thee ; 
Shun,  like  a  shatter'd  bark,  the  stomi,  and  fle« 


tittle 


8S  irOKDSWOBTH. 

To  Thy  protection  for  ft  safe  ftbode. 

The  crown  of  thorns,  hands  pierced  upon  the  tree, 

The  meek,  benign,  and  lacerated  face, 

To  a  BiDoere  repentance  promise  grace, 

To  the  sad  soul  give  hope  of  pardon  frco. 

With  justice  mark  not  Thon,  0  Light  divine! 

My  fault,  nor  hear  it  with  Thy  sacred  ear; 

Neither  put  forth  that  way  Thy  arm  severe ; 

Wash  with  thy  blood  my  siua ;  thereto  inclioe 

More  readily  the  more  my  years  require 

Help,  and  forgiven  ess  speedy  and  entire. 

IS  LOHBARDT. 

See,  where  his  difBcnlt  way  that  Old  Man  winfi 
Bent  by  a  load  of  Kulberry  leaves  1    Most  hard 
Appears  Ms  lot,  to  the  small  Worm's  compared. 
For  whom  his  toil  with  early  day  begins. 
Acknowledging  no  task-master,  at  will 
(As  if  her  labour  and  her  case  were  twins) 
She  seems  to  work,  at  pleasure  to  lie  still ; 
And  softly  sleeps  within  the  thread  she  spins. 
So  fare  they,  —  the  man  serving  as  her  Slave, 
Ere  long  tfieir  fates  do  each  to  each  conform : 
Both  pass  into  new  being,  —  bnt  the  Worm, 
Transfigured,  sinks  into  a  hopeless  grave; 
His  volant  Spirit  will,  he  trusts,  ascend 
To  blisB  unbounded,  glory  without  end. 

THE   IHFANT   M M . 

TTNquiET  Childhood  here  by  special  grace 

Forgets  her  nature,  opening  like  a  flower 

That  neither  feeds  nor  wastes  its  vital  power 

In  painful  struggles.    Mouths  each  other  chaee, 

And  nought  untunes  that  Infant's  voice;*  no  trace 

Of  fretful  temper  sullies  her  pure  cheek ; 

Prompt,  lively,  self-sufficing,  yet  so  meek 

That  one  eurapt  with  gazing  on  her  fece 

(Which  even  the  placid  innocence  of  death 

Could  scarcely  make  more  placid,  heaven  more  bright) 

Might  learn  to  picture,  for  the  eye  of  faith, 

The  Virgin,  as  she  shone  with  kindred  light; 

A  nursling  couch'd  upon  her  mother's  knee. 

Beneath  some  shady  paira  of  Galilee. 

S    Thli  Inthnt  mia  Muiy  Mnnkhoase,  the  only  danShter  of  Wordsira'tli'H  Meua 
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TO  ,  IS  HBB  8ETENTIETH  TEAB.' 

Such  age  how  beautiful!    O  Lady  bright, 

Whose  mortal  lineamGats  aocm  all  refined 

By  favouriDg  Kature  and  a  saintly  Mind 

To  something  purer  and  more  exquisite 

Than  SeBh  sod  blood ;  whene'er  tnoa  meot'st  my  sight, 

When  I  behold  thy  blancb'd  unwither'd  cheek. 

Thy  temples  fringed  with  locks  of  gleaming  white. 

And  head  that  droops  because  the  soul  is  meek. 

Thee  with  the  welcome  Snowdrop  I  compare ; 

That  child  of  Winter,  prompting  thoughts  that  climb 

From  desolation  towai-d  tho  gonial  prime ; 

Or  with  the  Moon  conquering  earth's  misty  air. 

And  filling  more  and  more  -with  crystal  light 

As  peosiTe  Erening  deepens  into  night. 

TO  &OTHA  Q , 

Botha,  my  Spritual  Child  I  this  head  was  grey 

"When  at  the  sacred  font  for  thee  I  stood; 

Pledged  till  thou  reach  the  verge  of  womanhood. 

And  shalt  become  thy  own  sufficient  stay: 

Too  late,  I  feel,  sweet  Orphan!  was  the  day 

For  steadfast  hope  the  contract  to  fulfil ; 

Yet  shall  my  blessing  hover  o'er  thee  still. 

Embodied  in  the  music  of  this  La\ 

Breathed  forth  beside  the-  peaceful  raouatain  Stream 

Whose  murmur  soothed  thy  languid  Mother's  ear 

After  her  throes,  —  this  Stream  of  name  more  dear 

Since  thou  dost  bear  it;' — a  memorial  theme 

For  others ;  for  thy  future  self,  a  spell 

To  summon  fancies  out*of  Time's  dark  cell. 

Why  art  thou  silent  ?    Is  thy  love  a  plant 
Of  eueh  weak  fibre  that  the  treacherous  air 
Of  absence  withers  what  was  once  so  fair  ? 
Is  there  no  debt  to  pay,  no  boon  to  grant? 
Yet  have  my  thoughts  for  thee  been  vigilant,^ 
Bound  to  thy  service  with  imceasing  care, 
The  mind's  least  generous  wish  a  mendicant 
For  nought  but  ^at  thy  happiness  could  spare. 
Speak,  —  though  this  soft  warm  heart,  once  free  to  hold 
A  thousand  tender  pleasures,  thine  and  mine, 
•  I«dTntwenU,^d«>raribedtothei>Mthr  I^dTBeaomont. 


flows  inio  Windermere  from  tbe  Lsboa  of 

Jaiighter  of  Mr.  Ediranl  QulUln  - 

irilb,  iTSB  Dum1«a  to  tbe  poet's  daoghtec  Don. 


■jdaL—Thfl  oUkl  woa  the  daughter  of  Hr.  Edward  QulUluao,  who,  after  the  deMli 
othit  Hit*  '^**  """"  «-— J--J  •*  .K-  — ,,^  .1 1.. —  r^ — 
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Be  left  more  deaolato,  more  dreary  cold 

Than  a  forsalieii  bird's-nest  fill'd  with  snow 

'Mid  its  own  bush  of  leafless  eglantine, — 

Speak,  that  my  torturing  doubts  their  end  may  know  I  ■ 

A  Poet!  —  He  hath  pat  his  heart  to  eehool. 

Nor  dares  to  more  unpropp'd  upon  the  atafF 

Which  Art  hath  lodged  within  his  hand, — mnet  langli 

By  precept  only,  and  shed  tears  by  rale. 

Toy  Art  be  Nature ;  the  live  current  qni^, 

And  let  the  groveller  sip  his  stagnant  pool, 

In  fear  that  else,  when  Critics  grave  and  cool 

Have  kill'd  him.  Scorn  should  write  his  epitaph. 

How  does  the  Moadow-flower  its  bloom  nnfoia  ? 

Because  the  lovely  httle  flower  is  free 

Down  to  its  root,  and,  in  that  freedom,  bold; 

And  so  the  grandeur  of  the  Forest- tree 

Gomes  not  by  casting  in  a  formal  mould, 

But  from  its  own  divine  vitaUty.* 

The  moat  alluring  clouds  that  mount  the  sky 
Owe  to  a  troubled  element  their  forms, 
Their  hues  to  sunset.  .  If  with  raptured  eye 
We  watch  their  splendour,  shall  we  covet  storms, 
And  wish  the  Lord  of  day  his  slow  decline 
Would  hasten,  that  such  pomp  may  float  on  high? 
Behold,  already  they  forget  to  shine, 
Dissolve,  —  and  leave  to  him  who  gazed  a  sigh. 
Not  loth  to  thank  each  moment  for  its  boon 
Of  pure  delight,  come  wheiicesoe'er  it  may, 
Peace  let  us  seek, — to  steadfast  things  attune 
Calm  expectations ;  leaving  to  the  gay 
And  volatile  their  love  of  transient  bowers, 
The  house  that  cannot  pass  away  be  ours  I 

COMPOSED   ON   A  MAT  UOBNINO,   1838. 

Life  with  yon  Lambs,  like  day,  is  just  begun. 
Yet  Nature  seems  to  them  a  heavenly  gnida 
Does  ]ov  approach  ?  they  meet  the  coming  tide ; 
And  aiillenness  avoid,  as  now  they  shun 

1  Thle-soDnet  was,  ill  flict,  wriCU 
O^Joet,  bnl  merely  to  prore  to  mraol 
thntpoeta  havo  l>een  fnnil  of.  — Aulmirt  i.urw. 

3  licnB  impcUcd  to  writo  this  sonnet  by  the  <Ii^niBting  freqaeiH^  withirliinti  tito 
word  irltwtioUii  i-mployc^  liy  writers  of  Cno  prueent  ilny.  VoTartmierU  let  them  buI>. 
MllutB  artiflrtal.  and  tlin  poetry  written  on  liiia  syateni  will  lie,  far  the  moat  f^it, 
nwh  b<!ltorch.iraterlBecl.— ili.lfciir'1  Kotet. 


nsCELLAlTBOUS  BONNETS. 

Pale  twilight's  lingering  glooniB, — and  in  tbe  son 
Conch  near  their  dams,  with  qaiet  satisfied ; 
Or  gambol,  —  each  with  his  shadow  at  his  side, 
Varying  its  shape  wherever  he  may  mn. 
Aa  they  from  turf  yet  hoar  with  sfeepy  dew 
All  tnm,  and  conrt  the  shiniDg  and  the  green. 
Where  herbs  look  np,  and  opening  flowers  are  seen; 
Why  to  God's  goodness  cannot  We  be  true. 
And  so.  His  gifts  and  promisee  between. 
Feed  to  the  last  on  pleasures  ever  new  ? 

TO  A  PAIBTEE. 

All  praise  the  likeness  by  thy  skill  portray'd; 

But  'tis  a  fruitless  task  to  paint  for  me. 

Who,  yielding  not  to  changes  time  has  made, 

By  the  habitual  light  of  memory  see 

Eyes  iinbcdimm'd,  see  bloom  that  cannot  fade. 

And  smiles  that  from  their  hirth-placc  ne'er  shall  & 

Into  the  land  where  ghosts  and  pliantoma  he; 

And,  seeing  this,  own  nothing  in  its  stead. 

Couldst  thou  go  baQk  into  far-distant  years. 

Or  share  with  mo,  fond  thonght!  that  inward  eye, 

Then,  and  then  only.  Painter,  eonld  thy  Art 

The  visual  powers  of  Nature  satisfy. 

Which  hold,  whatc'er  to  common  sight  appears, 

Their  sovereign  empire  in  a  faithful  heart.* 

OK  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

Though  I  beheld  at  first  with  blank  surprise 
This  Work,  I  now  have  gazed  on  it  so  long 
I  see  its  truth  with  unreluctant  eyes. 
0,  my  BelovM  I  I  have  done  thee  wrong, 
ConscioaB  of  biased ness,  but,  whence  it  sprang. 
Ever  too  heedless,  as  I  now  perceive : 
Mom  into  noon  did  pass,  noon  into  eve. 
And  the  old  day  was  welcome  as  the  young. 
As  welcome,  and  as  beautiful,  —  in  sooth 
More  heantifnl,  as  being  a  thing  more  holy : 
Thanks  to  thy  virtues,  to  th'  eternal  youth 
Of  all  thy  goodness,  never  melancholy ; 
To  thy  large  heart  and  humble  mind,  that  cast 
Into  one  vision,  future,  prcaeat,  past. 
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Habe  I  'tis  the  Thrush,  undaunted,  uDdeprest, 
By  twilight  premature  uf  cloud  and  rain; 
"Not  does  that  roaring  wind  deaden  his  etraia 
Who  carols  thinking  o£  hie  Love  and  neat. 
And  seems,  ae  more  incited,  still  more  blest. 
Thanks  I  thou  hast  snapp'd  a  fire-side  Prisoner'a  chain. 
Exulting  Warbler!  eased  a  fretted  brain. 
And  in  a  moment  charm'd  my  careB  to  re?t. 
Yes,  I  will  forth,  bold  Bird,  and  front  the  blast. 
That  we  may  aing  together,  if  thou  wilt. 
So  loud,  BO  clear,  my  Partner  through  life's  day. 
Mute  in  her  nest  lore-chosen,  if  not  love-built 
Like  thiue,  shall  gladden,  as  in  seasons  past, 
Thrill'd  bv  loose  snatches  of  the  social  Lay. 
Rydal  "Mount,  1838. 

Fly,  some  kind  Harbinger,  to  Grasmere^ale  I 

Say  that  we  come,  and  come  by  this  day's  light; 

Fly  upon  swiftest  wing  round  field  and  height, 

But  chiefly  let  one  Cottage  hear  the  tale; 

There  let  a  mystery  of  joy  prevail, 

The  kitten  frolic,  like  a  gamesome  sprite. 

And  Hover  whine,  as  at  a  second  sight 

Of  near-approaching  good  that  shall  not  fail : 

And  from  that  Infants  face  let  ^'oy  appear; 

Yea,  let  our  Mary's  one  companion  chUd  — 

That  hath  her  six  weeks'  solitude  beguiled 

With  intimations  manifold  and  dear, 

While  we  have  wander'd  over  wood  and  wild  — 

Smile  on  his  Mother  now  with  bolder  cheer.*  [1803. 

TO  THE   BIVEB   DEEWENT. 

Auoifa  the  mountains  we  were  nnrsed,  loved  StreamI 

Thou  near  the  eagle's  nest, — within  brief  sail, 

I,  of  his  bold  wing  floating  on  the  gale. 

Where  thy  deep  voice  could  lull  me  I    Faint  the  beam 

Of  human  life  when  first  allow'd  to  gleam 

On  mortal  notice.  — Glory  of  the  vale, 

Such  thy  meek  outset,  with  a  crown,  though  frail. 

Kept  in  perpetual  verdure  by  the  steam 

Of  thy  soft  breath !    Ijess  vivid  wreath  entwined 

Kemteau  victor's  brow ;  less  bright  was  worn, 

Thli  saanet  was  mado  Dpon  (he  occasion  ot  the  poet  and  his  sister  retornlw 
m  a  long  tour  wMch  they  had  taken,  moBtl;  on  foot,  tbruuKh  tbtIoob  pons  of  Boot. 
d.  The  Bothor  talla  ua  they  reached  home  Hie  rerf  day  or  Uie  compositioa.  HU 
I  child  van  bom  a  ehort  time  liefbie  bo  set  out  on  the  toDr. 
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Heed  of  some  Boman  chief,  —  in  triumph  borne 
With  captivea  chain'd;  and  shedding  from  his  car 
The  snnBet  aplendonra  of  a  fiiiieh'd  war 
Upon  the  prond  enslavers  of  mankind  I 

IN  SIGHT  OP  THE  TOWN  OF  COCKERMO0TH, 
tWktrt  the  Author  uat  born,  and  Um  PtakiT'i  nmaini  an  laid.) 

A  POINT  of  life  between  my  Parents'  dust. 
And  yonrs,  my  bnried  Little-ones  I  am  I ; 
And  to  those  graves  looking  habitnally 
In  kindred  quiet  I  repose  my  tmst. 
Death  to  the  innocent  is  more  than  jnst, 
And,  to  the  sinner,  mercifully  bent; 
So  may  I  hope,  if  truly  I  repent. 
And  meekly  bear  the  ills  which  bear  I  must: 
And  yon,  my  Offspring]  that  do  still  remain, 
Yet  may  ontatrip  me  io  th'  appointed  race. 
If  e'er,  tbroagh  fanit  of  mine,  in  mutual  pain 
We  breathed  togetJier  for  a  moment's  space, 
The  ■wrong,  by  love  provok'd,  let  love  arraign, 
And  only  love  keep  m  your  hearts  a  place. 


Banging  the  heights  of  Scawfell  or  Blacfc-comb, 

In  his  lone  course  the  Shepherd  oft  will  pause. 

And  strive  to  fathom  the  mysterious  laws 

By  which  the  clouds,  arraVa  in  light  or  gloom. 

On  Mona  settle,  and  the  shapes  assume 

Of  all  her  peaks  and  ridges.     What  he  draws 

From  sense,  feith,  reason,  fancy,  of  the  cause, 

He  will  take  with  him  to  the  silent  tomb. 

Or,  by  his  fire,  a  child  upon  his  knee. 

Haply  th'  untaught  Philosopher  may  speak 

Of  the  strange  Sight,  nor  hide  his  theory 

That  satis&es  the  simple  and  the  meek. 

Blest  in  their  pious  ignorance,  though  weak 

To  oope  with  Sages  undevoutly  free. 

AT  SEA  OFP  THE  ISLB  OP  HAN. 
Bold  words  afSrm'd,  in  days  when  faith  was  strong 
And  doabtB  and  scruples  seldom  teozed  the  brain, 
That  no  adventurer's  bark  had  power  to  gain 
These  shores  if  he  approach'd  them  bent  on  wrong,' 
For,  suddenly  up-conjured  from  the  Main, 
Uists  rose  to  hide  the  Land;  that  search,  though  long 
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And  eager,  might  be  still  pnrsned  in  vain. 
0  Fancy,  what  an  age  was  thai  for  songl 
That  age,  when  not  dj  hws  inanimate. 
As  men  believed,  the  waters  were  impell'd, 
The  air  controU'd,  the  stars  their  course  held; 
But  element  and  orb  on  acts  did  wait 
Of  Powers  endued  with  visible  form,  instinct 
With  will,  and  to  their  work  bj  paesion  link'd. 

TO  THE  PLANET  TElftlS. 
(  Upon  itt  appnavtMlim,  oi  n  Awaiiv  Stmr,  to  Ou  earth,  Jim.  UMJ 

What  strong  allurement  draws,  what  spirit  guides, 
Thee,  Vesper,  brightening  atill,  as  if,  the  nearer 
Thon  com  st  to  man's  abode,  the  spot  grew  de^«r 
Night  after  night?    True  is  it.  Nature  hides 
Her  treasnres  less  and  less.    Man  now  preeides 
In  power,  where  once  he  trembled  in  his  weakness; 
Science  adrances  with  gigantic  strides : 
But  ai-e  we  aught  enridi^  in  love  and  meekness? 
Aught  dost  thou  see,  bright  Starl  of  pore'aad  wise 
More  than  in  humbler  times  graced  human  story  f 
That  makes  our  liearta  more  apt  to  Bympathise 
With  Heaven,  our  souls  more  fit  for  future  glory, 
When  Earth  shall  vanish  from  onr  closing  eyes, 
Ero  we  lie  down  in  onr  last  dormitoTy  ? 

MAEI   QUEEN   OF  SCOTS. 
lliSKdiag  al  Uit  mouth  of  tht  DtraaO,  Werkii^lim.'i 

Deab  to  the  LoTCB,  and  to  the  Graces  vow'd. 
The  Queen  drew  back  the  wimple  that  she  wore; 
And  to  the  throng,  that  on  tite  Onmbrian  shore 
Her  landing  haii'3,  how  touchingly  she  bow'dl 
And  like  a  Star  (that,  from  a  heavy  clond 
Of  pbie-ti-ee  foliage  poised  in  air,  forth  darts, 
When  a  soft  summer  gale  at  eceniag  parts 
The  gloom  that  did  its  loveliness  enshroud) 
She  smiled :  but  Time,  the  old  Satarnian  seer, 
Sigh'd  on  the  wing  as  her  foot  prcss'd  the  strand. 
With  step  prelusive  to  a  long  array 
Of  woes  and  degradations  hand  in  hand, — 
Weeping  captivity,  and  shuddering  fear 
Still  d  by  th'  ensanguined  block  of  Fotherin|^y  I 

OS  THE  SIGHT  OF  A  MAN3B  IN  THE  BOUTH  OF  SCOTLiMT*. 
Say,  yo  far-travell'd  clouds,  far-seeing  hills, — 
Among  the  happiest-looking  homes  of  men 


(.It^lc 


HIBCELLANEOTTS  SONKBIS.  89 

Scatter'd  all  Britain  over,  through  deep  glen. 

On  airr  upland,-and  br  forest  rilla, 

And  0  or  wide  plains  cheer'd  by  the  lark  that  trills 

His  eky-bom  warblinga,  —  does  aaght  meet  jonr  ken 

Uore  nt  to  animate  the  Poet's  pea. 

Aught  that  moro  sorely  bj  its  aspect  fills 

Pare  minds  with  sinless  envy,  than  th'  Abode 

Of  the  good  Priest?  who,  faithful  through  all  hoara 

To  his  nigh  charge,  and  truly  serving  Gm, 

Has  yet  a  hoiut  and  hand  for  trees  and  flowers, 

Enjoys  the  walks  his  predecessors  trod, 

Nor  covets  lineal  rights  in  lands  and  towers. 

COMPOSED  IS  BOBLIN  CHAPEL,  DUBIKQ  A  STOBH. 

The  wind  is  now  thy  organist;  —  a  clonk 
(We  know  hot  whence)  ministers  (or  a  bell 
To  mark  some  change  of  service.    As  the  swell 
Of  mnsic  reach'd  its  height,  and  even  when  sank 
The  notes,  in  prelude,  Eoslin  !  to  a  blank 
Of  silence,  how  it  thrill'd  thy  sumptuous  roof. 
Pillars,  and  arches,  — not  in  vain  time-proof, 
Though  Christian  rites  be  wanting!    From  what  bank 
Game  those  live  herbs  ?  by  what  hand  wera  they  sown 
Where  dew  falls  not,  where  rain-drops  seem  unknown? 
Yet  in  the  Temple  ihoy  a  friendly  niche 
Share  with  their  sculptured  fellows,  that,  green-grown. 
Copy  their  beauty  more  and  more,  and  preach. 
Though  mute,  of  all  things  blending  into  one. 

StTGOESTED  AT  TYNDRUH   IK   A  BTOBH. 

Enough  of  garlands,  of  th'  Arcadian  crook, 

And  all  that  Greece  and  Italy  have  sung 

Of  swains  reposing  myrtle  groves  among  I 

Ours  couch  on  naked  rocks,  —  will  cross  a  brook 

Swoln  with  chill  iitins,  nor  ever  cast  a  look 

This  way  or  that,  or  give  it  even  a  thought 

More  than  by  smoothest  pathway  may  be  brought 

Into  a  vacant  mmd.    Can  written  book 

Teach  what  ikev  learn  ?    Up,  hardy  Mountaineer! 

And  guide  the  Bard,  ambitious  to  be  One 

Of  Nature's  privy  council,  as  tliou  art, 

On  cloud -seqncifter'd  heights,  that  see  and  hear 

To  what  dread  Powers  He  delegates  hta  jiart 

On  Earth,  who  works  in  th'  Heaven  of  heavens,  alone. 


90  WOBDSWOSTH. 

THE  EABL   OF    BBEADALBANE'b   BUINED    MANSION',   AND    FAM- 
ILY BUfilAL-Pl^CE,   NEAK  KILUN. 
Well  sang  the  Bard  who  cali'd  the  grave,  iq  strains 
Thoughtful  and  aad,  tho  "  narrow  house."     No  style 
Of  fond  sepulchral  flattery  can  beguile 
Grief  of  her  sting ;  nor  cheat,  where  he  detains 
The  sleeping  dust,  stem  Death.    How  reconcile 
With  truth,  or  with  each  other,  deck'd  remaias 
Of  a  once  warm  Abode,  and  that  iww  Pile, 
For  the  departed,  built  with  curious  pains 
And  mausolean  pomp?    Yet  here  thoy  st^id 
Together,  —  'mid  trim  walks  and  artful  bowers, 
To  be  look'd  down  upon  by  ancient  hilla. 
That,  for  the  living  and  the  dead,  demand 
And  prompt  a  harmony  of  genuine  powers; 
Concord  that  elevates  the  mind,  and  stiUs. 

TO  THE   PLANET  TENXJS,    AN  BTENLNQ  STAB. 

lOmpoicd  at  Loch  Lonond.) 

THOUon  joy  attend  Thee  orient  at  the  birth 
Of  dawn,  it  cheers  the  lofty  spirit  most 
To  watch  thy  course  when  Day-light,  fled  from  Earth, 
In  the  grey  sky  hath  left  hia  liugeriug  Ghost, 
Perplcx'd  as  if  between  a  splendoui'  lost 
And  splendour  slowly  mustering.    Since  the  Son, 
The  absolute,  the  world-absorbing  One, 
-     Eclinquish'd  half  his  empire  to  the  host 
Embolden'd  by  thy  guidance,  holy  Star, — 
Holy  OS  princely,  —  who  that  looks  on  thee 
Touching,  as  now,  in  thy  humility 
The  mountain  borders  of  this  seat  of  care, 
Can  question  that  thy  countenance  is  bright. 
Celestial  Power,  as  much  with  love  as  light? 

BOTBWELL  CASTLE. 

luucBED  in  Both  well's  towers,  at  times  the  BraTfl 
(So  beautiful  is  Clyde)  forgot  to  mourn 
The  liberty  they  lost  at  Bannockbum. 
Onoo  on  those  steeps  /  roam'd  at  large,  and  have 
In  mind  the  landscape,  as  if  still  in  sight ; 
Tho  river  glides,  the  woods  before  me  wave: 
Then  why  repine  that  now  in  vain  I  crave 
Needless  i-enewal  of  an  old  delight? 
Better  to  thank  a  dear  and  long-jtast  day 
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For  joy  iU  sonny  hoars  were  freo  to  give 
Than  blame  the  present,  that  our  wish  hath  crost. 
Memory,  like  sleep,  hath  powers  which  dreams  obey, 
Dreuns,  vivid  dreams,  that  are  not  fugitive: 
How  little  that  she  cheriBbes  is  lost! 

"BBSI  AND  BE  TUANSPUL." 
lAlllukmdofOI»Mre4.) 

DocBLiNO  and  donbling  with  laborions  walk, 

Who,  that  has  gain'd  at  length  the  wish'd-for  Height, 

This  brief,  this  simple  way-aide  Cull  can  slight. 

And  rests  not  thankful?    Whether  cheer'd  by  talk 

With  some  loved  friend,  or  by  the  nnseen  hawk 

Whistling  to  clouds  and  sky-hom  streama,  that  shine 

At  the  Sun's  outbreak,  as  with  light  divine, 

Ere  they  descend  to  nourish  root  and  stalk 

Of  valley  flowers.    Nor,  while  the  limbs  repose. 

Will  we  forget  that,  as  the  fowl  can  keep 

Absolute  stillness,  poised  aloft  in  air. 

And  fishes  front,  unmoved,  the  torrent's  sweep, — 

So  may  the  Soul,  through  powers  that  Faith  bestows. 

Win  rest,  and  ease,  and  peace,  with  bliss  that  Angels  share. 

HIGHLAND  HUT. 

See  what  gay  wild  flowers  deck  this  euih-bnilt  Cot, 

Whose  smoke,  forth-issuing  whence  and  how  it  may. 

Shines  in  the  greeting  of  the  Sun's  fli-st  ray 

Like  wreaths  of  vapour  without  stain  or  bu>t. 

The  limpid  monntain  rill  avoids  it  not; 

And  whj  shouldst  thouP — If  rightly  tr^n'd  and  bred, 

Hnmanitj  is  humble,  finds  no  spot 

Which  licr  Heaven-guided  feet  refuse  to  tread. 

The  walls  are  crack'd,  sunk  is  the  floweiy  roof, 

TJndress'd  the  pathway  leading  to  the  door; 

But  love,  as  Nature  loves,  the  lonely  Poor; 

Search,  for  their  worth,  some  gentle  heart  wrong-pi-oof, 

Meek,  patient,  kind,  and,  were  its  trials  fewer, 

Belike  less  hiq>pf .  —  Stand  no  more  aloof  I 
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COMPOSED   A   PEW    MILES    ABOVE   TINTEEH    ABBEY,    ON 

BETIBITINO  THE  BAiKSS   OP  THE  WYB   DUBINO 

A    TODB,    JULT    13TH,    1798. 

Five  years  have  past;  five  Summers,  with  the  length 

Of  five  loag  Winters!  and  again  I  hear 

These  waters,  rolling  from  their  monntain-springs 

With  a  soft  inland  marmnr.* —  Ouce  again 

Do  I  behold  these  steep  and  lofty  cliffa. 

That  OQ  a  wild  secluded  scene  impress 

Thoughts  of  more  deep  seclusion;  and  connect 

The  landscape  with  the  quiet  of  the  sky. 

The  day  is  come  when  I  again  repose 

Here,  under  this  dark  sycamore,  and  view 

These  plots  of  cottage-ground,  these  orchard-tnfta. 

Which  at  this  season,  with  their  unripe  fruits. 

Are  clad  in  one  green  hue,  and  lose  themselves 

'Mid  groves  and  copses.    Once  again  I  see 

These  hcdge-rowa, —  hardly  hedge-rows,  little  linea 

Of  sportive  wood  ran  wild;  these  pastoral  farms. 

Green  to  the  very  door;  and  wreaths  of  smoke 

Sent  np,  in  silence,  from  among  the  trees! 

With  some  uncertain  notice,  as  might  seem, 

Of  vagrant  dwellers  in  the  houseless  woods, 

Or  of  some  Hermit's  cave,  where  by  his  fire 

The  Hermit  sits  alone. 

These  beauteous  forma, 
Through  a  long  absence,  have  not  been  to  me 
As  is  a  landscape  to  a  bbnd  man's  CTe: 
But  oft,  in  lonely  rooms,  and  'mid  the  din 
Of  towns  and  cities,  I  have  owed  to  them, 
In  hours  of  weariness,  sensations  sweet, 
Felt  in  the  blood,  and  felt  along  the  heart; 
And  passing  even  into  my  purer  mind. 
With  tranquil  restoration; — feelings  too 
Of  unremember'd  pleasure;  such,  perhaps. 
As  have  no  slight  or  trivial  influence 
On  that  best  portion  of  a  good  man's  life. 
His  little,  nameless,  unremember'd  acts 
Of  kindness  and  oE  love.     Nor  less,  I  trust. 
To  them  I  may  have  owed  another  gift, 
Of  aspect  more  sublime;  that  blessfid  mood 
In  which  the  burthen  of  the  mystery, 
III  which  the  heavy  and  the  weary  weight 
B   TheriTerlsnotalFectedbrtiie  tidesafewmileaBbaTQTinterii. 
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Of  all  this  unintelligible  world, 

Ib  lighten'd;  —  that  Berene  and  blessM  mood 

In  which  the  afiections  gently  lead  ua  on, — 

Until,  the  breath  of  thia  corporeal  fraoie 

And  even  the  motion  of  our  buniaii  blood 

Almost  suspended,  we  are  laid  asleep 

In  body,  and  become  a  living  bohI; 

While,  with  an  eye  made  qmet  by  tli9  power 

Of  harmony  and  the  deep  power  of  joy. 

We  see  into  the  life  of  thincB. 

Ifthia 
Be  but  a  T^n  belief,  yet,  0,  how  oft, — 
In  darkness  and  amia  the  many  sh^ea 
Of  joyless  daylight;  when  the  fretful  elar 
TJnprofitable,  and  the  fever  of  the  world, 
Haye  hung  upon  the  beatings  of  my  heart,— 
How  oft,  in  spirit,  have  I  tum'd  to  thoe, 

0  aylvau  Wyel  thou  wanderer  through  the  woods, 
How  often  has  my  spirit  tnm'd  to  thoel 

And  now,  with  gleams  of  half-estinguish'd  thooglU, 
With  many  recognitions  dim  and  faint, 
And  somewhat  of  a  sad  perplesity. 
The  picture  of  the  mind  leviTes  agaia; 
While  here  I  stand,  not  only  with  the  sense 
Of  present  pleasure,  but  with  pleasing  thoughts 
That  in  this  moment  there  is  Ufe  ana  food 
For  future  years.    And  so  I  dare  to  hope. 
Though  changed,  no  doubt,  from  what  I  was  when  first 

1  came  among  these  hills;  when  like  a  roe 
I  bounded  o'er  the  mountains,  by  the  Bidea 
Of  the  deep  rivers  and  the  lonely  streams. 
Wherever  N^ature  led:  more  like  a  man  ■ 
Flving  from  something  that  he  dreads,  than  one 
Who  sought  the  thing  he'loved.    For  Ksture  then 
(The  coarser  pleasures  of  my  boyish  days. 

And  their  glad  animal  movements  alt  gone  by) 
To  me  was  all  in  all. —  I  cannot  paint 
What  then  I  was.    The  sounding  cataract 
Haunted  me  like  a  passion:  the  tall  rock. 
The  mountain,  and  the  deep  and  gloomy  wood, 
Their  colours  and  their  forms,  were  then  to  me 
An  appetite;  a  feeling  and  a  love. 
That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm. 
By  thought  supplied,  nor  any  interest 
TJnborrow'd  from  the  eye. — ^"That  time  is  past, 
And  all  ita  aching  joys  are  now  no  more, 
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And  all  its  dizzy  mptoreB.    Not  for  this 

Faint  I,  nor  moarti  nor  mnnniir:  other  gifts 

Have  follow'd;  for  ench  loss,  I  would  beuevo, 

AbuodaDt  recompense.    For  I  have  leam'd 

To  look  on  Natnre,  not  as  in  the  hoar 

or  thoughtless  youth;  bnt  hearing  oftentimes 

The  still,  sad  music  of  hnmanity. 

Nor  harsh  nor  grating,  though  of  ample  power 

To  chasten  andsabdue.    And  I  have  felt 

A  presence  that  distnrbs  me  with  the  ]oy 

Of  elevated  thoughts ;  a  sense  sublime 

Of  something  far  more  deeply  interfased, 

Whose  dwelling  is  the  light  of  setting  suns. 

And  the  round  ocean,  and  the  living  air. 

And  the  blue  sky,  and  in  the  mind  of  man; 

A  motion  and  a  spirit,  that  impels 

All  thinking  things,  all  objects  of  all  thought, 

And  rolls  through  all  things.'    Therefore  am  I  still 

A  lover  of  the  meadows  and  the  woods, 

And  mountains;  and  of  all  that  wo  behold 

From  this  green  earth;  of  all  the  mighty  world 

Of  eye,  and  ear, —  both  what  they  hwf  create. 

And  what  perceive;  well  pleased  to  recognise, 

In  Nature  and  the  language  of  the  sense. 

The  anchor  of  my  purest  Aioughts,  the  nurse, 

The  guide,  the  guardian  of  my  heart,  and  sobI 

Of  all  my  moralbeing. 

Nor,  perchance, 
If  I  were  not  thus  taught,  should  I  the  mors 
Suffer  my  genial  spirits  to  decay: 
For  thou  art  with  me  here  upon  the  banks 
Of  this  fair  river;  thou  my  dearest  Friend, 
My  dear,  dear  Friend;  and  in  thy  voice  I  catch 
The  language  of  my  former  heart,  and  read 
My  former  pleasures  in  the  shooting  lights 
Of  thy  wild  eyes,    O,  yet  a  little  while 
May  I  behold  in  thee  what  I  was  once. 
My  dear,  dear  Sister!  and  this  prayer  I  make. 
Knowing  that  Nature  never  did  betray 
The  heart  that  loved  her;  'tis  her  privilege. 
Through  all  the  years  of  this  our  hfe,  to  lead 
Fram  joy  to  joy;  for  she  can  so  inform 


T    Thl«  Is  rnOKT  myBtteftl,  pi 
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The  mind  that  is  withia  us,  so  impress 
With  quietness  and  beauty,  and  bo  feed 
With  lofty  thoughts,  thot  neither  evil  tongnes. 
Bash  judgments,  nor  the  sneers  of  selfish  men, 
Nor  greetings  where  no  kindnesH  is,  nor  all 
The  dreiury  mtercouree  of  daily  life. 
Shall  e'er  prevail  against  ua,  or  disturb 
Our  cheerful  faith,  that  all  which  we  behold 
Is  full  of  blessings.    Therefore  let  the  Moon 
Shine  on  thee  in  thy  solitary  walk; 
And  let  the  misty  mountain- winds  be  free 
To  blow  against  thee:  and,  in  after  years, 
Wh^i  these  wild  ecstasies  shall  be  matured 


Into  a  sober  pleasure;  when  thy  mind 
Shall  be  a  mansion  for  all  lovely  foi 
Thy  memory  be  as  a  dwelling-place 


For  all  sweet  sounds  and  harmonies;  0,  then. 

If  solitnde,  or  fear,  or  pain,  or  grief. 

Should  be  thy  portion,  with  what  healing  thoughts 

Of  tender  joy  wilt  thou  remember  me. 

And  these  my  exhortations!    Nor,  perchance, — 

If  I  should  bo  where  I  no  more  can  hear 

Thy  Toice,  nor  catch  from  thy  wild  eyes  these  gleonu 

Of  past  existence, — wilt  thou  then  forget 

That  on  the  banks  of  this  delightful  stream 

We  stood  together;  and  that  I,  so  long 

A  worshipper  of  Nature,  hither  came 

Unwearied  in  that  service;  rather  say 

With  wanner  love, — 0,  with  far  deeper  zeal 

Of  holier  lovcl    Nor  wilt  thou  then  forget, 

That  after  many  wanderings,  many  years 

Of  absence,  these  steep  woods  and  lofty  eiiita, 

And  this  green  pastoral  landscape,  were  to  me 

Uore  dear,  both  for  themselTcs  and  for  thy  sake.*     [1798. 

I  Thlsli  (lediledlyoneofWonlBwaTth'BDKMtcharacteriaUcatraiaB.  Itwaaglvon 
toOie  world  In  his  flrBtTolimHOfi^VriealSaUadi.lTBe,  and  mar  ■">  not  ai^u>tlr*ald 
nuie  insnsnrated  a  new  era  In  English  Poetry.  Perhaps  a  noro  ortgiunl  veui  was 
Bncr  nniclfb;  any  uninspired  hand :  ceitalnlj  England  DadnotpTCHluceilanyUiinc 
sp^roaehlng  It  In  ortglnalft]' since  the  days  orUtltmi.  The  enthuainsUc  worahip  of 
nuote  hero  <liBplii7ed  niar  seen)  excesairo  to  some:  tbonsh  this  Tery  excess,  if  snnh 
nbCieanBHtuMS,  In  part,  the  anlquo  and  peculiar  diann  oT  tlio  poem.  To  the  poet's 
(■rly  lace  or  Nature,  hs  kindlei)  and  Dsd  by  the  lakes  and  streaioB  and  monntBlDsof 


Utre  Tesion.  there  hail  succeeded  a  course  of  brain-tugKing  speci 

ib  BevolulioD  had,  Ibr  n  time,  cjiiito  unsptiered  his  niincl,  and  whirled  him  Cir 
rus  proper  orbillnCo  a  region  wlierenis  more  eenlai  faculcleecould  not  breathe: 
d  Ion  his  better  self,  and  almoBt  brokcu  bis  heart  among  the  probtema  startcil 


UitntiPT 

wiwun. 


While  in  this  ststo  of  .. 

he  was  restored  to  the  eocietr  of  his  sister,  whc 
"ioTo;  nnil  In  Oiia  poem  ivu  have,  prr  "" 

"  "--'oucponrtngsof  rapti 


■,tv  of  his  Bister,  whose  innucnce  won  him  back  to 
:  baTCi  preeminently,  his  Ural  Cranaports  of  retum- 
gs  of  rapture  on  rognining  hie  hoai-t'a  home.    In  hla 

a  Uils.    I 
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LAODAMIA.* 

"  With  gacriSce  before  the  rising  morn 
VowB  have  I  made  by  fruitlese  hope  inspired; 
And  from  th'  infernal  Gods,  'mid  shades  forlorn 
Of  night,  my  slaughtered  Lord  have  I  required: 
Celestial  |>ity  I  again  implore;  — 
Bestore  him  to  my  sight, — great  Jove,  reatorel" 

So  speaking,  and  by  fervent  love  endow'd 

With  faith,  the  Suppliant  heavenward  lifts  her  hands; 

While,  like  the  Sun  emerging  from  a  cloud. 

Her  countenance  brightens,  and  her  eye  expands; 

Her  bosom  heaves  ami  spreads,  her  stature  grows; 

And  she  expects  the  issue  in  repose. 

0  terror!  what  hath  she  perceived?  —  0  joy! 
What  doth  she  look  on?  —  whom  doth  she  oehold? 
Her  Hero  elain  upon  the  beach  of  Troy? 
His  vital  presence?  his  corporeal  mould? 
It  is, —  if  sense  deceive  her  not, —  'tis  He! 
And  a  God  leads  him,  wingfid  Mercury! 

Mild  Hermes  spake,  and  tonch'd  her  with  his  wand 

That  calms  all  fear:  "Such  grace  hath  crown'd  thy  prayer, 

Laodamial  that  at  Jove's  command 

Thy  Husband  walks  the  paths  of  upper  air: 

Ho  comes  to  tarry  with  tnee  three  hours'  space; 

Accept  the  gift,  behold  him  face  to  facel" 

Forth  sprMig  th'  iropaBsion'd  Queen  her  Lord  to  clasp; 

Again  that  consummation  she  esaay'd; 

But  unsubstantial  Form  eludes  her  graap 

As  often  as  that  eager  grasp  was  made. 

The  Phantom  parts, —  but  parts  to  re-unite. 

And  re-aasume  hia  place  before  her  sight, 

began  il  opon  leavioK'TiaCern.  tHer  crossine  the  Wre,  aod  coDduded  tt  Jiut  ns  I  wu 
entcrlDE  BHslol  in  tlio  cveniiig,  aflcr  a  ramlilp  nf  ftiur  or  flvo  ilaye,  wfth  my  BlftcT. 
Sot  a  lioD  of  it  WHS  altered,  aud  not  any  port  of  It  wriCtCB  down  till  I  roacncd  Bris- 
tol," 

0  In  this  piece,  as  also  [a  Dion,  (he  aalhor  worked,  snrl  wltb  mast  happy  Huccei^ 
m  vein  wiilcti  bo  had  not  before  toupliecl.  Both  of  the  poema  aro  as  classical  Id  the 
Kyle  and  maanor  as  they  nro  In  the  subjeete.  Tliuagh  (be  tK>et  carrieB  to  Cbera  bli 
-"- of  tliought,  as  he  needs  must  do,  still  there  Is  nothing  of  his  personality  in 


own  mode  of 

Ihem:  hotni.._^ __, . -  --    -    — 

any  Greek  or  Roman  poet  could  have  done.    Almut  the  time  he  was  writing  tl 


insports  bimself  as  completely  into  [ho  old  mrtbnlooical  poiatof  vl 
-"- -'••  >■---  ■■-—      " ho  time  Eew '''"- 


be  was  attenillng  a  good  deal  to  the  education  of  his  hio  John,  and  helping  to  pre^ 
pare  him  for  tbe  Univorsity:  and  tbispiit  blm  upon  rcperuslng  tlie  princl^  Latla 
j/octB,  Lamb,  III  oneof  bis  letters  to  Wordevrnrth,  has  the  following;  "LaalamlaU 
a  very  origliuil  poem;  1  mean  original  with  reforenca  to  your  own  manner.  Ttta 
have  nothing  like  IC  I  should  have  seen  it  in  a  alnuigo  place,  and  greatly  admired 
it,  bat  not  suspecteil  its  dcriTBtiou." 


**  Protesilius,  lo,  thy  ^ide  is  gonel 
Confirm,  I  pray,  the  vision  with  thy  roioe: 
This  is  our  palaoe, —  yonder  is  thy  throDo; 
Speak,  and  the  floor  tnou  tread'st  on  will  rejoice. 
Not  to  appal  me  have  the  code  bestow'd 
This  precious  botJn;  and  blest  a  ead  abode." 

"Great  Jove,  Laodamial  doth  not  leare 
His  gifts  imperfect:  Spectre  thongh  I  be, 
I  am  not  sent  to  scare  thee  or  deceive; 
But  in  reward  of  thy  fidelity. 
And  something  also  did  my  worth  obtain; 
For  fearless  virtno  bringeth  boundless  gain. 

Thou  know'st,  the  Delphic  oracle  foretold 

That  the  first  Greek  who  toach'd  the  Trojan  strand 

Should  die;  bat  me  the  threat  could  not  withhold: 

A  generous  cause  a  victim  did  demand; 

An^  forth  I  leapt  apon  the  sandy  plain; 

A  self-devoted  chief,  by  Hector  slain."   . 

"Supreme  of  Heroea, —  bravest,  noblest,  best! 

Thy  matchless  courage  I  bewail  no  more. 

Which  then,  when  tens  of  thousands  were  deprest 

By  doubt,  propell'd  thee  to  the  fatal  shore; 

Tnou  found'st  —  and  I  forgive  thee  —  here  thou  art  — 

A  nobler  counsellor  than  my  poor  heart. 

But  thou,  though  capable  of  sternest  deed, 
Wert  kind  as  resolute,  and  good  as  bravo; 
And  he,  whose  power  restores  thee,  hath  decreed 
Thon  shouMst  elude  the  malice  ot  the  grave: 
Bednndant  are  thy  locks,  thy  lipa  as  fair 
As  when  their  breath  enrich  d  Th{ 


No  Spectre  greets  me, —  no  vain  Shadow  this; 
Come,  blooming  Hero,  place  thee  by  my  sidcl 
Give,  on  this  well  known  couch,  one  nuptial  kiss 
To  me,  this  day  a  second  time  thy  brider' 
Jove  frown'd  in  Heaven:  the  conscious  Parcae  threw 
Upon  the  roseate  lips  a  Stygian  hue, 

"  This  visage  tells  thee  that  my  doom  is  past: 

Nor  should  the  change  bo  mpurn'd,  even  if  the  joya 

Of  sense  were  able  to  returnjae  fast 

And  surely  as  they  vanish.     Earth  destroys 

Those  raptures  duly, —  Erebns  disdains: 

Calm  pleasures  there  abide,  majestic  pains. 


T,Googlc 
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Be  taught,  0  faithful  Consort,  to  control 
Bebelliuus  passion:  for  the  Gods  approve 
The  depth,  and  not  the  tumult,  of  the  aoul; 
A  fervent,  not  ungovernable,  love. 
Thy  transports  moderate;  and  meekly  inonra 
When  I  depart,  for  brief  is  my  sojourn." 

"Ah,  wherefore? — Did  not  Hercnlea  by  force 
Wrest  from  the  guardian  Monster  of  the  tomb 
Alcestis,  ft  reanimated  corse, 
Given  back  to  dwell  on  Earth  in  vernal  bloom? 
Medea's  spells  dispersed  the  weight  of  years. 
And  .^on  stood  a  youth  'mid  youthful  peers. 

The  Gods  to  us  are  merciful,  and  they 

Yet  further  may  relont:  for  mightier  far 

Than  strength  of  nerve  and  einew,  or  the  sway 

Of  magic  potent  over  Sun  and  star. 

Is  love,  though  oft  to  agony  distrest, 

And  though  uis  favounte  seat  be  feeble  woman's  breaet. 

Bnt  if  thou  go'st,  I  follow — "   "Peace!"  he  said. 

She  look'd  upon  him  and  was  calm'd  and  cheer'd; 

The  ghastly  colour  from  bis  lips  had  fled; 

In  his  deportment,  shape,  and  mien,  appear'd 

Elysian  beauty,  melancholy  grace. 

Brought  from  a  pensive  though  a  happy  place. 

He  spake  of  Love,  such  love  as  Spirits  feel 
In  worlds  whose  course  is  equable  and  pure; 
No  fears  to  beat  away, —  no  strife  to  hwJ, — 
The  past  unsigh'd-for,  and  the  future  sure; 
Spake  of  heroic  hearts  in  graver  mood 
^vived,  with  finer  harmony  pursued; 

Of  all  that  is  most  beauteous,  imaged  there 

In  happier  beauty;  more  pellucid  streams, 

An  ampler  ether,  a  diviner  air, 

And  fields  invested  with  purpiiroal  gleams; 

Climos  which  the  Sun,  who  sheds  the  brightest  day 

Earth  knows,  is  all  unworthy  to  survey. 

Yet  there  the  Soul  shall  enter  which  hath  eam'd 

That  privilege  by  virtue. — "111,"  said  he, 

"  The  end  of  man's  existence  I  discem'd. 

Who  from  ignoble  games  and  revelry 

Gould  draw,  when  we  had  parted,  vain  delight, 

While  tears  were  thy  best  pastime,  day  and  night; 
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And  while  mj  yoDthfal  peers  before  mv  eyes 
(Cach  hero  following  his  pecoliar  bent) 
Prepared  themselves  for  glorious  enterprise 
By  martial  sports, —  or,  seated  in  the  tent, 
Chieftains  and  kings  in  council  were  detain'd; 
What  time  the  fleet  at  Anlis  lay  enchain'd. 

,('/  The  wish'd-for  wind  was  given :  I  then  revolved 

'.     The  oracle,  upon  the  silent  sea; 

And,  if  no  worthier  led  the  way,  resolved 
That,  of  a  thousand  vessels,  mine  should  be 
The  foremost  prow  in  pressing  to  the  strand, — 
Mine  the  first  blood  that  tinged  the  Trojan  sand. 

Yet  bitter,  oft-times  bitter,  was  the  pang 

When  of  thy  loss  I  thought,  belovM  Wife! 

On  thee  too  fondly  did  my  memory  hang. 

And  on  the  joys  wo  shared  in  mortal  life, — 

The  paths  which  we  had  trod, —  these  fountains,  flowers; 

My  new-plann'd  cities,  and  unflnish'd  towers. 

But  should  aospende  permit  the  Foe  to  crj, 
'  Behold  they  trembled  —  haughty  their  array, 
Yet  of  their  number  no  one  dares  to  die '? 
In  soul  I  swept  th'  indignity  away: 
Old  frailties  then  recnrr'd :  but  lofty  thought. 
In  act  embodied,  my  deliverance  wrought. 

And  Thon,  though  strong  in  love,  art  all  too  weak 

In  reason,  in  self-government  too  slow: 

I  counsel  thee  by  fortitude  to  seek 

Our  blest  re-union  in  the  shades  below. 

Th'  invisible  world  with  thee  hath  s^pathised; 

Be  thy  affections  raised  and  solemnised. 

Learn,  by  a  mortal  yearning,  to  ascend. 
Seeking  a  higher  object.    Love  was  given. 
Encouraged,  sanction'd,  chiefly  for  that  end; 
For  this*  the  passion  to  excess  was  driven. 
That  self  might  he  annull'd;  her  bondage  prove 
The  fetters  of  a  dream,  opposed  to  love." 

Aloud  she  shriek'd;  for  Hermes  re-appears: 
Bound  the  dear  Shade  she  would  have  clung, — 'tis  vain: 
The  hours  are  past, —  too  briof  had  they  been  years; 
And  him  no  mortal  effort  can  detain: 

' ;  CiaC,  In  (ha  line  bo. 
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Swift,  toward  the  realms  that  know  not  earUiI;  d»y, 
He  throQffh  the  portal  takes  his  silent  way. 
And  on  tEe  palace-floor  a  lifeless  corse  She  lay. 

Thus,  all  in  Tain  exhorted  and  reproved, 
She  perish'd;  and,  ae  for  a  wilful  crime. 
By  the  just  Gods  whom  no  weak  pity  moved, 
Was  doom'd  to  wear  out  her  appointed  time^ 
Apart  from  happy  Ghosts,  that  gather  flowers 
Of  blissful  quiet  mid  un&ding  bowers. 

Yet  tears  to  human  suffering  are  due; 

And  mortal  hopes  defeated  and  o'erthrown 

Are  moum'd  by  man,  and  not  by  man  alone. 

As  fondly  he  believes. — Upon  the  side 

Of  Hellespont  {such  faitb  was  eutertain'd) 

A  knot  of  spLry  trees  for  agea  grew 

From  out  the  tomb  of  him  for  whom  she  died; 

And  ever,  when  such  stature  they  had  gain'd 

That  Ilium's  walls  were  subject  to  their  view, 

The  trees'  tall  summits  wither'd  at  the  siglit; 

A  constant  interchange  of  growth  and  bhghtl'         [18U. 


Faib  is  the  Swan,  whose  d 
O'er  breezeless  water,  on  Locarno's*^ 

Bears  him  on  while,  proudly  sailing, 
He  leaved  behind  a  moon-illumined  wake: 
Beholdl  the  mantling  spirit  of  reserve 
Fashions  bis  ueck  into  a  goodly  curve; 
An  arch  thrown  back  between  luxuriant  wings 
Of  whitest  garniture,  like  fir-tree  boughs 
To  which,  on  some  unruffled  morning,  clings 
A  flaky  weight  of  Winter's  purest  snows. 
Behold!^ as  with  a  gushing  impulse  heaves 
That  downy  prow,  and  softly  cleaves 
The  mirror  of  the  crystal  flood. 
Vanish  inverted  hill,  and  shadowy  wood, 
And  pendent  rocks,  where'er,  iu  gliding  state. 
Winds  the  mute  Creature  without  visible  Mate 

1  The  incident  of  CliB  trees  KTOwing  and  withering  pat  the  subject  into  iDv  thDO^M- 
— '  1  wrote  with  the  hopo  of  givinglt  a  loftier  tone  flian,  so  &r  as  t  know,  haabeen 
?^J?1'J'X!^_'^.^/*J»™'»  ?'"'  •"'«  fretted  it   ft  cost  me  mora  trooMv  tbhn 


Or  BiTal,  save  the  Qaeen  of  oight 
Showering  down  a  eilTer  light 
From  heaven  upon  her  ohoseo  Favoarit«I* 

n. 
So  pure,  serene,  and  fitted  to  embiaoo, 
Where'er  he  tum'd,  a  swan-like  grace 
Of  hanghtiness  withoat  pret^ace. 
And  to  unfold  a  still  magnificeuce. 
Was  princely  Dion,  in  the  power 
And  beauty  of  his  happier  hour. 
And  what  pure  homage  then  did  wait 
On  Dion's  virtnea,  while  the  lunar  beam 
Of  Plato's  genius,  from  its  lofty  sphere. 
Fell  rouud  him  in  the  groye  of  Academe, 
Softening  their  inbred  dignity  austere; 
That  he,  not  too  elate 
With  seW-sufflcinc  solitude. 
But  with  majestic  lowliness  endued. 

Might  in  the  uniyersal  bosom  reign. 

And  from  affectionate  observance  gain 
Help,  under  every  change  of  adverse  fate. 

in. 
Five  thousand  warriors, —  0  the  rapturous  dayl 
Each  crown'd  with  flowers,  and  arm'd  with  speai'  and  shield. 
Or  ruder  weapon  which  their  course  might  yield. 
To  Syracuse  advance  in  bright  array. 
Who  leads  them  on? — The  anxious  people  sea 
Long-exiled  Dion  marching  at  their  head. 
He  also  crown'd  with  flowers  of  Sicily, 
And  in  a  whit«,  far-beaming  corselet  clad! 
Pure  transport  undisturb'd  by  doubt  or  fear 
The  gazers  feel;  and,  rushing  to  the  plain. 
Salute  those  strangers  a^  a  holy  train 
Or  blest  procession  (to  th'  Immortals  dear) 
That  brought  their  precious  liberty  again. 
Lo!  when  the  gates  are  enter'd,  on  each  hand, 
Down  the  long  street,  rich  goblets  flU'd  with  wine 
In  seemly  oi^er  stand. 
On  tables  set,  aa  if  for  rites  divine; 

^  This  exqnfRite  etanut  was  taken  team  ita  oFiriiial  place,  and  Ihrown  into  a  note. 
°7  flie  author,  in  his  loet  edition,  on  the  grounilnf  Its  "  detainlnic  tho  rcadvr  lw>  long 
iniii  Ibe  sDl)Jc«t,  and  aa  nUhor  preulading,  Uian  preparing  far,  Iho  due  effect  of  tb« 
a^tfou  to  the  genius  of  Plato/'  It  ma/  W  so:  but  my  old  delight  iu  the  poem  It 
■Diod  Dp  BO  cleselr  wltti  (be  original  foim,  and  pleads  eo  Rtonglj  Tor  the  reantr- 
■M.lbuIcaiiiiotwelliefrain.— Theeencral  Ideuoftho  piece,  and  the  leading  Inc 
*»_ ^..  , . Lije^  Dim    '    '     '-      ,...._....       - 


m  Flotarch'B  Lije  ^  Dion :  but  wbaC  an  expresa 
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And,  as  the  greai  Deliverer  marchee  by, 

He  looks  on  leatal  groand  with  froits  bestrown; 

And  llowGrB  are  on  his  person  thrown 

In  boundless  prodigaHty; 
Nor  doth  the  general  voice  abstain  from  prayer, 

Invoking  Dion's  tntelary  care, 

As  if  a  very  Deity  he  werel 


Mourn,  hills  and  groves  of  Attica!  and  moam, 

Ilissas,  bending  o^r  thy  classic  urn! 
Mourn,  and  lament  for  him  whose  spirit  dreads 
Your  once  sweet  memory,  studious  walks  and  shades! 
For  him  who  to  divinity  aspired, 
Not  on  the  breath  of  popular  applause. 
But  through  dependence  on  the  sacred  laws 
Framed  in  the  school  where  Wisdom  dwelt  retired, 
Intent  to  trace  th'  ideal  path  of  right 
(More  fair  than  heaven's  broad  causeway  paved  with  stars) 
Which  Dion  leam'd  to  measure  with  sublime  delight: 
But  he  hath  overleap'd  th'  eternal  bars; 
And,  following  guides  whose  craft  holds  no  consent 
With  aught  that  breathes  th'  etheroal  clement. 
Hath  stam'd  the  robes  of  civil  power  with  blood, 
Unjustly  shed,  though  for  the  public  good. 
Whence  doubte  that  came  too  ^te,  and  wishes  vain. 
Hollow  excuses,  and  triumphant  pain; 
And  oft  his  cogitations  sink  as  low 
As,  through  th  abysses  of  a  joyless  heart. 
The  heaviest  plummet  of  despair  can  go:  — 
But  whence  that  sudden  check?  that  learfol  start? 
He  hears  an  uncouth  sound, — 
Anon  his  lifted  eyes 
Saw,  at  a  Jong-drawn  gallery's  dnsky  bound, 

A  Shape  of  more  than  mortal  size 
And  hideoUH  aspect,  stalking  round  and  round! 
A  woman's  garb  the  Phantom  wore. 
And  fiercely  swept  the  marble  floor, — 
Like  Auster  whirling  to  and  fro, 
His  force  on  Caspian  foam  to  try; 

Or  Boreas  when  he  scours  the  snow 

That  skins  the  plains  of  Thessaly, 

Or  when  aloft  on  MsBnaius  he  stops 

His  flJght,  'mid  eddying  pine-tree  topsl 


i.iCKi'^lc 


The  sullen  Spectre  to  her  parpoae  b 

Sweeping  —  vehemently  sweeping, — 
No  pause  admitted,  no  design  avow'd. 
"Avannt,  inexplicable  Guest!  —  avaunt!" 
Esclaim'd  the  Chieftain;  —  "let  me  rather  see 
The  coronal  that  coiling  vipera  make ; 
The  torch  that  flames  vith  many  a  lurid  flake. 
And  the  long  train  of  doleful  pageantry 
Which  they  behold,  whom  vengeful  furies  haunt; 
Who,  while  they  struggle  from  the  scoui^  to  Uee, 
Move  where  the  blasted  soil  is  not  unworn. 
And,  in  their  anguish,  bear  what  other  minds  have  bomel" 


But  Shapes  that  come  not  at  an  earthlv  call. 
Will  not  depart  when  mortal  voices  bia; 
Lords  of  the  visionary  eve  whose  lid, 
Once  raised,  remains  agnast,  and  will  not  fall! 
Ye  Gods,  thought  He,  that  servile  Implement 

Obeys  a  mystical  intent! 
Tour  Minister  would  brush  away 
The  spots  that  to  my  soul  adhere ; 
But,  should  she  labour  night  and  day, 
They  will  not,  cannot  disappear ; 
Whence  angry  perturbations, —  and  that  look 
Which  no  Philosophy  can  brook! 


Dt'fated  Chief!  there  are  whose  hopes  are  built 

Upon  the  ruins  of  thy  glorious  name; 
Who,  through  the  portal  of  one  moment's  guilt, 
Pnrsuo  thee  with  their  deadly  aim. 
0  matchless  perfidy!  portentous  lust 
Of  monstrous  crime!  —  that  honvjr-stri ting  blailo, 
Drawn  in  defiance  of  the  Oods,  hath  laid 

The  noble  Syracusan  low  in  dust ! 
Shudder'd  the  walls,  the  marble  city  wept, 

And  sylvan  places  heaved  a  pensive  sigh ; 

But  in  calm  peace  th'  appointed  Victim  slept, 

As  he  had  fallen  in  magnanimity; 

Of  spirit  too  capacious  to  require 

That  Destiny  her  course  should  change ;  too  just 

To  bia  own  native  greatness  to  desire 


Tbat  TTCtched  boon,  days  lengthen'd  by  mistrust. 

So  vere  the  hopeless  troubles,  that  involved 

The  soul  of  Dion,  instantly  dissolved. 

SelcaRed  from  life  and  cares  of  princely  state. 

He  left  this  moral  grafted  on  bis  fate, — 

"  Him  only  pleasure  leads  and  peace  attends. 

Him,  only  bun,  the  shield  of  Jove  defends, 

Whose  means  arc  fair  and  spotless  as  his  ends."         [1816. 


CHAEAOTEB  OF  THE  HAPPY  WARBIOE. 

Who  is  the  hapj^  Warrior?    Who  is  he 
Tbat  every  man  m  ai-ms  should  wish  to  be? — 
It  is  the  generous  Spirit,  who,  when  broaght 
Among  the  tasks  of  real  life,  hath  wrought 
Upon  the  plan  that  pleased  his  boyish  thought: 
Whose  high  endeavoure  are  an  inward  light 
That  makes  the  path  before  Mm  always  bright: 
Who,  with  a  natural  instinct  to  discern 
What  knowledge  can  perform,  is  diligent  to  leara; 
Abides  by  this  resolve,  and  stops  not  there. 
But  makes  his  moral  being  his  prime  care: 
Who,  doom'd  to  go  in  company  with  Pain, 
And  Fear,  and  Woodshed,  miserable  trainl 
Turns  his  necessity  to  glorious  gain ; 
In  face  of  these  doth  exercise  a  power 
Which  is  our  human  nature's  highest  dower; 
Controls  them  and  subdues,  transmutes,  bereaves 
Of  their  bad  influence,  and  their  good  receives: 
By  objects,  which  mi^t  force  the  soul  to  abata 
Her  feeling,  rendcr'd  more  compassionate; 
Is  placable,  because  occasions  rise 
So  often  that  demaod  such  sacrifice ; 
More  skilful  in  self-knowledge,  even  more  pore. 
As  tempted  more ;  more  able  to  endure, 
As  more  exposed  to  suffering  and  distress; 
Thence,  also,  more  alive  to  tenderness. 
TIs  he  whose  law  is  reason ;  who  depends 
TTpon  tbat  law  as  on  the  best  of  friends; 
Whence,  in  a  State  where  men  are  tempted  still 
To  evil  for  a  guard  against  woi-se  ill, 
And  what  in  quality  or  act  is  best 
Doth  seldom  on  a  nght  foundation  rest, 
He  laboars  good  on  good  to  fix,  and  owes 
To  virtae  every  triumph  tbat  ho  knows: 


THE  BAPPT  WASBIOB. 

Who,  if  he  rise  to  Btation  of  command, 

Risea  by  open  means ;  and  there  wilt  etaad 

On  honourable  teims,  or  else  retire, 

And  in  himuelf  poBeeas  hia  own  deeire ; 

Who  comprehends  his  trust,  and  to  the  same 

Keeps  faithful  with  a  singleness  of  aim ; 

And  therefore  does  not  stoop  nor  lie  in  wait 

For  wealth,  or  honours,  or  for  worldly  state; 

Whom  they  must  follow,  on  whose  head  must  full, 

Like  Bbowers  of  manna,  if  they  come  at  all : 

Whose  powers  shed  round  him  in  the  common  strife 

Or  mild  concerns  of  ordinary  life, 

A  constant  influence,  a  peculiar  grace ; 

But  who,  if  he  be  call'd  upon  to  face 

Some  awful  moment  to  which  Heaven  has  join'd 

Great  issues,  good  or  bad  for  human  kind. 

Is  happy  as  a  Lover ;  and  attired 

With  sudden  brightness,  like  a  Man  inspired ; 

And,  through  the  heat  of  conflict,  keeps  the  law 

In  calmness  made,  and  sees  what  he  foresaw; 

Or,  if  an  unexpected  call  succeed. 

Come  Vfhea  it  will,  is  equal  to  the  need:  — 

He  who,  though  thus  endued  as  with  a  sense 

And  faculty  for  storm  and  turbulence, 

Is  yet  a  Sonl  whose  master-bias  leans 

To  home-felt  pleasures  and  to  gentle  scenes; 

Sweet  images!  which,  wheresoo'er  he  be, 

Are  at' his  heart;  and  such  fidelity 

It  is  his  darling  passion  to  approve; 

More  brave  for  this,  that  ho  nath  much  to  loTe. 

'Tis,  finally,  the  Man,  who,  lifted  high, 

Conspicuous  object  in  a  Ifation's  eye. 

Or  left  unthought^jf  in  obscuritv, — 

WJio,  witli  a  toward  or  nntowara  lot, 

Prosperous  or  adverse,  to  his  wish  or  not, — 

Plays,  in  the  many  games  of  life,  that  one 

Where  what  he  most  doth  value  must  be  won: 

Whom  neither  shape  of  danger  can  dismay, 

Nor  thought  of  tender  happmess  betray ; 

Who,  not  content  that  former  worth  stand  fast, 

Looks  forward,  persevering  to  the  lost. 

From  well  to  better,  daily  selE-Burpast : 

Who,  whether  praise  of  him  must  walk  the  Earth 

For  ever,  and  to  noble  deeds  give  birth, 

Or  he  must  fall,  to  sleep  without  his  fame, 

And  leave  a  dead  unprofitable  name. 
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Finds  comfort  in  himself  and  in  his  cause ; 

And,  while  (be  mortal  mist  is  giltbering,  draws 

His  breath  in  confidence  of  Heaven's  applause: 

This  is  the  happy  Warrior;  this  is  He 

That  every  Man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be.  [1806. 


SONNETS. 


Wheee  lies  the  Land  to  which  yon  Ship  muat  go? 

Fresh  as  a  lark  mounting  at  break  of  day, 

Festively  she  ^nts  forth  in  trim  an-ay: 

Is  she  for  tropic  suns,  or  polar  snow? 

What  boots  tti'  inquiry? — Neither  friend  nor  foe 

She  cares  for;  let  her  travel  where  she  may. 

She  finds  familiar  names,  a  beaten  way 

Ever  before  her,  and  a  wind  to  blow. 

Yet  still  I  ask,  what  haven  is  her  mark? 

And,  almost  as  it  was  when  ships  were  rare, 

(From  time  to  time,  like  Pilgrims,  here  and  there 

Crossing  the  waters,)  doubt,  arid  something  dark. 

Of  the  old  Sea  some  reverential  fear. 

Is  with  me  at  thy  farewell,  joyous  BarkI 


With  ships  the  sea  wae  sprinkled  far  and  nigh, 

Like  stars  in  heaven,  and  joyously  it  show'd;  . 

Some  lyin^;  fiist  at  anchor  in  the  road. 

Some  veering  up  and  down,  one  knew  not  why. 

A  goodly  Vessol  did  I  then  espy 

Come  like  a  giant  from  a  haveu  broad; 

And  lustily  ^ong  the  bay  she  strode, 

Her  taokling  rich,  and  of  apparel  high. 

This  Ship  was  nought  to  me,  nor  I  to  her. 

Yet  I  pursued  her  with  a  Lover's  look ; 

This  Ship  to  all  the  rest  did  I  prefer: 

When  will  she  turn,  and  whither?    She  will  brook 

No  tarrying;  where  She  comes  tlio  winds  must  stir: 

On  went  She,  and  due  north  her  journey  took. 
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DEVOTIONAL  INCITEMENTS. 


heiT' 


le  eurtb  cODflnedi 


■"] 


ffoEBB  Will  llic;  stop,  CboBB  breatblag 

Tbc  Spliils  or  the  new-bora  Oowttt? 
They  wander  with  Iho  breeze,  they  wind 
Where'er  the  gCreama  a  paasiige  flod ; 
Up  trvm  tbelr  native  groaod  tbe/  rUi 
In  mate  attrial  bajTDonlea : 
Fiom  hnmblo  riolet— modeet  thyme 
ElhDied,  tb'  eesentiat  odours  climb, 
As  U  no  apace  below  tbe  akj    . 
Their  subtle  flight  could  aatisty : 
Heaven  wiU  not  tax  out  IhouBhts  with 

pride 
irUke  ambition  be  their  guide. 

Honacd  by  this  kindliest  of  May-abow- 
Hic  spirit-qnlckenei  ot  the  dowera, 
Thai  with  moist  Tiitne  aotay  cleares 
The  buds,  and  l^ahens  the  yODng  leaves 
I^  birds  pour  forth  their  souls  in  notes 
OTr^iture  froin  a  thuusaiid  throats,  — 
Here  cheeked  by  too  impetuoue  baste, 
While  there  the  music  runs  to  waste, 
Wllh  boDDCy  more  anil  more  enlarged, 
Till  the  whole  air  is  overcharged : 
Glieear.OManl  to  their  appeal, 
And  thirst  for  no  inlMor  seal, 
Then,  wbo  GtuiBt  think,  as  well  aa  feel. 

HouDtrrom  [be  Earth;  aspire  1  aspire  I 
So  pleads  tbe  town's  cathedral  qo  Ere, 
Instnins  that  fMm  tbelr  BOlemn  beij^t 
Siok,  to  attain  a  lolUer  fligtiC ; 
Wliile  hicense  from  the  altar  breathes 
ffichttagiaoce  In  embodied  wreaths; 
Or,  flnng  from  swinging  censer,  shrouds 
Tbe  taper-lights,  and  curls  In  clouds 
Anrnad  angelic  Forms,  the  still 
Creation  or  Che  painter's  skill, 
rb«lon  the  service  wall  coneeal'd 
One  noinent,  and  the  neit  reYOal'd.  - 
:^<iltjBnr  bonds,  awake,  arise, 
^ad  for  DO  trausient  ecstasies  I 
Wul  else  can  mean  the  visual  plea 
Of  still  or  moving  imageiy,  - 
lbs  iteiMed  summons  loud, 
Sot  waaled  on  th' attendant  crowd, 
"wwhouy  lost  upon  the  throng 
^nying  the  busy  streets  alo.ig  ? 


''May  and  laogniBh ;  or,  as  cieeda 


n  their  altars  tbnut; 


Tbe  priesia  ara  1 

Temples  are  levi  . , 

And  solemn  rites  and  awftat  ibrma 

Founder  amid  tluatlo  atOTma. 

Vet  evermore,  through  years  miewV 

In  uodiatDrbed  vicissiiude 

Of  eeasons  baiaocing  iheir  fll(lit 

le  swift  wings  of  day  and  Dight, 
Kuid  Natnre  keeps  a  heavenly  door 
Wide  open  for  the  acatler'd  Poor. 
WheiB  llower.hreatbed  Incense  to  tb 


.nd  ground  freab-oloTen  by  the  plough 
Is  Qagnml  wiOi  a  humbler  vow; 

«  birds  and  brooks  from  leal)'  dells 
Chime  forth  unwearied  caaticles 

vapours  roagniry  and  spread 
The  glory  of  the  Sun's  bright  head.  — 

lonstant  in  her  worstiip.  still 
Conlbrming  Co  th'  eternal  Will, 

her  men  sow  or  reap  the  flelds. 
Divine  monition  Nature  yields, 
That  not  by  bread  alone  we  live, 

lat  a  hand  of  flesh  can  give; 
That  every  day  ahould  leave  Bomc  part 

ror  a  sabbath  of  the  heart : 

tU  the  seventh  be  tml;  blest, 
From  mom  to  eve,  with  ballow'd  rest 
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possim,  sed  nisi  lecte  iaoere  noo  poa. 

SiGBN  Daughter  of  the  Voice  or  God  1 

"  Duly  I  ifthat  name  thou  love 
ho  art  n  light  to  guide,  a  rod 
)  check  Che  erring,  and  roprove; 
lou,  who  art  vlciory  and  law 

When  empCy  terrors  overawe ; 

From  vain  tcmptaUoue  dost  setfi«e; 

And  calm'st  the  weary  atriJb  of  frail  hu- 
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Tbore  >i«  who  uk  not  if  thine  eje 

Whore  no  misgiving  is,  rely 
Upon  tho  genial  eense  of  jonth : 
GJod  lleaitsi  vrithoaC  reprnsch  or  blot; 
Who  do  thy  work,  and  know  It  nut : 
O,  If  UuDOgh  oonfidance  misplaced 
They  bil,  tliy  saving  orme,  dread  Power, 


Serene  will  be  one  days  Kod  liright. 
And  happy  wtll  onr  nstoTe  be, 
When  love  ia  an  Dnerring  liglil, 
And  joy  its  own  BecorlCy.' 
And  tliey  a  bUwtlil  ooDne  may  hold 
Even  now,  who,  not  nnwiseJy  liold, 
LiTeinChegpititaftlilBctecd; 
Yet  seek  thy  Ann  sappoit,  i 
tholrneed. 


I,  loving  fyeedom,  and  untried ; 
No  Bpoit  of  every  random  goat. 
Yet  being  to  myBelf  a  guide, 
Too  blindly  iuive  reposed  my  trust : 
And  oft,  when  in  my  heait  was  heard 
Thy  timely  mandate,  I  de&rred 
Thetaek.  in  amoocher  walks  to  stray; 
Bet  tbec  1  dow  would  serve  more  strictly, 


Thnmgh  no  distarbaoce  of  my  soul, 
Or  strong  compnnction  in  mowtoiigbt 
I  supplicate  for  thy  control; 
But  in  the  quietness  of  thought: 
Hotbisuncharter'dltvcdani  [ii-as;' 
I  Itoel  the  weight  of  chanoo-desii-es ; 


2  The  poet  here  strikes  a  de«i  prin- 
ciple of  eChice.  Wbeuamaalssolulovc 
with  Duty  as  to  find  his  supreme  delight 
therein,  (lien  he  will  n&tavHJly  be  held  tr 

coiiBtancy  in  that  eervice  will  DCeds'  pei 

3  ViiUt  EugUsbmeD,  (beword  charle 
carries  the  senso  ol  liberty  secured  b' 
Inw.  But  th^it  which  protects  freedon 
necesBariiy  restrains  and  limits  It.  A  ni 
Inwurd  freedom  is  a  blessing,  and  l>y  i 


la^on,  is  the  pviipev  han 

and  BO  none  but  the  i „   

of  Duty  can  have  the  peace  and  Sot  of 
that  home,  in  the  well-known  words  or 
Hooker,  "Of  I.nw  ther 
acknowledged,  than  tha 
bosom  ol  Ued,  her  voice  tlie  harmony  of 


My  hopes  no  in0T«  miut  ebange  tlirir 

I  long  for  a  repose  that  ever  is  the  bbdib. 

Stem  Lawgiver !  yet  thou  dost  wear 
The  Godhead's  most  beuignaDt  grace; 
Nor  know  we  any  thing  so  Ikir 
As  is  the  smile  npon  thy  fhce: 
Flowers  Inngb  betoro  Ihee  on  Ih^  bedt. 
And  fragrance  In  thy  fboQng  treads; 
Thoo  dost  preserve  the  stars  from  wrong; 
And  the  most  ancient  heavens,  throng 
Thee,  are  Itesb  and  strong. 


To  hambler  (hnctlous,  awful  Power  I 
1  call  thee:  1  myself  commend 
Unto  tiiy  guidance  fhim  thlshcor; 
O,  let  my  weakness  have  an  end  I 
Give  unto  me,  made  lowly  wise. 
The  spirit  of  self'Saoriflce ; 
The  coufldeuce  of  reason  give ; 
And  in  the  li^t  of  truth  (by  Bondman  let 
me  lite  [  [IBOO, 


Am  age  hath  been  vlien  Earth  was  pnind 

Tobesnslain'd;  and  Hortals  bow'd 
The  r^oDl  in  self-defence. 
Who  U™,  if  Dian's  crescent  gleam'd. 
Or  Cupid's  epartllug  arrow  stroamM 
While  on  the  wing  the  Urchin  play'd. 
Could  fearlessly  approach  (he  shade  ? — 
Enough  for  one  soil  venial  day. 
If  I,  a  bard  of  ebbing  time. 
And  nurtured  in  a  Qckla  clime. 
May  haunt  this  horuM  bay; 
WHose  amorous  water  muldpllea 
The  flitting  halcyon's  vivid  dyes; 
And  smooths  hev  Uqoid  bi-east,  to  show 
These   snaa-like    epecka  of   nonntiin 
snowi  [plaina 

White  as  tlie  pair  that  sUd   along  (be 
Of  heaven,  when  Venus  held  tlie  telusM 


4  Thlspoemorlginatedinthelaslfbnr 
Unea  oftheflret  stanza.  Those  specks  of 
enow,  rcllected  in  the  lake  and  so  ti-ana- 
jeii-ed.fts  it  were,  to  the  snbaqiieons  iky, 
reminded  me  of  the  swans  which  the 
lancy  of  the  anciwit  olasslc  poets  yiAed 


»rufVeniis.    Hence 
le  drst  stanza,  and 


le  tenor  of 
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Id  Tonth  we  lore  the  darboine  IbWd 
Broeli'd  by  the  owlat'a  winp ; 
Then  Twilight  i>  prefbrr'd  M  Dawn, 
And  Aatoom  to  (he  Spring. 
Ssd  fancies  do  we  then  aliect. 
In  Inxni7  of  disrespect 
To  onr  own  pK>d%al  aiceiB 
or  too  fBmitiftT  hnppinese. — 

Thee,  tiiee  my  life's  ccleallitl  aigo  1} 
When  Natarfl  m&t^  the  year's  dculine, 

Pleased  with  the  hairesC  hope  Ibot  nma 
Before  the  path  of  milder  suns; 
Pleased  wbUe  the  sylvan  world  display! 
Its  lipenesa  t^i  the  Iteding  gaie ; 
Pleaaed  wheu  the  auUeu  winds  nsonnd 

the  knell 
Of  the  resplendent  nUiacle. 


Bat  Bomethius  whispers  to  my  heart 

That,  as  we  downward  tend, 

Lycorls  I  life  requires  an  orl 

To  which  oar  souls  mast  bend; 

A  skill,  b)  balsDco  and  supply ; 

And,  ere  the  flowing  foant  be  dry. 

As  soon  it  must,  a,  sense  to  sip, 

Or  driok,  with  no  lastidloue  lip. 

Then  welcome,  above  all,  Ibc  Uuest 

Whose  smiles,  diffused  o'er  land  and  sea. 

Seem  to  recal  the  Deity 

Of  ynuth  into  (he  breast: 

May  penslre  Autumn  ne'er  present 

A  claim  to  her  disparaKomenll 

Wtiile  blossoms  and  the  budding  spray 

Still,  as  we  nearer  draw  to  li«>>8  darii  so*t, 

Be  hopeful  Spring  the  bvourite  of  the 

Soall* 


'fetched,  and  therefore  mon 
unnaEuralandaileclecl— will  tenato  un> 
reitlizethe  seutimcnt  that  perrades  these 
verses.  But  surely  one  who  lias  written 
so  much  in  verse  as  1  have  done  may  be 
allowed  to  retrace  his  steps  in  the  regions 
Dftancy  which  delighted  him  In  his  boy- 
hood, when  he  llr^  became  ncqunlntod 
With  the  Greek  and    IMtii  PoeU.~-Aa- 


ning;  "Nino  tenths  of  my 


AN  EVSNINQ  VOLCMTABY, 


Had  this  efTulgence  disappcar'd 
With  flying  baste,  I  might  have  sent. 
Among  the  speechless  clouds,  ■  look 
Of  bbink  astonishment; 

tls  endued  with  power  to  stay, 
simctliy  one  ulosing  day, 
That  ftall  Mortality  may  see— 
What  is  F— ah  no,  but  what  can  bet 
Time  was  when  flcid  anil  watery  cove 
With  moilulalcd  echoes  rang. 
While  choirs  of  fbrvent  Angels  sang 
Their  vespers  in  the  grove; 

downing,  sCar-llkc,  each  some  sorer- 
clgn  height,  {low, 

irbled,lbr  Heaven  above  and  Earth  bo. 
Stmlns  suitable  to  Iwth.  —  Such  holy  rile, 
Methinks,  if  audibly  repeated  now 
From  hill  or  valley,  could  not  move 
Sublimer  transport,  purer  love. 
Ttatui  doth  this  silent  spectacle— the  gleam. 
The  shadow,  and  the  peace  suprumet 


So  sound  la  nlter'd.— but  a  deep 

And  solemn  harmony  pervades 

The  boUow  vale  &Dm  steep  to  sleep. 

And  penetmles  tbe  glades. 

Far.dlstant  Images  draw  nigh, 

CiU'd  forth  by  wondroua  potency 

Of  beamy  radiance,  that  Imbues 

Whate'er  it  strikes,  witli  gem-like  hueil 

In  vision  exquiaitcly  clear. 

Herds  range  along  the  mountain  side; 

And  glistening  antlers  are  deseried; 

Anil  gilded  floclcs  appear — 

Thine  is  the  U'anquilhour,  purpureal  Evel 

But  long  as  god-like  wish,  orhopedivinei 

Infonns  my  spirit,  ne'er  can  I  bclioie 

of  the  female  servants,  who 
liappened  to  be  at  the  door,  permission  Co 
seeiiermaster'sstuily.    'This,'  said  she, 


happened  that  some  one  of  my  cottage 

neighbours  has  snid.'Well,  there  ha  U: 
we  are  glwJ  to  hear  him  booing  vbovA 


_.(KHjle 


no 


WOaiBWOBTH. 


That  Uiis  m^:Qll]c«nc<<  ia  wholly  thinol 
From  worldB  not  qnickoo'd  by  the  Sua 
AporUonof  the  giit  is  woa;         [spreait  I 
An  iDlenniBgliag  of  HeaveD's  pomp  ii 
Ou([rauad  wbicbBrllieh  Bhcphurils  tread  I 


m  broken  ties 


And,  ir  there  be  wl 
Afflict,  or  itijuriea  Besail, 
Yon  hazy  lidgeB  to  their  ejes 
Prosent  a  glorious  scale, 
CUnihing  BuffUBcil  with  Bunny  air, 
To  Btop  —  no  record  hnth  loldnhenil 
And  tempting  Fancy  lo  ascend, 

Winga  at  my  shoulders  seem  to  play; 
But,  rooteil  bere,  t  stand  and  gazo 
On  ttioie  brigbt  steps  Uiat  heaven-iranl 
Their  practicable  way." —  [lalse 

Come  Ibrth,  ya  drooping  old  men,  look 
abroad,  [boondl 

And  see  to  what  fliir  conntrioe  yo  are 
And  if  Bomo  traveller,  weary  of  Ida  road, 
Hatb  alopt  aincc  noon-tldo  on  the  grassy 
Te  Genii,  to  his  covert  speed ;  [ground, 
And  wake  him  with  such  gentlo  heed 
Al  may  attune  hie  sool  t«  meet  the  dower 
Bcslow'd  on  this  transceudeal  bomt 

Snch  hues  from  their  celosdal  Urn 
Were  wont  to  Btroam  baftiro  mine  eye, 
Whoro'er  it  wonder'd  in  the  mom 
Of  bllsemi  Infancy. 
Tills  glimpBo  of  glory,  why  rencw'd? 
Nay,  tather  speak  with  gratitude ; 
For,  If  a  Teatige  of  thoao  gleatns 
Surviveil,  'twaa  only  in  my  dreams,  [servo 
Dreail  Power  I  whom  peace  and  calmness 
Ko  iusa  than  Nature's  threatening  voice, 
If  uught  unworthy  be  my  choice. 
From  Tltee  if  1  would  swerve ; 
O,  let  Thy  grace  remind  mo  of  the  light 
Pull  early  lost,  and  finltlosBly  deplored : 
Which,  at  this  moment,  on  mywaUng  sight 


TOE  SOHMAIIDULIST. 

LiBT,  ye  who  paes  by  Lyulph's  Tower 

how  soltly  then 
Doth  Alio-focee  ,■  that  torrent  hoaroa, 

Speak  tVom  tlie  woody  glen  I 
Fit  mUBlc  for  a  solemn  vale  I 

jr  seems  the  ground 
0  catches  ou  the  gala 
The  spirit  of  a  moumfUl  tale. 
Embodied  In  the  sound. 

Not  fbrfinm  that  (Ursite  whereon 
The  Fleas ure-hoDse  Is  rear'd, 

iR  story  says,  in  antique  days 
A  sCem-broiv'd  house  appear'd; 
Foil  to  a  Jewel  rich  In  light 

t,  and  guai-dcd  well; 
Cage  for  a  Bird  of  plumage  bright, 

:ed,  uor  wisliitig  for  a  fllslit 
her  uativQ  dell. 

To  win  Ibis  bright  Bin!  from  her  cnga, 

To  make  this  Gem  IhGlr  own, 
Came  Barons  bold,  with  store  of  gold. 

And  KnlghtB  of  high  renown : 
But  one  She  prized,  and  only  one; 

Full  happy  eeason,  when  was  known, 
Ye  Dales  and  KiUb  I  to  you  alone 
Their  mutual  loyalty ;  -~ 

KnowuebleSy,  Airal  to  thy  glen, 
Thy  brook,  and  bowers  of  holly; 

Where   Passlou    caught    what    Nature 
That  all  but  love  <a  folly;  [taught, 

Where  Fact  with  Fancy  stoop'd  to  play ; 
Doubt  came  not,  nor  regret, 


a    Thcmultlplicaliouofmonntaln.rldg-  L 
es,  here  dcscnbud  ns  a  kind  of  Jacob's-  s 
Ladder,  leading  te  Heaven,  is  produci  ~   ' 
either  by  watery  vapours,  or  sunny  liaz 
in  the  present  inetance  by  the  latter  chub 
— The  author  says  that  In  Uieae  lines  Ue 
"underobligaliontotlieox[|Uisltepictu 
ot  Jamb't^Draiitit"  by  our  American  ortlr 
WaBhlnglou   Allslou.      Wordsworth   i.    _ 
gonls  Allston  as  "  a  man  of  genius,"  and  f 
uie  liTO  were  warm  fticudi. 


imposed  upon  the  IIHlc  n 
of  onr  abode  at  Bydol-"- 
a  is  fVangbt  with  allusli 


ion  the  banks  of  Ullswater. — 
id  lo  (he  Lake  District  for  ■*» 
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Ill 


To  trouble  haare  that  wlag'd  tlieir  mj, 
Ab  if  (hruugli  BD  imruoital  iay 
Wboge  Son  coulil  aevtr  mt. 

But  in  old  times  t-ove  dwetl  qM  long 

Sequester'd  with  repose; 
Beat  tbioTO  the  Ore  of  chaste  desire, 

F&Du'd  b;  the  breath  of  fuel. 
"  A  couqnerbig  lance  is  beauty's  test, 

And  proves  the  Lover  tnie:" 
So  spate  Sir  EKlamore,  and  press'd 
The  droopbig  Emma  to  hia  breast, 

And  look'd  a  blind  adieu. 

They  parted.— Well  with  him  Itfiued 

TbroDgh  wide-spread  i-egione  erraoc ; 
A  kniKht  of  proof  in  ioie's  behoof, . 

The  thirst  of  l&uie  his  warrant: 
Antl  She  her  happinees  can  build 

On  woman's  quiet  hours;  [shield, 

Though  f&lnt,  cocDpored  with  spear  aud 
The  SDlaca  beads  and  maseee  ;lcld, 

And  needlework  and  flawera. 

Tet  bleet  was  Emma  when  she  heard 

Her  Champion^s  praise  recounted ; 
Tbongh  bTBin  would  swim,  and  ejaa  grow 

Ami  higli  her  blnshes  mounted;    [aim. 
Or  when  a  bold  heroic  lay 

She  warbled  from  All]  heart; 
Dcligfatnil  bloseoma  Ibr  the  May 
Ofabseucet  but  tber  will  not  staf. 

Bom  ooly  lo  depart. 

Hope  wanes  with  ber,  while  lustre  OUb 
WhaWrer  path  he  chooses; 

Boceiied  the  light  hers  loses. 

Requires  for  nobler  deeds ; 
He  ranges  on  from  place  to  place. 
Till  of  his  doings  Is  no  n-ace, 

But  what  her  fimcy  breeds. 

Bis  Quae  may  spread,  but  Id  the  past 

Her  epirit  Oiida  its  centre; 
Clear  sight  She  has  of  what  he  was, 

And  that  would  now  content  her. 
•■  BtUl  is  he  my  devoted  Knight?" 

Tbetear  in  answer  flows;         [weighl 


Is  •rapt]'  of  repose. 


with    I 
nd  the  nigbt 


■'ke  tiMt  pale  (Jueeu  whose  haodi  are 
VViib  lUncied  siHJts  coiitonding;  [aeen 
lul  aA«  is  innmwnt  of  blood ; 
The  Moou  is  not  more  puni 
That  shines  aloft,  whUe  through  the  wood 
She  thrids  her  way,  the  soundtog  Flood 
Her  melancboly  lure  I 

WUle  >nild  the  Iten-brake  sleeps  the  doe. 

And  owls  alone  are  waking. 
In  white  array'd,  gliiles  ou  tho  Uald, 

The  downward  pathway  taking, 
That  leads  her  to  the  torrent's  side 

And  to  a  holly  bower : 
By  wbom  on  this  sCiU  eight  descrieii  ? 
By  whom  In  that  lone  place  espied  ? 

By  thee.  Sir  Eglamorel 

A  wandering  Ghost,  so  thiaks  the  Kultlit, 

His  coming  step  has  thwarted,    [rows, 
Beneath  the   boughs   tliaC    heard    their 

Within  whose  shade  they  parted.  — 
Hush,  hu^,  the  busy  Sleeper  seel 

Perplai'd  her  Angers  seem, 
As  If  Ihey  trom  the  boUy  tree 
Green  twigs  would  pluck,  as  rapidly 

Flung  trma  her  lo  the  stream. 

What  means  the  Spectre  ?    Why  Intent 

To  Tlolate  the  Tree, 
Thonght  Eglamore,  by  which  I  ewore 

Unlhding  conBtancy  7 
Here  am  1,  and  to-morrow'e  Sun, 

To  her  I  left,  shall  prove 
That  blisa  is  ne'er  so  surely  won 
As  wheu  a  circuit  has  been  run 

OfTalour,  truth,  and  love. 

So,  troat  the  spot  whereon  he  nood. 

He  moved  with  stealthy  pace ; 
And,  drawing  nigh,  with  his  living  eyo. 

He  rseognlsed  tito  ibce ;  [small. 

And   whispers    caught.    And    speeches 

Some  tu  the  green-leaved  tree. 
Some  mntler'd  to  the  torrent-fall : 
'■  Boar  on,  and  bring  him  with  thy  c«U; 

I  beard,  and  so  may  He ! " 

Soul.shatter'd  was  Che  Knight,  nor  knew 

If  Emma's  OhosI  It  were, 
Or  boding  Shade,  or  if  the  Uald 

Her  veiy  self  stood  there- 
Hetouch'd;  what lollow'd  who  shall  (ell? 

The  soft  touch  Bnapp'd  the  thread 
Of  slumber;  sbriekiug  back  she  [ell, 
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In  plnugcd  the  Kuigbtl    When  an  fltm 
ground 

The  reacned  Maiden  lay, 
Bet  eyes  grev  brlgtit  wlUi  Uiultal  light, 

Contaslon  psea'd  awny ; 
She  heard,  en  to  the  throue  of  grace 

Her  nitUol  Spirit  flew. 
His  voice,— beheld  hiBapeaUni^fkoe; 
And,  dring,  from  hie  oim  emhntce 

She  (bll  Out  be  was  tme. 
So  ho  was  reconciled  to  life : 

Brief  worde  may  speak  the  rest : 
Within  tin  dell  he  bntlt  a  cell, 

And  there  vraa  Sonow'a  gaest ; 
In  bcrmit's  weeds  repose  he  found, 

From  vain  temptsUons  fine; 
Bealde  the  torrent  dwelling, — bonnd 
By  one  deep  heart-controlling  sound, 

And  awed  to  piety. 
Wild  fltream  of  Alra,  hold  Uiy  canrso, 

Nor  tear  memorial  lays,  [shade. 

Where  cloudt>,  tliaC  spread  in  solema 

Are  edged  with  gulden  laysl 
Itearaitlhon  to  the  light  of  heaven, 

Though  minister  of  sorrow; 
Swecl  IB  lliy  voice  at  pensive  even; 
And  than,  in  lovers'  hearts  roi;given, 

Shalt  take  thy  place  with  Yarrow  I  • 

£1888. 

ODE, 


the  author  could  do  at  the  age  of  e'lsts 
three.   For  tlie  story  of  it,  he  bad  a  sligh 

"milir  we  werem^ngan  encpralou  ii 
this  pail  of  the  Lake  MBlriot,  we  hean. 
thatnlr. Glover, the  artist,  wliile  lodgina 
St  Lyiilph's  Tower,  had  been  disturbed 
by  Blond  shriek,  and  upon  rising  he  had 
learnt  that  it  had  come  from  a  yonng 

of  walking  in  her  eleep.  In  that  state  shi 
had  gone  down  stairs,  and,  while  attempt 
Ing  to  open  Che  outer  door,  either  flnn. 
some  dimcnlly  or  the  etfect  of  the  cold 
stone  upon  her  fteet,  had  uttered  the  err 

thatlhismightseTveaaahintforapoem," 
ft«.— The  persons  here  included  under 
the  pronoun  ac  were  Sir  tieocgo  Beau- 

m. lilt  and  Itogers  tlic  puct 


Bliflie  Flora  from  her  conch  apHAiia, 

For  May  is  on  the  lavm. 
A  quickeDlng  hope,  a  flreshening  glee. 

Foreran  tb'  expected  Power,  [tree. 

Whose  flrst-drawn  breath,  from  bush  and 

Shakes  off  that  pearly  shower.' 

All  Nature  welcomes  Her  wboee  sway 

Tampers  the  year's  extremes ; 
Wbo  Bcatlereth  Instres  o'er  DOon-day, 

Like  mondng'a  dewy  gleams ; 
While  mellow  warble,  sprightly  trlU, 

The  tremulous  heart  eidle ; 
And  houkS  Uto  balmy  air  to  still 

The  balance  of  delight 

Time  was,  blest  Power!  when  yonths  and 
At  peep  oT  dawn  would  rise,        [maida 
And  wander  fiirth,  in  ftrest  glades 

Thy  bbrtb  to  solemnize. 
Though  mate  the  sonB,^to  grace  (he  rite 

loacb'd  the  hawthorn  bough. 

Thy  Spirit  triumphs  o'er  the  slight; 

□  changes,  but  not  Thont 

Thy  IteUier'd  Liege*  bill  and  winga 

In  love's  disport  employ ; 
Warm'd  by  thy  iniluenoe,  deeping  Uilnga 

Awake  to  silent  joy ; 
Qneeu  art  thou  still  for  each  gay  plant 

Where  the  slim  wild  daer  roves ;  • 
And  served  In  depths  where  flehea  haoot 

Their  own  mysCerioiu  grove*. 
Clood-pierclng  peak  and  Backlesa  beath 

Instinctive  homage  pay ; 
Nor  wants  the  dim-Ut  cave  a  wreath 

To  honour  thee,  sweet  Hayt 
Where  cities  bnn'd  by  thy  brisk  ilzs 

Behold  a  Bmokclesa  sky. 
Their  puniest  <lawet-pot.iiureling  daiet 

~    open  a  bright  eye. 


1  The  meaning  hero  is  somewhat  hlil. 
den.  The  ■■  Q^sabenlng  glee,"  1  UkA  It,  Is 
a  heavy  dew  or  a  rain,  which  impdu-lcd 
"•bush  and  tree"  with  drops  of  water. 
Hie  "  exBooted  Power  "  Is  May-Day  dawn ; 
and  ttM''flriMiawn  breath  "  Is  the  breeze 
which,  started  by  the  rising  Sun,  shakes 
trtbose  drops  of  dew  or  rain, 
a  The  poet  is  here  iUuBtrating  the  nbi. 
qnitoua  virtue  of  Hay :  her  reviTttyiog 
~~1cacy  penetrates  the  deepest  and  thick. 
;  (breats,  where  the  shyest  and  timldest 
imnls  seek  to  hide  themselves.— ObBci-v« 
„,  w  the  clogged  eiprossion  of  this  line, 
owing  to  the  two  spomlees.  "  Slim  wiM 
deer  raves,"  Images  iho  ditBcnl^  of  BOv- 
Ing  In  u  dense  and  tangled  fbrest- 
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And  it  OD  tbll  tlir  oAtal  moni, 

Tbe  pole,  from  whicb  thy  luma 
Balh  not  depsrtedi  Btanils  Otrlom 

Of  Boag  and  dAuce  u>d  game ; 
fHiU  frmi  tba  <lllage-KT«eD  a  tow 

ABpfT«fl  to  tbee  uldrBst, 
Wberever  peace  it  on  l>ta  broir, 

Or  lore  wKUii  the  bieawt. 

Yob  I  wbcre  Love  at 

Tbo  sool  to  lore  t 

Hcarta  also  abaU  th 


The  baahfat  fned  Qrom  tnr. 


In  flowa  Uia  Jo^ona  jrear. 
Hash,  rMUe  l;iel  weakiroTda  refoaa 

The  Berrke  to  prolong : 
To  yon  exnltins  thnuh  (be  Uuaa 

Eotmsta  th'  impcifbct  BOng; 
His  voice  Blull  chant.  In  accents  clear, 

TlkranKhaat  the  IlTe-lnng  day 
TSa  (be  lint  Bilver  star  appear. 

Hie  BOTerelgnly  of  May.' 

TOU&T. 
THOUca  mmy  nnus  luTe  rlaen  and  aet 

Since  thOD,  bUtbe  Hay,  veit  bom. 
And  Barda,  who  hail'd  thee,  may  Ibrpst 

Thy  gifts,  Oijr  l>eaii^  scorn ; 
Tbere  an  oho  to  a  birthday  strain 

CobJIno  not  harp  and  roloe. 
But  oieimore  ttarongbont  ihj  rClgn 

Aie  gtaleful  and  rejoice ! 

DelidODS  odoDTs  I  mosic  swee^ 

Too  sweet  to  pass  away  I 
O,  for  a  deatUeaa  song  lo  meet 

The  BonrH  desiror-a  lay 
That,  when  a  thousand  years  are  told, 

Shootd  praise  thee,  grailalPowerl 
Thrangta  sDnUBcr  heat,  antomnal  odd. 

And  Wintei'a  dreariest  honr. 


S  Tblsandtb 


I^t  IMl  a  brlsUeo'd  tsar. 


Silica  thy  retnm,  Uiioagti  days  and  wert» 
Of  hope  tbat  grew  by  slealtb, 
:ow  many  wan  and  &ded  ctteeks 
Have  kindled  Into  health  I 

"nie  Old,  by  thee  lerired,  hare  said, 
Anotlier  year  la  oars ; " 

And  wayworn  Wanderers,  pootiy  ftd. 
Have  smUed  Dpon  thy  flowera. 

Who  trijIplDg  Usps  a  merry  soa^ 
Amid  bis  playful  peers? 
Ike  tender  in&nt  wiM>  was  long 

Apcieonerof  fondiears; 


following  poem  orislna. 

'  How  delicate  Ibe  leafy 

■andllenBydd 


ted  hi  the  lln( 

Hotnt  npoB  a  ton  (firoQ^  onr  I 
wtth  Mr.  and  Mrs-  Carr  In  tbe  umuw 
May,  UW;  and  as  we  were  going  op 

vale  of  Mawlands  I  was  alrack  with  . 

appoannce  of  the  little  cbnpcl  gleaming 
mramk  tba  veil  oT  haUlopened  leaTce: 
n>duo  tlseUnA  then  oanvejed  to  my  mind 
w>i  exprasaed  in  the  staoaa  referred  to 
ttton.— Author- 1  Nula, 


IB  qolct  hi  Its  sbeath, 
HI*  Mother  leaves  him  ftae  (o  taste 

Earth's  sweeDHBi  in  thy  biealh. 
Tby  help  i*  with  the  weed  Dtat  creeps 

Along  the  humblest  ground; 
So  cUir  so  bare  but  on  Its  steeps 

Tby  fitTOUTB  may  be  fbundl 

Lut  most  on  some  pecaliar  nool: 

That  our  own  tumds  have  divst, 
Thoa  and  thy  train  aie  proud  lo  look. 

1  seem  to  love  it  l>esL 
And  yet  how  pleased  we  wander  Ibrth 

WhcnHay  is  whispering,  "Cornel 
Choo^frumtbe  bowers  of  viiglo  earth 

The  bappicat  for  your  home;      [spread 
Heaven's  bounteous  love  througti  mo  is 

Vtma  snnsblne,  clouds,  winds,  waies, 
]>ropB  on  Iho  mouldering  turret's  bead. 

And  on  your  turC«lad  graves  I " 

Such  greeting  heard,  away  with  sighs 

Tor  lilies  that  must  nide. 
Or  "  tbe  rathe  primrose  as  it  dies 

Forsaken"  in  the  Bhitdcl* 
VeraaJ  Ouitions  and  desires 

)  liokcil  in  enilleea  chase; 
While,  ns  one  kimllj-  growth  retires, 
DthoT  takes  its  place. 


i    The  quotution  hero  ms 

ti's  LF/riaOK,— "Tiring  the  I _  , 

at  fhraaken  dies." — SoIIk  is  early. 
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And  nhat  if  than,  Bweet  Ma;,  halt  knowii 

Mishap  bj  worm  and  blight; 
IT  oxpectotiona  newlj  blown 

Hate  perlBh'd  In  thy  sight; 
If  lOTci  and  joys,  while  up  they  sprnng, 

Were  caught  as  in  a  snare : 
Such  is  the  lot  of  all  the  young, 

Howerer  bright  and  tail. 

Lol  Streams  tliat  April  coDld  sot  check 

Aro  patient  of  Uiy  rule ; 
Gurgling  in  (Oamy  water-break. 

Loitering  in  glassy  pool : 
By  thee,  thee  only,  oould  be  Bent 


How  delioato  the  leaiy  veil 
Through  which  yon  house  of  God 

Glemna  'mid  Um  peace  of  this  deep  dale 
By  ftew  but  shopbcrda  trodl 

And  lowly  hula,  near  beaten  waye. 
No  sooner  stand  attlced 


Nora 


m  thy  er 


Keep,  lorely  Maiy.  as  if  by  hmcl 
Of  flelf.rcatraining  art, 

This  moilesC  chann  ofDOt  too  m 
Fart  seen,  imagined  parti 


High  in  the  bieathlesB  Hall  the  UlnBtrel 
sate,  [Song. 

And  Emout'9  munnur  mingled  willi  the 
The  words  of  ancient  time  1  thus  trauslate, 
A  festal  strain  that  bath  boon  silent  long : 

"From  town   to  town,  trom  tower  to 

The  tlc<l  itose  la  n  gladsome  flower. 
Her  thirty  yeai'a  of  Winter  past. 
The  Bcil  IloHo  is  revived  ntlast;  j 

Bbc  lUtti  her  head  for  cnOlOSa  spring,      I 


For  evoriaetiDg  blossoming : 

Both  Boieallourlsb,  Ited  and  White: 
In  lore  and  elstcrty  delight 
The  two  that  wore  at  atrtfe  are  blended, 
And  all  old  tronblce  now  are  ondeil.  ■— 
Joy:  Joy  to  both  I  but  most  to  her 
Who  Is  the  flower  of  Lancaatcrl 
Behold  her  bow  She  amIlOB  to-day 
On  this  great  throng,  this  bright  array  I 
Fair  greeting  dofli  she  send  to  all 
From  every  comer  of  the  hall ; 
But  etalefly  tram  abote  »e  boord 
Where  sits  in  state  our  rightful  Lord, 
ACliA)rdtohia  ownrestoredl  [ehiold; 

They  came  with  banner,  epcsr,  nud 
And  It  was  proved  in  BOBwortb-fleld. 
Hot  long  th'  Avenger  was  withstood,  — 
Earth  help'd  hun  with  the  cry  of  Llooil  :• 
Saint  George  was  for  us,  and  the  might 
Of  blessed  Angels  crownrd  the  right. 
Loud  voice  the  Land  has  utter'd  forth. 
We  loudest  In  the  ftiithftil  North : 
Our  flelds  rejoice,  onrmonntaiDS  ring. 
Our  streams  proclaim  a  welcoming; 
Our  strong-abodes  and  castles  bob 
The  glory  of  their  loyalty. 

How  glad  is  Skipton  at  Ibis  hour. 
Though  lonely,  a  deserted  Tower; 
Enlght,  squire,  and  yeoman,  page  and 

We  have  Uiom  at  the  feast  of  Bniiigli*n>. 
How  glad  Pendragon,  though  the  sleep 
Of  jrears  be  on  herl  Sho  shall  reap 

le  of  this  great  pleasure,  viewing 
As  In  a  dream  her  own  renewing. 
BejoHxa  la  Broogh,  right  glad,  I  deem. 
Beside  her  little  humble  stream ; 

le  that  keepeth  watdi  and  wart! 

iteller  Eden's  couree  to  guard ; 
They  both  are  happy  at  this  hour, 

Though  each  la  but  a  lonely  Tower : 

Bat  here  is  perfect  joy  and  pride 
For  one  Mr  House  by  Emoof  s  aide. 
This  day.  diatlngolah-d  without  peer 
To  see  her  Uaster  and  to  cheer, — 
Him,  and  his  Lady-mother  dearl 


The  Houses  of  Lancaster  and  Vurk 
™ilv  rmreBsnted  by  0>e  Beil  lioae 
the  White,  were  united,  aRer  tlic  fail 
orUiuhanl  the  Third,  by  the  mairlagc  of 
Heury  the  Serentb  with  Klisabetbr  the 
daughter  of  Edward  the  Fourth. 
°    "---    .i^ra,^entitl«l 


l.i(HH^K 


BROUGHAH  CABILE. 
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O,  It  w*s  a  time  forlom 
When  Uie  bUierlesB  woa  bom  I  — 
Give  her  wings  that  she  may  ttj. 
Or  she  eeoB  ti«r  Infknt  die  I 
Swoids  that  »m  with  aUoghter  wild 
Hunt  Gte  Mother  and  the  Child. 
Wlio  willlake  them  fram  the  light? — 
Tondec  is  a  man  In  elBbt,  — 
Yonder  IB  a  hODse, — bat  vbere? 
No,  ther  must  not  enter  there. 
To  the  caveB,  and  (o  Uie  brooks. 
To  the  clODdB  of  heaven  ihe  looks ; 
Sbo  is  spoe<4ileaB,  bnt  her  eyes 
Pray  lu  gtinslly  agi>nicB : 
•Bliflsnil  Mary,  Mother  mild, 
Halrl  and  Mother  undeilled. 
Save  a  Motter  (jtd  ber  Child  I  ■ 

Now  iriio  is  ho  that  boonds  with  joy- 
On  Carrock'a  Bide,  a  Shepherd-boy? 
No  thoughts  hath  lie  bnt  Ihooghla  tbst 


Light  at 


:a  a  smothei'd  flame?  [shed 
O^er  whom  each  iJiitnfcftil   tears  were 
For  shelter,  and  a  poor  man's  breadi 
God  loves  the  Child;  and  God  hath 

will-d  [ 

That  those  dear  words  should  lie  fut- 
The  Lady's  words,  when  Ibrced  away, 
The  last  she  to  her  Babe  did  say : 
'  My  own,  my  own,  thy  Fellow^guest 
1  may  not  be ;  but  i^st  thee,  rest, 
For  lowly  Ehepherd's  life  is  best  I ' 
Alas  I  when  evil  men  are  strong 
No  life  is  good,  no  pleasure  long. 
The  Boy  must  part  troai  Mosedale'e 

And  leave  Blencathara's  rugged  coves,' 
And  quit  the  flowers  that    Smnmei 

To  Glenderamabln's  lofty  springs ; 
Must  vaniah,  and  hia  careleBS  cheer 
Betara'd  toheaiineBB  and  fear.— 
Give  Sir  Lancelot  Thrclkcld  praise  I 
Hear  it,  good  man,  old  in  dayal 
•Hion  tree  of  covert  and  of  rest 
Pot  this  yonng  Bird  that  le  dislrest; 
Amoi^  thy  bvanehes  soi^  lio  lay. 
And  he  was  free  to  sport  and  play, 
When  CalconB  were  abroad  for  prey. 


jnlliara  is  the  old  a 


A  recreant  hnip,  that  ainga  of  Teu 
And  heavineas  In  ClilTord's  earl 
1  Bald,  when  evil  men  am  Btroag, 
No  life  ia  good,  DO  pleasure  long, — 
A  weak  and  cowardly  unCruCb  1 
Our  Clifford  was  a  happy  Youth, 
And  UianU^l  through  a  weary  time. 
That  brought  him  up    to    manhood's 
Again  ho  wandcrB  forth  at  will,  [prime. 
And  (ends  a  flocb  from  bill  to  bill ; 
His  garb  is  humble ;  ne'er  was  seen 
Bucb  garb  with  such  a  noble  mien; 
Among  the  shepherd  grooms  do  male 
Hath  he,  a  Child  of  strength  and  slate  I 
Yet  lacks  not  Mends  for  simple  ghie. 
Nor  yet  for  higher  sympalhy. 
To  hlB  side  tlie  fallow-deer 
Came,  and  rested  withoat  fear; 
The  eagle,  lord  of  land  and  sea, 
Stoop'd  down  to  pay  him  fealty; 
And  both  th'  undying  OA  that  swim 
ThroDgh  Bowscale-Tam  did  wait  on 
Thepair  were  servants  of  his  eye  [him :  ■ 
In  their  Immortality; 
And  glancing,  gleaming,  daA  or  bright, 
Slaved  to  and  fro,  Ibr  his  delighc. 
He  knew  the  rocks  which  Angels  baont 
Upon  the  mountaine  visitant; 
Be  liath  kenu'd  them  taking  wing : 
And  into  caves  where  Fairies  slog 
He  hath  entered ;  and  been  told 
By  Voices  how  men  Uved  of  old. 
Among  the  heavens  his  eye  can  see 
The  Sice  of  thing  that  is  to  tic ; 
And,  IftbaCmen  report  him  right. 
His  tongue  could  whisper  words    of 
Now  another  day  iB  come,  [might. 

Fitter  hope,  and  nobler  doom : 
Be  hath  thrown  aside  his  crook. 
And  hath  buried  deep  hie  book; 
Armour  rusting  in  his  hails 
On  the  blood  of  Clifford  calls ;  '- 
*  Quell  the  Scot,' exclaims  the  Lance; 
'Bear  me  to  (he  heart  of  France,' 


Imagined  by  the  people  of  the 
t  there  were  tivo   imuortol 


9  The  four  Immediate  progenitors  of 
lio  poreon  in  whose  bearing  this  is  sup. 
oscd  to  be  spoken  all  died  In  the  Ocla. 
cverjil  others  of  the  l>iinlly  perlBbeil  in 

.lie  B.ime  mauDcr.   The  Clia'oid,^,  indeed. 

of  Cumlierland  were  l&med  tor  their  mar. 

llnl  spirit,  and  were  ilietingulBheil  tat 

HcrcenesB  oveu  in  that  flcreo  ago. 
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woarswoBTH. 


Is  the  longing  ottbe  SUeW ! 

Tell  th;  nunc,  tboa  trembling  Field; 

Field  of  death,  irhere'er  thou  be, 

Groan  ttaon  witb  our  Ticloi?  I 

Hnppf  day,  and  mighty  hour. 

When  onr  Shepherd,  In  Us  power, 

Htiil'd  and  borsod,  wilh   lance   and 

To  his  anceatore  restored  [oword, 

lake  a  re-appcaiing  Star, 

Liko  a  glai7  from  a&r, 

Firet  Btkall  head  the  Hock  of  wart ' 

Alait  th*  impasskoi'd  miiutrel  did  not 
know  [Qatned. 

That  (br  a  tranquil  Bonl  the  Lay  was 

Who,  long  compeli'd  In  hnmble  trolks  to 
BO,  [tamed. 

Waa  Boneo'd  into  feeling,  KwOied,  and 

Love  bad  lio  fbund  in  huM  where'  poor 
men  lie;  [riUa, 

Hla  daily  teacbera  had  been  woods  and 
The  Bilcnce  tliat  la  In  the  etury  sky. 
The  Bleep  that  is  among  the  lonely  billa. 

la  him  the  lavage  vhrtue  of  the  Bsce, 

Bevenge,  and  all  teroidoua  thoughts  were 

ISot  dill  he  change ;  but  kept  in  lo^  place 
The  wisdom  which  advareity  bad  bied. 

Glad  were  the  vales,  and  every  cottage- 
hearth  ;  [and  more ; 
Ihe  Shcpbcrd-lord  waB  honour'd  more 
And,  agBB  oiler  ho  was  laid  In  earth, 
"The  good  Lord  Clifford"  was  tbe  name 
be  bore."  [ISOT. 


THE  PA9B  or  SIHESTONK. 

VfrrHlS  the  mind  atrouB  Amclea  woi^t 
A  deep  delight  the  bosom  thiilla, 
on  as  1  pasB  along  the  fork 


When,  save  tbe  ragged  road,  w 

jiklnd. 


lhl> 


3   Henry  Lord  Clifford,  the  subject  of 

Ills  grandlyrir "- -■■-■--  >  — ■ 

lliffiird,      '  - 


>n  or  John  Lord 


Who,  after  the  battle  of  Wakefleli: 
Blew,  In  the  pursnit,  the  young  tun  oi 
Batland,  eon  to  the  Duke  of  York,  who  ISll 
Inthatbattle.  rndependcntorthlaHct,aI 
l>est  a  crael  and  Havage  one,  the  Ounlly  of 
CMbrd  hod  done  enough  to  draw  npon 
Hicmtbe  vehement  hatied  of  the  House 
tf  York;  bo  Oiat  after  the  Battle  of  Tow- 
hope  Ibr  them  but  In 
— %.  Henry,  the  aub- 
deprived  of  his  es- 
iring  the  space  of 
I  which  time  he  lived 


ton  thete 
Ughtand 
Ject  of  the  Poem, 

twcnty-Jburycarflt  i 
aBBBhejiherdinYor 
land,  nberc  the  estate  of  his  _ 
{Sir  Lancelot  Thrclkcld)  lay. 
stored  to  bis  estate  anil  honi 
Urst  year  of  Henry  the  Scvent 
conlcil  Hiat,  "  wheu  ciiilcil  Cu  1 
he  bcbuved  nobly  and  wisely : 


tflnd 


n  not  his  handiwork  to  mock 
By  BOmethinK  cognizably  shaped ; 

Mockery —or  model  roughly  hewn, 
id  left  as  If  by  earthquake  strewn, 
from  the  Flood  escaped ; 
Altars  ftir  Druid  service  flt ; 

wliere  no  Hre  wae  ever  lit. 
Unless  the  glow-worm  to  the  Bklea 
Thence  offer  nightly  sacriffce  ;) 
Wrinkled  Egyptian  momuaeuti 
Green  moss-growu  toner;  or  hoaiy  tent; 
ta  of  a   camp   that  never  shall   be 
raised, —  [gazAdl 

Which    four    thousand  years    have 

Te  plough-shares  sparkUng  on  Che  Bk^teal 
Te  snow-white  hunbs  that  Mp 

'd  ^mid  the  formal  props 

>s  ownership  I 


Tetr 


To  Qied  tb<  insatiate  Prodigal  I        [fleldi, 
I^WDS,  houses,  chattelB,    giorea,    tmd 
All  that  the  fertile  valley  Bhlelds; 
Wages  oTfolly,— baits  of  crime. 
Of  lifb>B  uneasy  game  (he  stake, 
Playthings  Chat  keep  the  eyes  awake 
OfdrowBy,  dotard  Time  ;  — 

Oguiltl—O  vales  and  plains. 


eseldou 


oLond 


irUie  Court; 


lo  decay  duri  ae  the 

3  is  a  tradltic 

TThrelkeld  i 
prineipal    retreat, 

le  bod  ara^Tcd  gnBX  BstronaiiiLlnJ  knowl- 
idgo.  I  cannot  conclude  this  noM  wlth- 
jut  adding  a  word  touching  the  tbodal 
EdillceB,  spoken  of  in  the  Poem.  The 
CliObrds  had  always  been  diatingnlihed 
" honourable  prido  in  theec  CBMIes; 


. „ — their 

(brmer  magnlBcencfl  by  the  ccicbmt^d 
Laily  Aune  CUITord,  CoontesB  uf  Puni- 


i.i(KH^ie 


TO  £2rtBEFBIBE. 
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Here,  "mul  bis  own  luirex'c)  d( 
AGenliuitwella,  that  can  IDbdiu 
At  oDce  all  memotj  of  Yao,  — 
Koat  poteot  wlwo  mUU  thU  the  ikf, 
Hitta  Uut  diUoit  and  nugnlfr ; 
VUleltae  coune  nuhea,  to  tb«  iwat 

Ingbraeie. 
Blgh  Cnth  their  AndGnt  melodlM  I 


je  ghrUler  notes  I — tAol  nuwch 
wu  on  tlw  blsU,  [vcb. 

Wbeu,  Ihioaeh  tbis    Heisbt^   inTOrtad 

The;  uir>  ■dTentaraiulf  bnpell'da 
And  older  ef  ei  tban  tbeira  bebeld, 
Ilui  block.  —  and  jon,  wboee  cbnich-llke 

GlTea  (0  tUa  Mnge  Pau  iU  Bams. 
AvitingBoadl  that  lov'«t  to  blda 
nj  daring  in  a  TSponry  bonm, 
Kot  uldom  mar  <^^  I""^  relnni 
When  tbOQ  ebalt  be  m;  gnide ; 
ABd  I  <a»  all  men  nay  find  caii>«i 
Whoi  life  is  at  a  vrearf  pasM. 
AbdtbeybaTe  panted  up  the  bill 
Of  duty  with  reluclant  will) 
Bg  thaDUbl,  ercn  ttaougfa  tir«d  and  (Unt, 
FortberlcbbOBntieeorDonBtiBint; 
WbeMM  OR  InvlgoTaUng  trsnipnts  ■< 
That  cbalce  lacked  courage  to  bestow 


A  Tdl  is  lUted,  —  can  Bbe  Bllgbt 

The  scene  UiBt  opens  now  ? 

Though  habltatioD  none  appear 

The  givennesB  tells,  man  mast  be  thare ; 

Tbe  belter,— Ihat  tbe  p^rapecUTS 

I>  itf  the  clime  in  wbicb  we  life ; . 

When  loll  pdtbdbs  bis  daily  round; 

Vbete  Fit7  sbeds  sweat  tean ;  and  IiOTe, 

In  woodbine  bower  or  birchen  grOTe, 

lalllcts  his  lender  wound — 

Who  nHSes  not  hither  ne'er  shall  know 

BowbeantiAi]  the  world  helow: 

Bat  can  be  gnesa  bow  lightlf  leaps 

Vba  brook  (ulown  the  rocky  steepe.— 

ItoawcU,  Oioo  desolate  Donialnt 

Hope,  polntins  to  the  cultured  plain, 

CsiiA  like  a  sbepberd'boyt 

Aad  irto  is  she?  —  Can  that  be  Joy  ? 

WhOk  wMi  a  sunbeam  for  her  guide, 

SbodHi^  skims  the  nwadows  wldei 


Whilo  Fallh,  (Mm  yonder  openlns  clondi 
To  bill  and  lale  proclaims  aloud,  [od  dara, 
"  Wbate'er  tbe  weak  may  dread,  the  wick- 
Thy  lot,  O  Han,  Is  good,  thy  portion 
fclrl"«  [isn. 

TO  IHrBBPRISB. 
IbrlheTounKtb'impasslan'd  smile  . 

Slied  from  thy  countenance,  as  I  see  thee 

High  on  thai  cbalky  cliff  of  Briton's  Isle. 
A  slendervolume  grasping  in  thy  hand,— 

(Perchance  the  pages  that  relate 
Tbe  various  tarns  aTCrneoffa  Ikle,l  — 

And  drop  thy  pointing  Anger  bright 

As  the  flret  Cash  of  beacon  light; 

Bat  neither  veil  thy  head  In  shadows  dim. 

Nor  turn  thy  face  away 

From  One  who,  la  the  cyening  of  his  day. 

To  thee  would  ofl^r  no  presamptuous 

Bold  Spirit  r  who  art  (Tee  to  tots 
Among  tbe  stairy  eoorts  of  Joio. 
And  oft  in  splendour  dost  appear 
Embodied  to  poetic  eyea, 
While  traversing  this  netlHir  sphere, 
Where  Mortals  call  thee  EutbrfIUSB. 
DsQghter  of  Hope  I  her  Eswmrlte  Child. 
Whom  she  to  yonng  Ambition  bore, 
When  Hontei'B  arrow  flrit  deflled 
The  gro»e,  sad  Btoln'd  the  turf  with  gOT»] 
Thee  wingM  Fancy  took,  and  nursod 
On  broad  Euphrates'  palmy  Bbore, 
And  where  the  mightier  Waters  barM 
From  cares  of  Indian  mountains  hoarl 
She  wrapp'd  thee  in  a  panther's  skin ; 
And  Thou,  thy  fiiTOorite  food  to  win, 
Tbe  flame-eyed  esgle  oft  wonldat  scare 
From  her  rock  ftirtresB  In  raid  air, 
With  Infant  shout ;  and  ofCea  sweep, 
Palt'd  with  tbe  ostrich,  o'er  the  plain; 
Or,  tired  with  sport,  wouldst  sink  asleep 
Upon  tbe  coachant  lion's  manet 
With  Tolling  years  thy  strength  Increased; 
And,  Ikr  beyond  thy  native  East, 
To  ttiee,  by  varying  titles  known 
A*  varlonsly  thy  power  was  shown. 


4    ThongbtsainlfcellngBOfmnnywalks 

in  all  weatheiB,  by  day  and  night  oyer 
this  Faas,  alone,  and  with  beUired  (rienda. 
— JulAor't  Hotet. 


l..(KH^ie 


W0BD8W0BTH. 


Did  IncenBe-beHring  nltnrs  riM. 
Which  uiiight  the  blsie  of  Bacriflc«> 
From  gappllRDts  pnotlng  for  tbe  Bkiea  I 


What  though  thii  ancient  Earth  be  trod 
Mo  more  by  alep  of  Demi-god 
HouDtiug  IWim  glortoua  deed  to  deed. 
An  thou  (Wim  cUme  to  climo  didst  lead ; 
Tct  Btil],  the  boaom  beaUng  high, 
Adi)  the  hiuh'd  Arcwell  of  an  ef  e, 
Where  oo  procraitinating  gaze 
A  laet  iaflrmlty  betrays. 
Prove  that  thy  heaven-descended  sway 
Shall  ne'er  submit  to  cold  decay. 
By  [hy  divinity  Impell'il, 
The  Stripling  seeks  the  tented  flcld ; 
Th'  sBpiring  Virgin  kneels ;  and ,  pale 
WiHi  awe,  receives  the  hallow'tl  voU, 
A  soft  and  tender  Heroine 
Vow'd  to  severer  dlaciplioe ; 
InBameil  by  thee,  tho  blooming  Boy 
Makes  of  the  whistling  shrouds  a  toy. 
And  of  the  ocean's  dismal  breast 
Aiilay-ground,— oracouchof  rest! 
'Mid  the  blank  world  of  snow  and  Ice, 
ThoD  to  his  dangers  dost  enchain 
The  Uhamols^haser  awed  In  vHis 
By  chum  or  dlziy  precipice ; 
And  hast  Tbou  not  with  Diumpli  Bean 
HowBoaring  mortals  glide  between 
Or  Uuough  the  cloudB,  and  brave  the  light 
With  bohler  than  Icarian  flight?  < 
How  they,  fn  bells  of  crystal,  dive, 
(Where  winilB  and  waters  cease  te  strive,) 
For  no  unholy  vlElUiige. 
AnuHig  the  monBteraof  tbe  Deep; 
Ami  all  the  aad  and  preclons  thljiga 
Which  there  in  ghastly  silence  sleep? 
Or.  adveree  Udca  and  currents  headed. 
And  brealhlesB  calms  no  longer  dreaded. 


And,  slighting  lalla  ud  «car:: log  oars. 
Keep  Ihlth  wlOi  Time  on  distent  sboro*?— 
Within  OUT  Ibarleas  reach  ons  placed 
Tbe  secrela  of  the  bomlng  Waste; 
Egyptian  tombs  unlock  their  dead, 
Kile  trembles  it  bis  tbnntain  head; 
Thon  spoak'st,  —  and,  lo  \  the  polar  Seas 
Unbosom  their  laet  mysteries.—  [reward, 
But,  01  what  transports,  what  snblimo 
Won  from  the  world  of  mind,  dost  thou 

prepare 
For phtlosophie Sage;  orhlgh-soDledBaid 
Who.  Ibr  thy  aervioe  train'd  In  looelj 
woods,  [the  air. 

nath  fed  on  pageants  floating  through 
Orcalentured  Indepthof  Umpld  floods;* 
Nor  grieves,— though  doom'd  thro'  Bllent 

ulgbt  to  bear 


n  Alluding,  of  course,  to  the  bold  spirit 
ofEnlcrpriseasdlsplayodiu  halloon-voy. 
iiglng.—The  unclasBical  reader  may  like 


iiriunea  bj 
Pasiphae.b 


m; 


nnRStcr,  licing  Bomethli 


a 


IS  tbcnce  called  tbe  IcAriau  sc 


he  Patriots 

soul,  [worth, 

Fiom  source  still  deeper,  end  of  higi>er 

Tis  Iblne  the  qnlckenlng  impulse  to  ooib 

trol. 
And  in  due  eeason  send  the  mandate  forth ; 
Thy  call  a  prostrate  KaUon  can  rastore. 
When  but  a  single  Hind  resvlTes  to  cionob 


Dread  Minister  of  wiatbl 
Who  to  their  destined  punishment  dost 
nrge  [harden'd  heart! 

The  Pharaohs  of  the  Earth,  the  men  of 
Not  unassisted  by  the  flattering  stars, 
Thon  strew'st  temptation  o'er  the  path 
When  tiiey  in  pomp  depart 


I  This  Is  the  only  Instance  I  remember 
have  met  with  of  almturc  thus  used  a* 
;erb.  The  word  properly  means  a  feiwr. 
d  bonce  is  put  Ibr  tlie  furious  delMum 


throw  themselve 


Into  the  water.   TIm 


i  ftvm  a  passage  in  »wlft'i 


l^Uth. 


On  the  Bmooth  ocean^s  azure  bed, 
Enamell'd  flelda  and  verdant  trees: 
With  eager  haste  he  longs  lo  rove 
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VUh  trampling  hOTMsand  reAdgent  car*. 

Soon  to  be  Bvallaw'd  b;  the  briny  surge; 
07  cut,  tot  llDgeriug  death,  on  unkDown 

OrODght  amidawhlri  of  desert  uixla, — 
An  Arm)-  doit,  and  now  a  UtIds  bill 
That  a  brief  vhite  heares  with  conmbiTe 

ThenalliBBtill; 

Or.toIbi^ttteirinadneeB  and  Uwlr  woes, 
Vnqit  In  a  wlndiog-alieet  of  niKitleBs 


Back  OowB  the  Trilling  murent  of  mr  Song 
IftoptoTOke  inch  doom  Che  Impions  ilare, 
Why  ihould  It  dannt  a  blameleia  prayer ) 
Bom  GoddesB  I  range  our  Yontb  among ; 
!<iir  let  thy  genuine  Impulse  lUl  to  beat 
Id  beartH  no  longer  yoong : 
3&11  may  a  veteran  Few  have  pride 
In  Ihonghts  whose  slemness  makes  then: 

In  Sx'd  resolves  by  Beason  jnstifled ; 
Tbu  to  their  ottJect  clears  like  sleet 
VhUeoIng  a  pine  tree's  northern  side, 
Vbea  flelds  are  naked  far  and  wide. 
Aid  withcr'd  leaves.  JYom  earth's  cold 

Dp^anght  in  whirlwinds,  nowhere 
findieet. 


But,  if  snch  homage  Cbon  disdain 
Ab  lioth  wiib  mollowiDg  years  agree. 
Oik  nrely  absent  from  thy  train 
Hare  hnmble  tevonrs  may  obtain 
For  thy  contented  Votary. 
^  who  iDRites  the  ttolic  Iambs 
hi  presence  of  tbelr  heedless  dama, 


in  H  Penaerato,  addressing 
ihal  shann'et  the  nolee 


Cokridge,  also,  it 
*lue>  Itie  cpitliet 
"  A  melaDcholj  bird  I 


KigkUngale,  repn- 

O,  idle  thought  I 

nothing  melancboly." 


That  wake*  (be  braeie.  the  sparUIng 
Doth  burry  to  the  lawn ;  [lymph 

ffho  inspires  that  stmin  of  Joyance 
holy  [ancholy,' 

Which  the  sweet  Bird,  misnamed  the  mek 
FoDTB  forth  in  shad]'  groves,  shell  plead 

And  vernal  momhigs  opening  bright 
With  views  of  nndefln'd  delight, 

cheerful  Bongs,  and  snna  that  Bhine 
On  bnsy  days,  with  tbankAil  nights,  bO 


Bnt  thon,  O  GoddesBl  In  thy  ftivonrilo 
(Freedom'B  impregnable  redoubt,  [Isle, 
The  wide    Earth's    slore-houae    fignced 

With  breakers  roaring  to  the  gnles 
That  Blrelch  a  thoniaDd  tboiieand  snilii,) 
Quicken  the  Blothflil,  and  exalt  (lie  vile  I 
Thy  Impulse  is  the  life  of  Fame ; 
Glad  Hope  would  almost  cease  to  be 
If  lomltom  Uiy  society; 
And  Love,  when  worditeBt  of  his  name, 
}nd  to  walk  the  Earth  with  Theel 


Teb,  it  WHB  the  monntiin  Echo, 
Solitary,  clear,  profbund, 
Anawering  to  the  sboiitiag  CoekoOi 
Giving  to  her  sound  for  sound! 

Unsolicited  reply 
To  a  babbling  wanderer  sent; 
Like  her  ordinary  cry, 
Like, — bnt,  O,  howdUKrenll 

Qenrs  not  also  mortal  Lire?  — 
Hoar  not  we,  anthinking  Creatures  I 
Slaves  of  tolly,  love,  or  striJte  — 
Voices  of  two  diiferent  naturca  ? 

Have  notiMtoo?— yes,  weliave 
Answers,  and  we  know  not  nheiMe: 
Echoes  Tmm  beyond  the  grave, 
Becognised  intelligence  t 


For  of  God,— of  God  Uiey  are.       [U0& 
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THE  EGYPTIAN  MAID; 

OR, 

THE   ROMANCE   OF  TUB  WATEK-LILT.* 

[rortbs  names  and  peraong  In  the  Ibllowinj  poem,  see  the  "  HIrtory  or  thi 
■owned PriiKwAniiarand  bis Enl^lsorcheBonnd Table;"  (brtbeintUieAti 
ie  answerable;  onl;  it  may  be  proper  to  add,  tint  tbe  I^tos,  witb  the  bDal  ol 


ancient  art,  once  Included  mnong  the  Townlej  MmBIm, 

Brilisb  HOBenm.] 

While  Merlin  paced  the  Comifih  aauds. 
Forth-looking  toward  the  rocks  of  Scilly, 
The  pleased  Enchanter  waa  aware 
Of  a  bright  Ship  that  seem'd  to  hang  in  air; 
Yet  waa  she  work  of  mortal  hands, 
And  took  from  men  her  name,  TttB  WAiBB-LiLr. 

Soft  waa  the  wind  that  landward  blow; 
And,  as  the  Moon,  o'er  some  dark  hill  ascendant, 
Grows  from  a  little  edge  of  light 
To  a  full  orb,  this  Pinnace  bnght 
Became,  as  nearer  to  the  coast  eha  drew. 
More  gloriooa,  with  spread  sail  and  Btreaming  pendant. 

Upon  this  wingfid  Shape  so  feir 
Stige  Merlin  gazed  with  admiration:        > 
Her  lineaments,  thoaght  be,  enrpass 
Aught  that  was  over  shown  in  magic  glass; 
Waa  ever  bnilt  with  patient  care; 
Or,  at  a  touch,  produced  by  happiest  transformation. 

Now,  though  a  Mechanist  whose  skill 
Shames  the  degenerate  grasp  of  modem  science, 
Grave  Merlin  (and  belike  the  more 
For  practising  occult  and  perilous  lore) 
Waa  subject  to  a  freakish  will 
That  sapp'd  good  thoughts,  or  scared  them  with  defiance. 

Provoked  to  envious  spleen,  he  cast 
An  alter'd  look  upon  th'  advancing  Stranger 
Whom  he  had  hail'd  with  joy,  and  cried, 
"  My  Art  shall  help  to  t^ne  her  pride : " 
Anon  the  breeze  became  a  blast. 
And  the  waves  rose,  and  sky  portended  danger. 

ofa  ffewwords  oasuaBrnaBd  In  conTersaHon  bymynephew, 
was  describlnir  with  great  spirit  the  appesnuoe  aod  meve- 

le  seemed  to  admtre  more  than  any  otfier  he  had  erer  seon, 
"  ■"  .    TblB  plant  tias  bSBQ  my  delight  from  mj- 

id  compoeVnglbepDem.   Had  1  not  heard  Uiose  wan^  It  ironld  never 
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With  thrilling  word,  and  potent  sign 
Traced  on  the  beach,  his  work  the  Sorcerer  argos; 
The  cloncls  in  blacker  clouds  are  lost, 
Like  spiteful  Fiends  that  vanish,  croaa'd 
By  Fiends  of  aspect  more  malign ; 
And  the  winds  roused  the  Deep  with  fiercer  sooorgea. 

But  worthy  of  the  name  she  bore 
Was  this  ^ea-Sower,  this  buoyant  Galley; 
Supreme  in  loveliness  and  grace 
Of  ■motion,  whether  in  th'  embrace 
Of  truBty  anchorage,  or  scudding  o'er 
The  main  flood  ronghen'd  into  hill  and  valley. 

Behold,  how  wantonly  she  laves 
Her  sides,  the  Wizard's  craft  confounding; 
Like  something  out  of  Ocean  sprung 
To  be  for  ever  freah  and  young. 
Breasts  the  sea-flashes,  and  huge  waves 
Top-gallant  high,  rebounding  and  reboundingl 

But  Ocean  under  mi^ic  heaves. 
And  cannot  spare  the  Thing  he  cherish'd: 
Ah !  what  avails  that  she  waa  fair, 
Luminous,  blithe,  and  debonair  ? 
The  storm  ha3  stripp'd  her  of  her  leaves;. ' 
The  Lily  floats  no  longer  1  —  she  hath  perish'd. 

Grieve  for  her, — she  deserves  no  leas; 
So  like,  yet  so  unlike,  a  living  Oreatnre! 
No  heart  had  she,  no  bnsy  brain; 
Though  loved,  she  could  not  love  again; 
Though  pitied,  feel  her  own  distress ; 
Kor  aught  that  troubles  us,  the  fools  of  Katursk 

Yet  is  there  cause  for  gushing  tears, 
So  richly  waa  this  Galfey  laden : 
A  fairer  than  herself  she  bore, 
And,  in  her  struggles,  cast  ashore; 
A  lovely  One,  who  nothing  hears 
Of  wind  or  wave,  — a  meek  and  guileless  Maiden. 

Into  a  cave  liad  Merlin  fled 

From  mischief  caused  by  spells  himself  had  mntter'd; 

And  while,  repentant  all  too  late. 
In  moody  posture  there  he  sat«, 
Ho  heard  a  voice,  and  saw,  with  half-raised  head, 
A  Vlaitaiit  by  whom  these  words  were  utter'd : 


13S  WOKDSWOSTH. 

"  On  Chrigtian  service  this  frail  Bark 

Sail'd  (hear  me.  Merlin  I^  ander  high  protection, 

Thongh  on  her  prow  a  sign  of  heathen  power 

Vfas  carved, —  a  GoddesSB  with  a  Lily  flower. 
The  old  Egyptian's  emblematic  mark 
Of  joy  immortal  and  of  pore  affection. 

Her  course  was  for  the  British  strand ; 
Her  freight,  it  was  a  Damsel  peerless: 
God  reigns  above,  and  Spirits  strong 
May  gather  to  avenge  this  wrong 
Done  to  the  Princess,  and  her  I^d, 
Which  she  in  dnty  left,  sad  but  not  oheerlesa. 

And  to  Caerleon'a  loftiest  tower 
Soon  will  the  Knights  of  Arthur'B  Table 
A  cry  of  lamentation  send ; 
And  all  will  weep  who  there  attend. 
To  grace  that  Stranger's  bridal  hour, 
For  whom  the  sea  was  made  nnnavigable. 

Shame  I  should  a  Child  of  royal  line 
Die  through  the  blindness  oi  thy  malioel'* 
Thus  to  the  Kecromancer  spake 
Ulna,  the  Lady  of  the  Lake, 
A  gentle  Sbrceress,  and  benign. 
Who  ne'er  embitter'd  any  good  man's  chatioeu 

"  Wbat  boots,"  continued  she,  "to  moomP 
To  expiate  thy  sin  endeavonr : 
Prom  the  bleak  iale  where  she  is  laid, 
Petch'd  by  onr  art,  th'  Egyptian  Maid 
May  yet  to  Arthai^s  Court  be  borne, 
Cold  as  she  is,  ere  life  be  fled  for  e?er. 

My  pearly  Boat,  a  shining  Light, 
That  brought  me  down  that  sunless  river. 
Will  bear  me  on  from  wave  to  wave, 
And  back  with  her  to  this  sea-cave;  — 
Then,  Merlin,  for  a  rapid  flight 
Through  air,  to  thee  my  Charge  will  I  deliver. 

The  very  swiftest  of  thy  cars 
Must,  when  my  part  is  done,  be  ready; 
Meanwhile,  for  further  guidance,  look 
Into  thy  own  prophetic  liook ; 
And,  if  that  fail,  consult  the  Stars 
To  learn  thy  coarse;  farewell  I  be  prompt  and  Bteadf." 
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ThiB  scarcely  rooken,  she  agftin 
Was  eeated  m  her  gleaming  shsUopy 
That  o'er  the  yet-oiBtemper'd  Deep 
Ptirsaed  its  waj  with  bird-like  Bweep, 
Or  like  a  steed,  without  a  rein. 
Urged  o'er  the  wildemefls  in  Bportive  gallop. 

Soon  did  the  gentle  Nina  reach 
That  Isle  witnoat  a  honse  or  haren; 
Landing,  she  fonnd  not  vhat  she  songbt, 
Nor  saw  of  wreck  or  rain  aught 
Bnt  a  carved  Lotus  cast  upon  the  beach 
By  the  fierce  waves,  a  fiower  in  marble  graTen. 

Sad  reliqnej  hot  bow  fair  the  while ! 
For  gently  each  from  each  retreating 
With  backward  curve,  the  leaves  reveal'd 
The  bosom  half,  and  half  conceal'd. 
Of  a  Divinity,  that  seemed  to  smile 
On  Kina,  m  she  pass'd,  with  hopeful  greeting. 

No  quest  was  hers  of  va^e  desire. 
Of  tortured  hope  and  purpose  shaken] 
Following  the  margin  of  a  bay, 
She  spied  the  lonely  Cast-away, 
Unmarr'd,  unstripp'd  of  her  attire. 
But  with  closed  eyes, —  of  breath  and  bloom  fotiakeo. 

Then  Nina,  stooping  down,  embraced, 
With  tenderness  and  mild  emotion. 
The  Damsel,  in  that  trance  embound; 
And,  while  she  raised  her  from  the  ground, 
And  in  the  pearly  shallop  placed, 
Sleep  fell  upon  the  air,  and  still'd  the  ooeao. 

The  turmoil  hush'd,  celestial  springs 
Of  mnaic  open'd,  and  there  came  a  d_ 
Of  fragrance,  anderived  from  Earth, 
With  gleams  that  owed  not  to  the  Sua  their  birth, 
And  that  soft  msthng  of  invisible  wings 
Which  Angels  make,  on  works  of  love  descending. 

And  Nina  heard  a  svreeter  voioe 
Than  if  the  Ooddesa  of  the  fiower  had  spoken ; 
"  Thou  hast  achieved,  fair  Dame  I  what  none 
Less  pure  in  spirit  could  have  done; 
Go,  in  thy  enterprise  rejoice  I 
Air,  earth,  sea,  sky,  and  beav^  success  betoken." 
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So  cheer'd,  she  left  that  Island  bleak, 
A  bare  rock  of  the  Scillj  clnster; 
And,  as  they  traversed  the  smooth  brine, 
The  self -illumined  Brigantine 
Shed,  on  the  Slumberer's  cold  wan  cheek 
And  pallid  brow,  a  melancholy  Inatre. 

Fleet  was  their  course,  and  when  they  came 
To  the  dim  caTem,  whence  the  river 
Iseued  into  the  salt-sea  flood, 
Merlin,  as  fix'd  in  thought  he  stood. 
Was  thus  accosted  by  the  Dame: 
"Behold  to  thee  my  Charge  I  now  deliver! 

But  where  attends  thy  chariot, — whereF"  — 
Quoth  Merlin,  "Even  as  I  was  bidden. 
So  have  I  done ;  as  trusty  as  thy  barge 
My  vehicle  shaU  prove :  —  0  precioas  Ohai^  I 
If  this  be  sleep,  how  softl  if  death,  how  fairl 
Mnch  have  my  books  disclosed,  bat  th'  end  is  hidden." 

He  spake ;  and  gliding  into  view 
Forth  from  the  grotto  s  dimmest  chamber 
Game  two  mnte  Swans,  whose  plumes  of  dusky  irhite 
Changed,  as  the  pair  approach  d  the  light, 
Drawing  an  ebon  car,  tneir  hue 
(Iiike  clouds  of  sunset)  into  lucid  amber. 

Once  more  did  gentle  Kiua  lift 
The  Princess,  passive  to  all  changes : 
The  car  received  her; — then  up- went 
Into  th'  ethereal  element 
The  birds  with  progress  smooth  and  swift 
As  thonght,  when  through  bright  regions  memory  nmgeiL 

Sage  Merlin,  at  the  Slnmberer's  side, 
Instructs  the  Swans  their  way  to  measure; 
And  soon  Caerleon's  towers  appear'd. 
And  notes  of  minstrelsy  were  heard 
From  rich  pavilions  spreading  wide. 
For  some  high  day  of  long-expected  pleasorCL 

Awe-stricken  stood  both  Knights  and  Dames 
Ere  on  firm  ground  the  car  alighted ; 
Eftsoons  astonishment  was  past. 
For  in  that  face  they  saw  the  last, 
Last  liugenng  look  of  clay,  that  tames 
All  pride ;  by  which  all  happiness  is  blighted. 

L        .     I.-.  (Kittle 
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Said  Merlin,  "  Mighty  King,  fair  Lords, 
Away  with  feast  and  tilt  and  tonmeyl 
Yo  Baw,  througliout  this  roval  House, 
Ye  heard,  a  rockinz  marvelloas 
Of  tarrets,  and  a  clash  of  Bwords 
Self-shaken,  as  I  dosed  my  airy  journey. 

liO  I  by  a  destiny  well  known 
To  mortals,  joy  la  tnm'd  to  sorrow; 
This  is  the  wiah'd-for  Bride,  the  Maid 
Of  Egypt,  from  a  rock  eonrey'd 
Where  she  by  shipwreck  had  been  thrown ; 
Dl  sight  I  but  grief  may  vanish  ere  the  morrow." 

"  Though  vast  th^  power,  thy  words  are  weak," 
Ezclaim'd  the  King,  "a  mockery  hateful: 
Dutiful  Child,  her  lot  how  hard  1 
Is  this  her  piety's  reward? 
Those  watery  locks,  that  bloodless  cheek! 
0  winds  withont  remorse  I  O  shore  ungrateful  1 

Kich  robes  are  fretted  by  the  moth ; 
Towers,  temples,  fall  by  stroke  of  thunder; 
Will  that,  or  deeper  thoughts,  abate 
A  Father's  sorrow  for  her  fate  ? 
He  will  repent  him  of  his  troth; 
His  brain  will  bum,  his  stout  heart  split  asunder. 

Alasl  and  I  have  canaed  this  woe; 
For,  when  my  prowess  from  invading  Neighbours 
Had  freed  his  liealm,  he  plighted  word 
That  he  would  turn  to  Christ  oar  Lord, 
And  his  dear  Daughter  on  a  Knight  bestow 
Whom  I  should  choose  for  love  and  matchless  labonra. 

Her  birth  was  heathen ;  but  a  fence 
Of  holy  Angels  round  her  hover'd : 
A  Lady  added  to  my  Court, 
So  fair,  of  snch  divino  report 
And  worship,  seem'd  a  recompense 
For  fifty  kingdoms  by  my  sword  recover'd. 

Ask  not  for  whom,  0  Chunpions  true! 
She  was  reserved  by  me  her  life's  betrayer; 
She  who  was  meant  to  he  a  bride 
Is  now  a  corse :  then  put  aside 
Vain  thoughts,  and  speed  ye,  with  observance  due 
Ot  Christian  rites,  in  Christian  gronnd  to  lay  her." 
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"  The  tomb,"  said  Merlin,  "  may  not  oloee 
Upon  her  yet,  earth  hide  her  beauty; 
Not  froward  to  thy  sovcreien  will 
Esteem  me,  Liegel  if  I,  wBoBe  skill 
Wafted  her  hither,  interpose 
To  check  this  pioiu  haste  of  erring  doty. 

My  books  command  me  to  lav  bare 
The  secret  thou  art  bent  on  keeping; 
Here  must  a  high  attest  be  given. 
What  Bridegroom  waa  for  her  ordain'd  by  Heaven : 
And  in  my  glass  Eignificants  there  are 
Of  things  that  may  to  gladness  torn  this  weeping. 

For  this,  approaching.  One  by  One, 
Thy  Knights  mast  tonch  the  cold  hand  of  the  Virgin ; 
So,  for  the  fayonr'd  One,  the  Flower  may  bloom 
Once  more :  bnt,  if  nnchangeable  her  doom, 
If  life  departed  be  for  ever  gone, 
Some  blest  asaarance,  from  this  clond  emerging 

May  teach  him  to  bewail  his  loss ; 
Not  with  a  grief  that,  like  a  vapoar,  rises 
And  melts;  but  grief  devout  that  shall  endar^ 
And  a  perpetual  growth  secure 
Of  purposes  whicn  no  f^se  thought  shall  cross, 
A  harvest  of  high  hopes  and  noble  enterprises." 

"  So  be  it,"  said  the  King ;  —  "  anon, 
Here,  where  the  FrincesB  lies,  b^n  the  trial; 
Knights,  each  in  order  as  ye  stand. 
Step  forth."  —  To  touch  the  pallid  hand 
Sir  A^ravaine  advanced ;  no  sign  he  won 
From  Heaven  or  earth ;  —  Sir  Kaye  had  like  deniaL 

Abash'd,  Sir  Dinaa  tum'd  away ; 
Even  for  Sir  Percival  was  no  disclosure ; 
Though  he,  devoutest  of  all  Ohampions,  ere 
He  reach'd  that  ebon  car,  the  bier 
Whereon  diffused  like  snow  the  Damsel  lay, 
Full  thrice  had  cross'd  himself  in  meek  oomposnre. 

Imagine  (but,  ye  Saints  I  who  can  ?) 
How  in  still  air  the  balance  trembled, — ■ 
The  wishea,  peradventure  the  despites 
That  overcame  some  not  ungenerous  Knights; 
And  all  the  thoughts  that  lengthen'd  out  a  span 
Of  time  to  Lords  and  Ladies  thus  assembled. 
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What  patient  confideDce  vas  here! 
And  there  how  many  boBoma  panted! 
While  drawing  toward  the  car  Sir  Gawaine,  mail'd 
For  tonmament,  his  beaver  vail'd,* 
And  softly  toach'd;  but  to  hia  princely  cheer 
And  high  expectancy  no  sign  was  granted. 

Next,  disencnmber'd  of  his  harp. 
Sir  Trietrani,  dear  to  thonsanda  as  a  brother, 
Came  to  the  proof,  nor  grieved  that  there  ensued 
No  change ;  —  the  fair  Izonda  he  had  woo'd 
With  love  too  troe,  a  love  with  pangs  too  shar^^ 
Prom  hope  too  distant,  not  to  dread  another. 

Nol  80  Sir  Launcelot;  —  from  Heaven's  grace 
A  sign  he  craved,  tired  alave  of  vain  contrition: 
The  royal  Guinever  look'd  paaaing  glad 
When  his  touch  fail'd.  —  Next  came  Sir  Galahad; 
He  paused,  and  stood  entranced  by  that  still  face 
Whose  features  he  had  seen  in  noontide  vision. 

For  late,  as  near  a  murmnring  stream 
He  rested  'mid  an  arbour  green  and  shady, 
Nina,  the  good  Enchantress,  shed 
A  light  around  his  mossy  bed; 
AnC  at  her  call,  a  waking  dream 
Prefigured  to  his  sense  th'  Egyptian  Lady. 

Now,  while  his  bright-hair'd  front  he  bow'd. 
And  stood,  far-kenn'd  by  mantle  farr'd  with  ermiuf^ 
As  o'er  th'  insensate  Body  hung 
Th'  enrapt,  the  beautiful,  the  young. 
Belief  sank  deep  into  the  crowd 
That  he  the  solemn  issue  would  determine. 

Nor  deem  it  strange:  the  Youth  bad  worn 
That  very  mantle  on  a  day  of  glory, 
The  day  when  he  achieved  that  matchless  feat, 
The  marvel  of  the  PEBiiiOns  Seat, 
Which  whosoe'er  approach'd  of  strength  was  shorn, 
Tliough  King  or  Knight  the  most  renown'd  in  story. 

He  toueh'd  with  hesitating  hand, — 

And,  io!  those  Birds,  far-wmed  through  Love's  dominions. 

The  Swans,  in  triumph  clap  their  wings;  . 


— Ihitb  wi>r<la  are  oReu 


S  nutU.dreivMBbeaTeTdwn.  The  bUTin- was  a  part  of  the  belm 
Ui*&ce,bii(  hung  on  hinges  at  thoean.  90  ttaM  it  coiilii  at  pleasure 
the  forehoacj  or  drawn  flown  over  the  fi>C8.—  raUoiialoii«ri!a — Iloth 


W0ED8W0ETH. 


And  their  necks  pU^,  involved  in  rings. 
Like  sinless  snakes  m  Eden's  happy  land ; —         [pinions. 
"  Mine  is  she,"  cried  the  Knight ;  —  again  they  clapp  d  their 

"Mine  was  she,: — mine  she  is,  though  dead. 
And  to  her  name  my  soul  shall  cleave  in  soiTOw:" 
Whereat,  a  tender  twilight  streak 
Of  colour  dawn'd  upon  the  Damsel's  cheek ; 
And  her  lips,  qnickening  with  nncertain  red, 
Seem'd  from  each  other  a  faint  warmth  to  borrow. 

Deep  was  the  awe,  the  raptnre  high. 
Of  love  embolden'd,  hope  with  droad  entwining. 
When  to  the  month  relenting  Death 
Allow'd  a  soft  and  flower-like  breath, 
Precnrsor  to  a  timid  sigfa. 
To  lifted  eyelids,  and  a  doubtful  shining. 

Id  silence  did  King  Arthur  goie 
Upon  the  signs  that  pass  away  or  tarry; 
In  silence  watch'd  the  gentle  strife 
Of  Nature  leading  back  to  life; 
Then  eased  his  soul  at  length  by  praise 
Of  God,  and  Heaven's  pure  Queen,  the  blissful  Afory. 

Then  said  ho,  "Take  her  to  thv  heart. 
Sir  Galahad  1  a  treasure  that  Cfod  givcth, 
Bonnd  by  indissoluble  ties  to  thee 
Through  mortal  change  and  immortality; 
Be  happy  and  unenviea,  thou  who  art 
A  goodly  knight  that  hath  no  peer  that  livethl" 

Not  long  the  Nuptials  were  delay'd ; 
And  sage  tradition  still  rehearses 
The  pomp,  the  glory  of  that  hour 
Wheu  toward  the  altar  from  her  bower 
King  Arthur  led  th'  Egyptian  Maid, 
And  Angels  caroll'd  these  far-echo'd  verses : 


Wba  shrinju  not  from  KUIanaa 


A  Ship  to  Christ  doToted 
From  the  Land  or  Nile  did  go; 
Alaal  tHe  bright  Ship  floUed. 
An  Idol  at  her  proir. 


B7  magic  domlnalion,  — 
The  HeavcD-ponDitted  Tent 
Of  purblind  mortal  paSBion, — 
Was  wionght  her  punishment. 
The  nowar,  the  Form  within  l^ 
What  served  the;  in  hor  need? 
Hot  port  she  conid  not  nln  It, 
Kor  &om  mishap  be  fteod. 


l^iCHH^IC 
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Ami  (he  nu  seen  no  iDOie ; 
Batgentlfigeutlf  blame  h( 
She  cael  a  Pearl  asbor*. 


Ot  Bteep  aUa  to  death. 


Bnt  Angels  ronnd  her  pillow 
Kept  watch,  a  Tiowless  band; 
And,  billow  IkToorlng  hlUoir, 
She  reacli'd  the  deatined  eirend. 

.  Blot  Pair!  vbal«'«r  befUl  yon, 

'  Tour  bitti  Id  Him  approve 
Who  tram  (tail  Earth  can  call  yoa 
loboweiaof  endteuloTBl  [IBM. 


MISCELLAKEOUS   POEMS. 


Ht  heart  leaps  np  when  1  behold 

A  r^nbow  in  the  ikj : 
Sovusit  when  my  lilb  began; 
SDiiStDOWlamamani 
So  be  It  when  I  BhaU  grow  old. 


Orle' 
Tbe  Child  ie 


lediel 


herofttMlfan; 
'tsh  my  days  to  be 
•  each  by  natoial  piety. 


THE  SPABSOWS  NEST, 
Behold,  within  the  lea^  shade, 
Tboie  blight  blue  egga  together  laldl 

(ki  me  the  chance^discoTGr'd  sight 
Gleua'd  like  a  tMod  of  delight. 
I  elsited,  eeeming  to  espy 
Thi  home  and  siieUer'd  bed. 
The  Sparrow's  dwelling,  which,  hard  by 
My  Falhei's  hoose,  in  wot  or  dry 
HyeiaterEmiiieline  audi 
Together  visited.* 


a  UlUo  Prattler  among  men, 
TIm  Blessing  of  my  later  years 
Wuwilhrac  whennboy: 
Sk  gave  me  eyes,  sho  garo  me  ears  1 
Aiul  hamble  caree.  nnd  ilelieatc  tbars; 
A  heart,  the  ibnntain  of  sweet  tears ; 
And  lore,  and  thought,  aud  Joy. 

[1801. 


REMEUBBAKCB  OF  COLLINS. 

lOmpi>*tdup(mlluTliama,iuor  BMniau. 

GUDE  gently,  thus  tor  ever  glide, 
O  Thnmee !  that  other  batda  may  see 
lovely  TisionB,by  thy  aide 

O  glide,  fair  strenml  for  ever  so, 
Thy  qniet  soul  on  all  bestowing, 
— 1  all  our  minds  (tor  ever  flow 
thy  deep  waters  now  are  Qowlng. 

Vain  thonght!— yet  be  as  now  thon  art, 
That  in  thy  waters  may  be  seen 
The  Image  of  a  poet's  heart, 
~      bright,  how  BDlemn,  how  serene  I 
Such  as  did  once  the  Poet  bless 
Who.  mnrranrlng  here  a  later  diHy, 
Conld  And  no  retbge  Itom  dlstrew 
milder  grief  of  pity.' 

I,  as  wo  float  along, 

dashing  oar, 
child  of  song 
May  know  Ihat  Poet's  sorrows  more. 
How  calm  I  howatilll  the  only  sound. 
The  dripping  of  tho  oar  suEpondod  I  '— 

iniog  darknes*  gathers  round 
By  slrtoc's  holiest  Powers  attended. 


1  Tlie  poet  apcab  of  his  Hister  nnder 
raiiona  names.    Her  real  name  was  " — 
%■  See  page  W,  note  B,  The  poet's 
n  DbligaUon  to  her  is  remarked  ui 


ns  wftich  were  pDbliBhc<l  dur- 
ThB  sceue  of  that  Ude 
B  on  the  Thames,  near 

n,  Wordawotth  alludes  to 


Ode; 
_„    __     _     oft  shall  haonl  tho  shore, 
WhenTliamea  in  sununer  wi'eaths  Isdresti 


pead  (As  diKAilHf  oa 


l..(KH^ie 
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LODISA. 

jUTKB  ACCOMTANTINI}  UBl 


a  tbe  Bbade. 


And,  h&Ting  eeeu  Oat  loTel;  UtM. 
Wbf  should  I  Ibar  to  say 
Thnt,  nymph-like,  she  is  fleet  and  itn 
Anil  donn  tho  roche  con  leap  along 
Like  dTDlela  in  Maj? 


And.  when  Bguinst  the  wind  she  strabu, 
O,  might  I  kis«  the  mountain  laina 
Tbat  sparkle  on  tier  cheek  I 

Take  all  that's  mine  beneath  tbe  Hoon, 

If  I  irltb  her  but  half  a  noon 

May  sit  beneath  IhD  walls 

or  some  old  cave,  or  mesa;  naak. 

When  Qp  she  winds  along  the  biMok 

To  hunt  the  wsterTalls.  pBOK. 


Strahge  fits  of  pauion  hATe  I  knowi 
And  I  wiU  dare  to  tell, 
But  In  the  Lorer'B  ear  alone. 
What  once  Co  me  befeU : 

When  she  I  loved  look'd  eveiT  d*r 
Fresh  aa  a  rose  In  June, 
I  to  ber  cottage  bent  my  way. 
Beneath  an  evening  Moon. 


And  now  we  reach'd  the  orchard-plot; 
And,  as  we  climb'd  the  hill. 
The  sinking  Hoon  to  Lucy's  cot 
Came  near,  and  nearer  still. 

In  one  of  those  awc«t  dreams  I  slept. 
Kind  Nature's  gentlest  boon  I 
And  all  the  while  my  eyes  I  kept 
On  tbe  descending  Moon. 

Hy  horse  moved  on ;  hoof  ailer  hoof 
He  raised,  and  never  atopp'd : 
When  down  behinil  tbe  cottage  roof. 

At  once,  the  bright  Moon  dropp'O. 


What  Bind  and  wayward  thoa^ta  will 
~  ilo  B  Lover's  head  1  [slide 

O  mercy  J"  to  myself  I  cried. 

If  Lucy  shonJd  be  deadl »  [ITW. 


Shb  dwelt  among  tb'  untrodden  ways 
Beside  tbe  springe  of  Dove, 
,  Maid  whom  (here  were  none  to  pralae 
And  very  few  to  love ; 


he  lived  nnknowD,  and  few  eould  kjsow 
When  Lncy  ceased  to  be; 
But  she  is  in  her  grave,  anal,  O, 

II  pTSfc 


In  lands  beyond  tbe  sea ; 
or,  England  t  did  I  know  tlU  Oken 
What  love  I  bore  to  Ikee. 

Tls  post,  that  melancholy  dreamt 

'  will  1  quit  thy  shore 

A  aecond  time ;  fOr  stUl  T  seem 

To  love  tbee  more  and  mere. 

jnong  thy  mountaliu  did  I  ftel 
The  Joy  ofmy  desMi 
And  she  I  cherisb'd  tum'd  her  'Wbliul 
Beside  an  English  Ore. 

hy  mornings  shnw'd,  thy  nights  oon. 
The  bowers  where  Lucy  play'd ;  [oeai'd 
And  thine  too  Is  the  last  green  Hold 

tt  Lncy's  eyes  sorvey'd.  [ITSBl 


LET  other  barda  of  angels  singi 
Bright  suns  withont  a  spot; 

But  thou  art  no  snch  perfect  tb 
Bejoice  Ibat  Uiou  art  noti 


Heed  not  tho-  noi 
So,  Mary,  let  It 

Itnoagbt  in  love] 
With  what  (hot 


I  should  call  tb««  bir; 


i..(KH^ie 
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True  besntf  dwells  in  deep  ratraMi, 

Whose  veil  Ib  onremoved 
Till  besrt  with  besit  In  concoid  beau, 

And  the  larer  is  beloved.*  [18U. 

TO  THE  CUCKOa 

0  BuTHB  New^comerl  1  bkTe  heard, 

1  be&r  thee  and  nt|olc«. 

O  Caokoo  I  ahall  I  call  thee  Bird, 
Or  but  a  waoderliig  Toloa  t 

While  I  am  Jylag  ou  the  giaai 
Tb7  twolbid  about  I  heari 
From  hill  to  hill  it  seeniB  Co  pais, 
At  once  Ikr  off  and  naar. 

nioDsti  babbUos  only  to  the  Tale, 
Of  snoBhineandof  flomrSi 
Thou  brJhfieBl  onto  me  a  tale 
Of  Tiaionarr  boora. 

Tbrice  aralcoine,  darling  of  the  Spri: 
Even  yet  tbon  art  to  nte 
So  bird,  but  an  invlBible  tUng, 
A  voice,  a  mystery ; 

nie  aame  Thorn  In  my  school-boy  days 
tilBCen'dta;  tbatCry 
Which  made  me  look  a  thousand  waj 
In  bnBb,  and  tree,  and  aky. 
To  seek  thee  did  I  often  rove 
ThrOQgh  woods  and  on  tbe  green; 
Andthon  wert  still  ahope,  alove; 
Btill  long'd  rar>  never  seen. 


Evening  now  nnblnd*  tha  fatten 
FaahloD'd  by  tbe  glowing  light ; 
All  that  breathe  are  tbaokAil  debtors 
To  tbe  harbinger  of  night. 

f  some  grave  tbongfata  attended 


And  I  can  IlBten  to  Ibee  yet; 
Can  lie  npou  the  plain 
And  listen,  till  I  do  beget 
That  golden  tima  again. 
ObleesMBlrdl  tbe  eaitb  we  pace 


Doral  sport,  aa  iMnr  thou  sporteil; 

I  platftmn.  light  and  Itoe; 
Take  thy  bliss,  while  longest,  shorteati 
Are  IndUKretit  to  Oiee. 

Who  wonU  check  the  bappy  ftallag 
That  inspires  (he  Unnet'e  Bong? 
Who  would  slop  the  Bwallov,  wbeellng 
Ou  her  pinions  awift  and  Btrong? 

U  this  inqiresBlve  BMaoo, 
Words  which  (andeneas  can  speak 
'  From  the  truths  of  homely  reason, 
Uigbt  exaU  Ike  lovdlest  ehed; 

And,  while  shades  to  shade*  anoceeding 
Steal  tbe  landscape  Itom  the  sl^t, 
'  wonid  nrge  this  moral  pleading, 
.ast  (brenuuer  oT  "Good  nlghti " 

ScMHEH  ebbs ;— each  day  IhM  tbUova 

reflux  ftom  on  high, 
Tending  to  tbe  darksome  hollows 
Where  the  frosts  of  Winter  lie. 

He  who  governs  the  creation. 
In  His  proTldence,  aaalgn'd 

Sncb  a  grodunl  declination 


E  LOSGBST  DAT. 


IB  Wiser,  yoatbnil  Maiden  1 


tn  OB  quit  the  leafy  arbour, 
And  Uie  lorreat  mnimuiing  by; 
I^  the  Son  is  In  his  barboar. 
Weary  of  the  open  sky. 


That  absorbs  lime,  space,  and  ni 
Look  Ibou  Co  Etemi^  I 
{,  Follow  thon  Che  flowing  river 


■,Go(.)'^lc 
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"  To'iilght  will  be  a  gtomi;  nl^t. — 


Through  the  yenr'a  Bucccaalve  portals ; 
Through  the  boatidg  which  mtui;  a  star 
Uaiks,  not  mindless  of  A«ii  mortali, 
Wben  Mb  light  retnnu  ftom  fitr. 

Thna  whan  thon  wlUi  Time  luut  travell'< 
Toward  the  mighty  gnirof  thlngia. 
And  Uie  mazy  Btreuu  Duntvell'd 
Witli  tliy  beat  ImagininKB ', 

Think,  if  thou  od  bewUy  leanert, 
Tliinli  liow  pitiAil  that  Usy, 
Did  not  Ttrtne  gtTe  the  meuieat 
Ouume  BuperioT  to  decay. 

Daty,  lite  a  etrict  preceptor, 
Sometimca  n-owne,  or  eeema  to  frown; 
Choose  her  tttlstle  fbr  thy  Bcsptre, 
While  yonth'B  rosea  are  thy  crown. 

Gmep  it,  — If  thou  shrink  and  tremble. 
Fairest  daiUBel  of  the  green. 
Than  wilt  lack  the  only  Bymbol 
That  proclaim!  B  gentiine  queen ; 

And  eusuroB  those  palms  of  honoul 
Which  -selected  spirits  wear. 
Bending  low  before  the  Donor, 
Lord  of  Heaven's  nnohAnglng  yearl  ■ 


LnCY  GKAY;    OB,  SOLITU 

OiT  I  had  heard  of  Luty  Grey ; 
And,  when  I  croae'd  the  wild, 
I  chanued  to  see  at  break  of  day 
The  solitary  child. 


YaQ  yet  may  spy  the  Ittwu  at  plaj. 
The  hare  upoD  the  greea; 
But  the  sweet  I&co  of  Lncy  Gray 
Will  never  more  be  seen. 


S  Snggcstod  by  my  daoghter  Dora  play- 
ing In  m>nt  of  ftv<l»l  Maiml;  and  com- 
posed in  agreatmenrmns  the  same  allor- 


That,  Father,  will  I  gladly  do : 
'TIS  scarcely  oflemooD ; 
The  minater-elMdL  ha*  Jnst  struck  timn 
And  yonder  iB  the  UdooI" 

At  this  the  FUher  raised  his  book. 
And  snapp'd  ■  tbgot-band ; 
He  plied  his  work ;  —  and  Lncy  took 
The  lanteni  in  her  hand. 

Not  blither  is  the  mountain  rue : 

With  many  a  wanton  itioke 

ner  Uset  disperse  Uie  povdeiy  nmir. 

That  rises  up  like  smoke. 

The  storm  came  on  before  its  time: 

She  wBOdcr'd  Qp  and  down  J 

And  many  a  hill  did  Lucy  climb ; 

But  never  reach'd  the  town- 

The  wretched  parents  all  that  nlsht 

But  there  was  neither  SDand  nor  aigbt 
To  serve  them  for  a  golde. 
At  day-break  on  a  hill  they  stood 
That  overlook'd  the  moor; 
ad  thence  they  saw  the  bridge  of  wood, 
ftarloog  Dmm  their  door. 
They  iTBpt;   and,  tnmlng   homeirard, 
IQ  Heaven  we  all  shall  meeti'      [eried, 
When  in  the  snow  the  mother  spied 
The  print  of  Lucy's  feet. 
Then  downwards  from  the  sleep  hlU's 
They  track'd  the  footmaiks  small ;   [edge 
'  through  the  broken  hanthom  hedBCi 
by  the  long  stone-wall; 


They  fOllow'd  from  the  snowy  bank 
Those  Ibotmarks,  one  by  one. 
Into  the  middle  of  the  plank; 
And  Itirther  there  were  nonel 
Yet  some  maintain  that  to  this  day 
She  is  a  living  child; 
That  yon  may  aee  sweet  Luoy  Qray 
Upon  the  lonesome  wild. 


l.i(KH^ie 
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O^rTongli  and  gmootb  Bba  trlpi  aloiig. 
And  DSTcr  looks  behind ; 
And  sinfts  a  eoliUry  soDg 
T)utiFbi«tlealDtbsHlDd.i  [179 


WE  ABE  SEVSN. 
— —  A  simple  Childi 
TluU  llgbU7  drawa  lia  bnwtb, 
Ai>d  feel*  il8  life  Id  cveiy  limb. 
What  sbonld  it  know  or  deatb  ? 

I  met  a  little  cottage  Old : 
She  was  eigbt  yeore  old,  she  said ; 
Bet  bair  was  thick  with  nuaij  a  cod 
That  oluBtei'd  round  ber  bead. 

She  had  a  natic,  woodlaod  air, 

And  Bhe  was  wUdI;  olad : 

Her  eyes  wets  Air,  and  Tery  blr; 

Her  beauty  made  ma  glad. 

."Sisters  and  brothers,  little  Kald. 


'  And  iibei«  are  they  ?   1  pray  yon  tel 

She  answer'a,  "  Sbtbd  btb  we; 
And  two  or  DB  at  Conwaf  dwell, 

Two  ot  as  in  the  cbureb-rard  lie, 

Uj  sister  and  my  brotber ', 

And.  in  the  chDIch-yard  cottBfW,  1 

l>iTell  near  tbcm  with  my  mother." 

"  Ton  say  that  two  at  CoDway  dwell, 


Then  did  (ho  little  Uaid  replr. 

"Seren  boj^sand  girls  are  we; 
Two  of  QB  in  the  chureh-jard  lie, 
Beneath  tbe  chnrob-yard  tiee." 


fl   Fonndedoi_ 

to  me  bv  my  sister,  of  a  little  Eirl 

not  ta  from  Hallux  Id  Yorkshire,  

bewildered  in  a  snow-Btonn.  Her  toot- 
Blcpa  were  traced  by  her  pareota  to  the 
niddle  of  the  look  of  a  canal,  am'  — 
other  restlge  ot  her,  backward  oi 
ward.  couKl  bv  traced.  Her  body 
nerwas  found  in  the  oanaL — Au\ 


"  Ton  run  about,  my  llttla  Maid. 
Tour  limbs  they  araallie: 
If  two  are  In  the  cbonib-yard  laid. 
Then  ye  ace  only  Ove." 


And  they  are  aide  by  aide. 

If y  stockloBS  there  I  oflcD  kn: 
My  kerchief  there  I  hem ; 
And  thet«  upon  the  gronnd  I . 
And  sing  a  aoug  to  iham. 

And  often  after  sun-set.  SIti 
When  It  Is  U^t  and  fair, 
I  take  my  IlKle  porringer. 
And  eat  my  sapper  there. 


the  charch-yaid  she  was  teiil ; 

when  the  grass  was  dry, 
Together  round  her  grave  we  playM, 
My  brotber  John  and  I. 

And  when  the  ground  was  white  wi 


on,  then,"  anid  U 
a  Heaven?  " 

le  Maid's  reply. 


redeadt 


they  are  dead ;  those  two  ai 
Tbelr  spirits  are  in  Heaven  I  "— 
'Iwaa  throwing  words  away ;  (or  etlU 
The  little  Maid  would  hare  her  will, 
Andeaid,  "Ka7,weaiesevenl>"    [1798. 


tills  poem  wbile  waUlnalnBKToreat  Al- 
(biden,  and  that  the  little  girfwho  Is  the 
heroine  was  met  by  him  within  the  area 
ofGaodridiCaUtelulTIB.  Theplecewai 
DDbUshed  in  the  8rst  voliune  of  i^/ricai 
iMadt,  17M.— lu  hia  notee,  the  aottior 
s  how  a  Mend,  who  iuid  got  sight 

I  poem  as  it  was  going  through  (be 

press,  remonstrated  with  him  against 
>rintiDg  it;  "One  evening  he  cnme  to 
me  with  a  grave  Caoe,  and  said.  ■  Words, 
worth,  I  have  seen  the  voliune  that  you 


WOBDSWOBTH. 


ImuTE  of  a  mouubUn^wellliie. 
Thou  biwt  clomb  aiott,  uid  gued 
Vrom  the  watdi-loinera  of  UelvellTiki 
Awed,  delighted,  and  unaiedl 

FoteDt  was  the  spell  tbU  bound  IbM 
Kot  anwiUiug  to  obey; 
Tot  bias  Elber*!  arme,  flung  round  tbao, 
etill'd  the  piotinga  of  dunuiy. 

La  I  the  dwindled  woods  uid  me&dowB ; 
What  a  last  ab/Ba  ia  there  I 
Lol  Ibe  Claude,  the  solcniD  shadows, 
Andltae  glistening*— heaTBnlffUrl 

And  a  record  of  commotloii 
Which  ■  thouBand  lidgea  yield ; 
Bidge,  and  gulf,  and  distant  ocean 
Gleamhig  like  a  eilver  shleldl 

Maiden,  now  take  flight;— Inherit 
Alpa  or  Andes.— they  an  thine  I 
With  tbe  morning^  roseate  Spirit, 
Sweep  their  length  of  snow;  line; 

Or  surrey  their  bright  dominions 
In  tbe  gorgeous  colours  dresC 
nung  ftvm  Dtr  the  pnrple  pinions. 
Evening  spreada  Uuoughoat  the  Weal  t 

Thine  arc  all  the  conl  (Onntalns 
Warbling  In  each  sparry  lanlt 
Of  th'  untrodden  lunar  monntalns; 
Listen  to  their  eonga  t — or  bait. 


for  tlie  power  of  hills  ia  on  thee. 
As  was  witnese'd  through  thine  eye 
Then,  when  old  Helvellyn  won  thee 
Tooontess  thelrmalestyl*  [IStB. 


was  a  Phantom  of  delight 
When  flrst  she  gleam'd  upon  my  alght; 
A  lovely  ApparlliDn,  sent 
To  be  ft  momont's  ornament  .- 

lyes  as  stars  of  TwUight  Ihir; 
Like  TwlUght'B,  too,  her  dusky  bafr ; 

U  things  else  about  heulrawii 
FroiQ  Uay-tlme  and  Oie  cbeeiAil  Dawn; 

dancing  Shape,  an  Image  gay. 
To  haunt,  to  Btortle,  and  wi^lay. ' 


publlsl 


Then 


tt  nbictt  1  eameaUy  entreat  yon  will 
.^u.cel;  fbr.ifpubUBbed,  it  will  make  you 

1  felt  much  obliged  by  the  interest  ' 

took  in  mv  good  name  as  a  writer,  i 

begged  to  know  what  was  the  unlbrtnnate 
piece  he  alluded  to.  He  salil,  ■  It  is  caljed 
TVearctif      ■    ■■ 


By,eaidI,thatBhBlltB 


pair.  1  bate  only  to  addltiat  In  tbe  Spring 
of  IStl  I  reTlBlled  Uoodrich  Caatle,  not 
having  seen  tlut  part  of  tl»  Vfje  since  I 
met  the  UlUe  girl  there  in  1I9S.  It  would 
have  given  me  greater  pleasr—  ''  "■ — 
fODnd  in  Die  nMgtabounng  hi 

traces  of  one  who  had  Intere. _. 

much ;  but  that  was  hupossible,  as  nnlbr. 
tuualely  1  did  — ' ' ' " 


>t  even  know  bt 


saw  her  upon  nearer  view. 

A  Spirit,  yet  a  Woman  too! 

Her  household  motions  light  and  ftn 

And  steps  of  vii^  liberty ; 

Sweet  records,  promlBea  as  sweet; 

A  Creature  not  too  bright  or  good 

For  human  nature's  daily  Ibod; 

For  treUBlent  boitowb,  simple  wilea. 

Praise,  blame,  hive,  kisses,  tears, 

The  reiy  pulse  of  the  machine; 
A  Being  breathing  tbonghUhl  bteatb, 
A  Traveller  between  lUb  wid  de«>th; 
The  reason  firm,  tbo  temperate  will, 
~       ronco,  foresight,Btrength,and  skill; 
tea  Woman,  nobly  plnun'd 
im,  to  comfort,  and  command; 
And  yet  a  Spirit  stlU,  and  bright 
With  something  of  angelic  light.'      tUBL 


8  The  lady  was  Hiss  BlBCkett,  then  re- 
siding with  Mr.  Montague  Bnrgoyao  at 
Foi-Uhyll.  We  were  tempted  to  remain 
too  long  upon  tbe  mountain ;  and  I,  im> 
prudently,  with  the  hope  of  shortenlur 
the  way,  led  her  among  the  ccrwa  ana 
down  a  sleep  elope,  which  entangled  «• 
in  diUculties  that  were  met  by  her  with 


mnchspiritandMinrage.— JutJ^M-'s  JVolo. 
9  This  great  little  poem,  Ibr  snch  It 
truly  la,  refers,  throughout,  to  the  author^ 
wife.  Ue  himself  says,  "  it  wue  written 
&vm  my  heart,  as  iasofflcieDtlyohvloua." 


.oogie 


UISCBLUintOIIfl  F0EU8. 


ONiQiiTiiiGAi^EI  Uioa  mrelr  Art 
Acrealure  or  a  "fier;  heart": — [tdaree; 
These  note*  of  tbine,  the;  piamw  and 
ToniDltaous  harmonj  wid  Oereel 
Tbon  Blng'et  m  if  iho  God  of  wIds 
Hwlbelp'd  theetoaYaleDtlne; 
AMagln  mockery  and.dDS|ii(e 
Of  ahadeB,  and  dewa,  and  Bllent  night ; 
And  Btesd;'  bllas,  and  all  the  loTe« 
Now  aleeplns  In  tbeae  peaceful  grorca. 

I  heard  ■  StoA-doTS  aing  or  Mf 
Bla  homely  lale,  thU  TeT7  day  1 
Hia  Tolce  ww  bniied  among  traaa, 
Tet  to  be  corned  b;  tbe  toeeie : 
He dJd Dot cea»e i  batcoo'dandcoo'di 
And  HiineHtial  ponslvely  he  voo'd : 
He  Bang  of  tore,  yritb  quiet  bleudlni^ 
Blow  to  begin,  and  neior  ending  i 
Of  utioos  ftitb,  and  Inward  glee; 
That  was  theaoug— UieBongfoimel 


Thsks  yean  she  grew  in  annand  afaoirer, 
Then  Nature  aald,  "  A  lorelier  flower 
On  Earth  waa  nerenown : 
Thli  Child  I  to  myaelf  will  take; 
81ie  ah*!!  be  mine,  and  I  wUl  make 
A  Lady  oT  my  own. 

JfTHlfwill  to  my  darling  be 

Both  law  and  Impalse:  andwKhiM 

The  Girl,  in  rock  and  plain, 

In  earth  anil  heaven,  In  glade  and  bower, 

Bhall  leel  an  overaeelng  powei 

To  kindle  or  reatiain. 

Un  ahall  be  aportive  aa  the  tkmi 
That  wild  with  glee  acroaa  ibe  lawn 
Or  np  tho  monntaln  Bpiingn ; 
And  hBTB  BbAll  be  the  breathing  balm. 
And  here  (be  lilence  and  the  Calm 
Otmale,  lB»en»ittc  things. 


To  heri  Ibr  her  the  willow  bend; 
Nn  dull  abe  &U  to  see 
Even  In  the  motlone  of  the  Storm 
Gnce  bat  ehall  monld  tho  Halden'g 
Bf  Biknt  aympathy. 

na  rtan  ofmldnlght  shall  be  dear 
TDheri  and  she  Bhnlllean  her  ear 
In  many  a  Becrot  place  [ro 

^Tbra*  ilTnlete   danoe  their  wayward 


And  dtal  IbellDgs  of  (Ml^t 

SbKll  rear  her  form  to  atalely  height. 

Her  Tlrgln  boaom  awell : 

Sacb  Uioa^t*  to  Looy  I  will  glT« 

While  abe  and  I  together  lire 

Here  In  tbia  liappy  d^L" 

That  Natnre  ipakei— The  woit  wai  dona  { 
How  aoon  my  Lncy'a  race  was  run  I 
She  died,  and  left  to  me 

besth,  IhiB  calm  and  qniet  teen* ; 

memory  of  wliat  baa  been. 
And  nerei  more  will  be.'  [1790. 

I  WiXOBa'D  lonely  aa  a  cloud 
That  Doati  on  high  o'er  toIcb  and  hlil*. 
When  all  at  once  I  aaw  a  crowd. 
A  boat,  of  golden  daSOdlta ; 
Bealde  lite  lake,  beneath  the  tree*. 
Fluttering  and  dancing  In  the  breeie. 

Centlnuoui  as  the  (Ian  that  ahlne 
And  twinkle  on  the  milky  way, 
They  etretch'd  in  nevn^ndlng  line 
Along  the  margin  of  the  bay : 
Ten  thotuand  aaw  1  at  a  glance, 
Toaatng  their  head*  in  apiJghtly  danoe. 

Tio  WATM  bealde  them  danced ;  bnt  they 

Ont.did  the  aparkling  wareB  in  glee: 

A  poet  oould  not  but  be  gay. 

In  inch  a  Jocund  company : 

I  gazed— and  gaiod  — but  little  thought 

Whalwealththeshowtomehad  brought; 

Pot  oft.  when  on  my  ooDch  I  Us 
InTaeantoriu  pensive  mood, 
Tbey  Oaah  upon  that  inward  eye 
WhichialhabllsBof  Bolitade;' 


Wordaworth'fl  am 
aea  bow  fCillclty  of  tbnaght  and  language 
can  go  further.  Raskin  jUBtly  ascribes  to 
it  theqoallty  of  "exqulelle  ngblneaB." 

3  Theae  two  lines  have  been  l&ulled, 
perhapa  Jnstly,  aa  being  disproportionata 
lo  UiD  occasion.  Colcndge.in  Uiesoperb 
criticism  on  Wordsworth  In  biBfliojrujiMo 
Lil^rftria,  cites  them  as  an  Instance  of 
"tbonght*  and  ImagcB  loo  great  for  the 
BnbjecL"  "Itlsawell.fcnownIiiet,"Bay» 
be,  "that  bright  colonrs  in  motion  both 
makcandleaieth-- •' '      " 


ieTS 


l..(KH^ie 
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THE  GBEEN  LDnTET. 
Beheath  Sieee  frait-tim  bon^s  OiM 

Their  Bnmr-vhiEe  blosBoma  on  m^  bead, 
Witb  brlgbteBtsuu^iiDeroniid  mo  spread 

Of  8pring*a  nncloadcd  weatber. 
In  thia  seqaeBler'd  DOok  how  Bveet 
To  elc  upon  my  orcbard-eeati 
AihlblrdaandflovQraoDC^moTe  toj 

Uy  laat  yeai'a  MendB  Cogetbert 


1 1  marlE'd  the  happieat  guct 


tbsn  that  a  vivid  tnuws,  or  viooal  apeC' 
truid,  thna  originated,  inav  become  the 
link  Of  aaaodoHon  In  rocsXilag:  the  fbel- 
Inga  and  Images  that  had  accompanied 
the  orloiiial  impreuion.  Bat,  If  we  de- 
■crtt>e  tola  in  aucb  lines  aa 
*Tbey  flaah  upon  that  inwanl  eve 
Which  ia  the  hilss  of  aoUtade,' 


if  retrospection,  when  the  Imagee 
vlrtooaa  Bctiona  of  awbolewell-apeni. 
paas  before  that  conscience  which  is 

deed  the  irtioard  ■'hi,  *  vhirh  \m  Irhlrml  ' 

blbt  of  Kiittiic'. 


letters  to  Archdeacon  Wranglitun  he  has 


hupponed  tt ,. . 

Montana's  mantol-plece,  and  to  gbi 

eye  upon  tlie  very  poem  of  the  (Ja„ 

•Ay,'  eoya  lie,  ■Bflnomorael  thisforthe 
Reviewer^.'  When  this  was  told  me,  (Dir 
I  waa  not  pcasent,)  I  obsorred  that  (here 
wenjiUTD  ^Fi£a  in  that  little  poem  which, 
if  thoroughly  folt,  would  annihilate  n|-- 
. — ..._  _r  .,,_  „„, y[.  dig  kingdom, 


Uiey  would  Hod  no 


nndy, 


dnffudUi 


IS  a  long  belt  of ^ 

•„i.-a„u[>^.  I  never  aawdaffodllri  SO  beao- 
UfiiL  TheyKrewamongthemoasy  stones 
nbontthem:  some  vested  their  heads  ~ 
tbeac  atones  as  on  a  pillow;  the  ro  at  tost., . 
nndceelod.nnd  danced,  and  scorned  as  if, 
they  verily  Inugheil  with  the  wind,  they 
looked  BO  gay  and  glanclDg.— ^utAor*! 


too,  Unnot,  in  thy  green  soTBrJ, 
Preaiding  Spirit  here  to-day. 
It  lead  the  revela  of  the  May: 
And  this  is  thy  dominion. 
While  Wrda  and  bntterfliea  and  flower* 
Hake  all  one  band  of  paramaora, 
Thou,  ranging  np  and  down  the  bowen, 
ole  in  thy  employment ; 
Preaence  like  the  Air, 
Scattering  thy  gladneaa  without  care. 
Too  bleat  with  any  one  to  pale; 
Thyself  thy  own  enjoyment. 
lid  yon  toft  of  haiel  trees, 
That  twinkle  to  Uie  gnsty  breeze. 
Behold  him  percb'd  In  ecsta^ea, 

mlngatlU  to  hover; 
There  I  where  the  ButMr  of  his  winga 

bia  back  ai>d  body  Binga 
Shadows  and  annny  (^ImmeHngs, 

That  cover  him  all  over. 
My  dazzled  sight  be  oR  decelvea, 
A  Brother  of  the  dancins  leaves ; 
Then  fllte,  and  Itom  tlie  cottage  eaTes 

Fonra  Ibrtb  his  aong  in  gaalieB ; 
As  if,  by  that  exulting  atralu, 
~   mock'd  and  treated  with  disdain 
Tlie  volceleaa  Farm  be  choae  to  feign. 
While  fluttering  In  the  bnahes.  [IBO. 

THE  POET  AKD  THE  CAGBD 
TUBTLEDOVB. 
AS  olten  as  I  murmur  hero 

Hy  botf-fbnn'd  melodies, 
Stndght  fiom  her  osier  manaloli  near 

ThG  Turtledove  replies : 
Tliough  Bllent  as  a  leaf  befbre. 

The  captive  promptly  coos; 
la  it  to  teach  her  own  aoK  lore. 

Or  second  my  weak  Unae  ? 
I  rather  think  the  gentle  Dove 

Is  murninriDg  a  reproof, 
DIapIeased  that  I  iVom  lays  of  lova 

Have  dared  to  keep  aloof; 
That  I,  a  Bard  of  hiU  and  dale. 

Have  caroll'd,  lhjicy.]!tee,* 

i    Wordsworth   hero   uses    the    word 
/oMy  for  love.     The  some  usage  Is  fte. 

Iuent  hi  Shakcapcare,  aa  in  >!  mdauaantr- 
'ighVt  l>Ttam,K.  1; 

"  And  the  Imperial  votaress  paasM  on 
In  maiden  meditation, /tHHy/rae," 


UISCELLAJTEOUB  POKUS. 
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If  mcb  tby  meaning,  O  fbrbear. 


Bird, b 


rang: 


Is  eTerrwbere 


The  spirit  of 
*Mid  grove,  and  bfthQ  calmflmii: 

Love  anlmatoH  edt  Ifn,  — 
That  coo  ag^Dl  —  'Os  not  to  chide, 

I  foci,  bat  to  Inspire.*  [Uao. 


TO  A  SKY-LABK. 

Upwitbmel  up  with  me  into  the  clonds: 
For  Uiy  song,  Lark,  is  etrong; 

Up  with  me,  np  with  me  into  the  elands  I 
Singing,  singing. 

With  cloads  and  skj  ahont  thee  ringing, 
UR  me,  guide  me  lill  I  ftnd 

That  spot  which  seems  bo  to  thr  mindl 

I  hare  waltd  tbro'  wndemeeseK  drouy, 
And  to-day  my  heart  is  weaiy ; 
Had  I  now  (be  wlogs  ot  a  Faery, 

Up  to  thee  would  I  fly.  [diviue 

There  Is  madness  aboat  thee,  and  Joy 

Id  Oait  song  of  thiue ; 
Uft  mo,  guide  me  high  and  high 
To  thy  banqaetjng.place  In  the  sky. 

Joyona  as  momiug, 
^nioa  art  langiiing  and  scorning ; 

Ttion  hast  a  nost  Rit  thy  loTBand  thy  rest. 
And,  though  tittle  troubled  with  sloth, 
Drnnken  Idrk,  thou  wonldst  be  loth 
To  bo  SDch  a  traveller  as  I. 

nappy,  happy  Liver, 
With  a  aoul  as  strong  aa  a  moimtaln  rlter. 
Pouring  ont  praise  to  the  almighty  Giver, 

Joy  and  jollity  be  with  ns  both] 

Alas)  my  Journey,  raggM  and  uneven, 
Throngh  prickly  moors  or  iliuty  ways 


But,  hearing  Ibee.  or  otbera  of  thy  kind. 
As  Itall  of  ghulneas  and  as  free  of  heaven, 

'  ti  my  fate  contealed,  will  plod  on, 
And  hope  for  higher  raptures,  wben  life'a 
day  Is  done.  [littS. 


FIDELITY. 
A  BABKiKa  sound  the  Shepheid  bean, 

asofartogorfoii 
He  halts, —and  searches  witti  Ui  eyM 
Among  the  scatter'd  loeks : 
Aud  now  at  distance  can  discern 

stirring  In  a  brake  of  Ibrui 
And  instantly  a  dog  is  seen, 
Glandng  tbioogb  tbat  covert  green. 
The  Dog  la  not  of  mountain  breed; 

itloDS,  too,  are  wild  and  sby ; 
With  something,  as  the  Shepherd  think*. 
Unosnal  In  its  cry ; 

is  there  any  one  In  sight 
round,  in  hollow  or  on  bcigU : 
^odE  nor  whistle  itiikes  his  ear; 
What  is  the  creature  doing  here? 

That  keeps,  till  Jnne,  December'a  snow ; 
A  loHy  precipice  In  &ont, 

:nt  tarn  •below  I 
Far  la  the  bosom  of  Helvellyn, 
Bemolo  fn>m  public  road  or  dwelling. 
Pathway  or  cultivated  land; 
From  trace  of  human  fbot  or  hand- 


notes  as  follows :  "  Thia  dove  was  one  of 
a  pair  that  hod  been  given  to  my  daugh- 
ter l)y  onr  excellent  Riend,  Uisa  Jews- 
bury.  The  doye  aorvlved  Its  mate  many 
yewB^d  waa  killed,  to  our  gnat  aw. 
TOW.  by  a  nelghbonr'B  cat  These  verses 
wBto  composed  extempore,  to  the  letter. 
It  WW  Ihe^abit  of  this  bird  to  begin  coo. 
ing  and  murmuring  whenever  it  beard 
me  nuking  my  verses." 


Id  aympbony  austere ; 

Thither  the  rainljow  comes  —  the  cloud— 

Lnd  mists  that  spread  tlio  flying  sbroud; 

Lnd  sunbeams ;  and  the  sounding  blast, 

liat.  if  it  could,  would  hurry  past; 

lut  that  euonnons  barrier  liotds  It  fhst. 

[ot  free  from  boding  thoughts,  anhiie 
The  Shepherd  stood;  then  makes  his  wny 
O'er  rocks  and  stcnes,  following  the  Dog 
quickly  OS  he  may; 
r  Da  had  gone  befbre  he  Ibund 
linman  skeleton  on  llie  ground; 
Th'  uppali'd  Discoverer  with  a  sigh 
Looks  round,  to  learn  the  hiatory. 


l.i(KH^ie 


WOBD8W0RTH. 


Tiom  tlioBe  abrupt  ud  perOoB*  rocks 
The  Hao  b*d  lUlen,  that  place  or  fterl 
At  length  npon  tbe  Shepheid'B  mind 
Jt  breate,  and  all  1*  clear.' 

He  instAnUf  recoU'd  tbe  name, 

And  who  be  was,  and  whence  be  cemej 


But  bear  a  wonder,  for  nhose  aaks 

TUe  lamentable  tale  I  telll 

A  laitiDg  monument  of  worda 

TblB  wonder  mcrite  weU. 

The  nog,  whiidi  atU)  was  borering  nigh, 

Bvpeating  the  same  timid  cty. 

This  Dag,  had  been  thro'  three  monlhi 

A  dweller  In  that  aaiage  place.        [space 

Tee,  proor  was  plain  that,  since  the  day 
When  this  ill.bted  TraTeller  died, 
The  Dog  had  watch'd  aboal  (he  spot, 
OrbyhiBmasleT'etide.'  [tloH 

Bow  Doorish'd  bere  (hrangb  nioh  long 
Ke  knowa,  wbo  gave  that  lore  anblime: 
And  gave  that  itreDgth  of  fMllng,  great 
AboTOOllbumaneUimatet'  [1900. 


AFFUCTIOK  OF  HABOABET . 

WUEHE  art  than,  mr  belorM  3oa, 
Where  art  thou,  worse  lo  me  than  dead? 
O.  Und  me,  prasperouB  orundonel 
Or,  if  the  grave  be  now  thy  bed. 
Why  am  I  ignorant  of  Che  same, 
That  1  maj'  reel :  and  neither  blame 
Kor  Barn>w  ma;  attend  thy  name  ? 


To  have  deipalrid,  have  Imped,  boUared, 
And  been  for  evermore  begnlled; 

Somctimea  with  thoughts  of  veiT  blleat 
1  catch  at  them,  and  then  I  miss; 
Whb  ever  darkness  like  to  this  ? 

He  was  among  the  prtane  in  worth. 
An  object  beanteoua  to  behold ; 
Well  born,  well  bied;  I  sent  him  forth 
IngcnaooB,  Innocent;  and  bold : 
ir  dilngB  ensued  that  wanted  grace, 
As  hath  been  Bald,  they  were  not  base; 
And  never  Uush  was  on  my  Dux, 

Ah  I  little  doth  the  young-one  dreaiai. 
When  mu  of  pUy  and  chihliah  eaies. 
What  power  is  In  bis  wildest  scream. 
Heanl  by  hia  mother  nnawaiesi 
He  knows  it  not,  he  cannot  gness : 
Years  lo  a  mother  bring  dlBtreae; 
But  do  not  malm  her  love  the  lesa. 

Neglect  mel  no,  I  snlfeT'd  long 
From  that  111  thought  1  and,  being  bUud, 
Said,  "Pride  shall  help  me  In  my  wrong: 
Kind  moOier  have  I  been,  as  Um) 
Aaoverbreatbed:"  and  that  Is  tree ; 
rve  wet  my  path  vritb  (ears  like  dew. 
Weeping  for  bim  when  no  one  knew. 

Hy  SODi  if  thou  be  humbled,  poor, 
Hopelees  of  bonoor  and  of  gain, 
O,  do  not  dread  thy  mother's  doiK  I 
Think  not  of  me  with  griof  ami  pain : 
I  now  can  see  with  better  eyes ; 
And  worldly  grandenr  I  deBpise, 
And  fortune  with  her  gifts  and  lies. 
Alas  I  the  fowls  of  heaven  have  winffn. 
And  blasts  of  heaven  will  aid  theh-  flight : 
They  mount, — bow  short  a  voyage  brings 
The  wanderers  iHuA  to  their  delight  1 


this  piece,  the  author  notee  u 


totlfis 


IS  named  Charles  dough,  and  bad  ct 


, — tdperlAed.    

Seott  beard  of  the  accident, . 
~"~  :r  had  taken  ap  the  sabji 


Hu  body  was  dlseovered  aa  la  lohl  In  this  poem.   Waller 


WordewoTlh  then  refbrs  to  tlie  R>liowing  as 
'  forbear  lo  quote  enUi«  from  SeoH'e  poem : 

How  long  didst  Ihou  think  that  his  silence  was  slumber  ? 


most  beantlfnl  staua^  which 


When  the  wind  w 


_...' oft  didBtlbou  start? 
dldat  Uiou  number. 


How  many  long  doys  and  Jong 

Ero  he  Aded  b«[bre  thee,  the  ftiend  of  Hiy  hi 

And,  01  waaitmeetlhaC— ooreqnleroreoa  o'er  him— 
No  mother  to  weep,  and  no  Mood  to  dcnloro  him, 

Andthoo,  little  gUBTUlan,  alone  stTe(eb'd1)efbTe  him — 
*''-'' M  the  Pilgrim  from  lire  sbonld  depart?" 


tittle 


itiscELLJiintons  foems. 


Ctalu  Ha  HI  down  bj  laud  u>d  net; 
And  wiibeH,  vain  u  mine.  ni«f  be 
in  IbaX  ia  leu  to  comfort  tboa. 

Feriiape  soine  dvnseon  been  thee  gm 
HiJin'i],  mangled  by  inbaman  men; 
Or  tbnii  Dpon  ft  desert  thrown 
InbGriteat  tlie  Uon'a  den ; 
Or  hast  been  aummon'd  to  the  dscp, 
Ttion,  thou  uid  aU  thy  milos,  to  kucp 
in  iDCDnunnniciible  Bleep. 

IloakfarKbasta;  hot  none  will  force 
Their  nay  to  me :  tia  Ililaely  eoid 
Itut  there  was  ever  iDtercouree 
Between  the  living  and  the  dead ; 
For,  nu^,  then  I  clioiild  have  li^t 
Of  him  I  wait  (or  day  and  night. 


H y  ippreheneiooi  come  In  crowds; 
Idread  the  matUng  of  the  ETBai; 
Hie  Tery  abadowt  of  the  donds 
Have  power  to  ahake  me  a>  tbey  paai: 


Beyond  participation  lie 
Uy  tnmblcs,  and  beyond  relief: 
If  any  chance  to  hears  ■  elgb, 
They  pity  me,  and  not  my  grief. 
Then  come  to  me,  my  Son,  or  sen< 


Dt  we,— a  frowaid  raoe; 
I  tho'  rkh  In  Pottone^  fr 
With  cberlBh'd  BuUenneu  of  pace 

Their  way  pume. 
Ingrale*  who  wear  a  imlleleM  fcee 
The  whale  year  IhnHigfa. 

If  kindred  btimonn  e'er  would  make 

My  spirit  droop  for  drooplng'e  lake. 

From  Fancy  fbllowing  in  thy  wake. 

Bright  Bhip  of  ttoayen  I 

oanler  impnlao  let  me  tak« 

And  be  birglTen.' 


IMSCBIPTIONS 


woea  may  ei 
iyiHond!" 


A  NIGHT  THOTTGHT. 
Lol  where  the  Hoon  along  the  iky 
Saila  with  her  happy  deatiny ; 
Oft  is  atae  hid  from  mortal  eye. 

Or  dimly  Been ; 
But  when  the  rlooda  aaunder  By 

Ilow  bright  her  mien  I 


s  Thia  wBB  takcD  ftom  the  case  of  a 
iwor  widow  who  liiod  Id  the  town  of  Pen' 

Wordaworth,  to  my  Bietcr,  and,  I  belie™, 
la  the  whole  MWD.  Sbekepta  shop,  and, 
When  >he  law  a  atrangerpaasing,  alio  waa 
to  the  habit  of  going  ootlnto  the  atrecl  to 
Bqnire  of  Um  afl^  her  son. —  AMIar'i 


Horu,  what  are  tbey?  Beoda  of  morning 
Strung  on  Blender  bladea  of  grata; 

iplder'B  wob  adorning 
In  a  Birait  and  treacherous  paaa. 

What  are  Ihan  bat  TolcM  airy  ? 
Whiapering  barm  where  lianu  ia  not; 
And  deluding  the  oowory 
TiU  the  fhtal  bolt  ia  abotl 

Wbat  le  glory  ?—  In  the  socket 
See  bow  dying  Capers  Ore  I " 
What  ia  priile  ? — a  whiuing  rocket 
That  would  emulate  a  star. 

What  Is  friendship?  — do  not  trust  ber, 


9  TheseTerseswerelhmwn  olTexlPDi- 
lore  upon  leaving  Mrs.  LnlTe  bonae  nt 
'ox-Gnyll,  one  evening.  The  good  worn- 
jiis  not  disposed  to  lacA  at  the  bright 
^de  of  Ihinga:  and  there  happened  to  M 


r  Ihinga:  ai 
It  cerbinl 


happened  to 
lo  bod  reaci 


&B  point  of  life  wheie  wwU  is  ended,  and 
who  seemed  to  contend  wltb  each  other  In 
expieaslng  their  dislike  of  tho  country 

and  climate.    One  of  Ihem  had  l)oen  heard 
"a  country 

:Becn.  But 
though  the  laUer  may  perbapa  give  the 


UKH^ie 


WOBDeWOBTH. 


Bright,  SB  if  Ihrough  etbcr  Bleering, 
To  tbe  Traveller^  ejs  It  sboue ; 
So  bath  ballM  It  reappearing— 
And  08  qolckl;  it  is  gone : 

Sucb  It  Jar,-HU  quiDklj  bidden. 
Or  nuB^hapen  M  Oie  eight, 
And  b;  lullcu  weeds  farbiddea 
To  resume  its  uatiro  light. 

What  is  yoatb  ?—  a  daacing  billon-, 
(Winds  beblnil,  and  rocke  bcTnirel) 
Age?— a  drooping,  tottering  willow 
On  X  HU  and  loz;  shore. 

WbMie  peace?— when  pain  1b over. 
And  lave  <:easea  to  rebel, 
I.ct  the  last  &iDt  Bigh  discover 
That  precedes  the  passlng-knell  t 


Troubled  long  with  warring  notionB, 
Long  Impatient  of  Thf  rod, 
I  resign  ni7  aonl'B  emoUona 
Unto  Thee,  n^sterious  Ood  I 

What  avails  Uie  Undl;  shelter 
Yielded  by  this  ciagg;  tent, 
IT  mr  spirit  tOBB  and  welter 

FarcblDg  Sammer  bath  no  warrant 
To  conenme  this  crystal  Weil; 
BaiuB,  that  moke  each  rill  a  torrent, 
NniUier  soUy  It  nor  swell. 

ThoB,  distumODiing  not  her  BtaUon, 
Would  mr  Life  present  to  Tboe, 
Gracious  God,  the  fare  oblallou 
Of  divine  tranqniUity  I 


Not  seldom,  clad  In  radiant  vest. 
Iteceitftilly  goes  forth  the  Horn) 
Not  seldom  Evening  in  the  West 
Sinks  smUlugly  fbrawom. 

Tbe  smoothest  seaa  will  sometimes  p< 
To  ttie  conflding  Bark,  Qntrne ; 
And,  if  she  trust  tlie  Btara  attoni 
They  can  bi 


Th'  mabrageons  Oak,  in  pomp  ontapraad, 
Fnll  oft,  when  storms  the  welkin  nnd, 

B  i^hlnlng  down  upou  tbe  head 
It  promised  to  defend. 

But  Thou  art  true,  incamale  Lord, 
Who  didBt  vouchsafe  for  man  to  die; 
Thy  amlle  is  sure.  Thy  plighted  word 
ange  can  fUsil^I 

:  befbie  Tby  gracious  throne^ 
And  aak'd  for  peace  on  suppliantknee; 

i  peace  was  given, — nor  peace  alone, 
fkilh  sublimed  to  ecstasy  I 


these  fbir  valea  bath  many  a  Tree 
U  Wordsworth's  suit  lieen  spared; 
And  IWim  tbe  builder's  hand  ttJB  Stooa, 
For  some  rude  besnlj  of  its  own. 

Was  rescued  by  tlio  Bard : 
So  let  It  rest;  and  time  will  come 

en  here  the  tender.bearted 
Majr  heave  a  gentle  Bigh  fbc  blm, 
As  one  of  the  departed.  psu. 


THE  WISHKG-GATB. 


re  have  a  1 
Hope  rales  a  land  for  ever  green : 
All  powers  that  serve  the  bnght.e7ed 

re  confident  nnd  gay ;  [Queen 

Clonds  at  her  bidding  disappear; 
Poinlssheloanght?  the  bliss  draws  near. 
And  Fancy  smooths  tbe  way. 


And  tbonghts  with  things  at  Blrife 

Tel  how  (brlom,  should  ffo  depart^ 
Te  superstitions  of  tbe  heart. 
How  poor,  were  bnman  lUbT 

When  magic  lore  abjured  Its  might. 
Ye  did  not  forfeit  one  dear  right. 

One  tender  claim  abate ; 
WitnCBS  this  symbol  of  yonr  sway. 
Surviving  near  the  publlo  way, 

The  msHo  Wisbiug-gate  I 


USCELLAJTEOTTS  POEUS. 
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Inqnlre  not  If  the  Ibery  nee 
Slied  Untlly  iDflnenro  on  the  plBoe, 

Ere  northward  they  retired ; 
If  here  a  warrior  left  a  Bpell, 
PauUnK  for  glory  nt  be  ftll; 

Or  here  a  Balnl  expired. 

Euongh  that  all  aronnd  Ib  Mr, 
Compoeed  irith  Matnre'g  dneat  care, 

And  Id  her  fondest  love, 
Peace  to  emboBom  and  content,  — 
To  overawe  the  tnrbolent, 

The  flelflsh  to  reproTO. 


Teal  e 


irlfoir 


Beclioing  on  this  n 

UnkuowiDg  and  oukDOwn, 
Th>  infection,  of  the  gronnd  partakes. 
Longing  for  bla  Bolov'd,  ~  wlio  makee 

All  happiness  her  own. 

TtwD  wliy  Bhonld  coueeioDB  S|iiriU  hai 
The  mjBtIc  MIrtlngs  that  are  here, 

3%e  ancient  bilk  dlaclalni? 
The  local  Oeulua  ne'er  befiiend^ 
Desires  whose  course  in  folly  enda, 

Wbow  JdH  reward  la  shame. 


le  have  thirsted  to  renew 
ken  TOW,  or  bind  a  troe 
1th  flmer,  holler  knot- 


Some  Penitent  eincere 
May  for  a  vorUiler  fatnre  Bi{^, 
While  trickles  trnm  his  downcast  eye 

Ho  nnaTaillng  tear. 

The  fforlillinx,  pining  to  be  fteed 
Wtoa  turmoil,  who  wonld  tnm  or  spc 

mie  current  of  his  tale, 
Wght  stop  before  tbe  Ihroiir*!!  scene, 
At  Matnre'a  call,  nor  btnah  to  laso 

Upon  Uie  Wishing-gate. 

"Dm  Si(e,  who  feels  bow  blind,  how* 
Is  man,  Oiough  loth  sach  help  (o  seek, 

Tet.pBBfling,  beremi^tpanse, 
And  Ititnt  (br  tnaighC  to  allay 
HiaglTtag,  while  the  criniBOn  day 

In  qaletaesB  withdraws; 


Or  when  the  chnTcb.«loek'B  knell  prolbo  nil 
~    Tline'sarBtBlepaeTossthslKnuul 

Of  midnight  makes  reply; 
Time  pressing  on  with  Marry  crest. 
To  flilal  Bleep  upon  the  breast 

"f  dread  eternity  I 


THE  WISHHIO-OATE  DESTBOFED. 
Tlf  gone. —with  old  belief  anA  dream 

That  ronnd  It  cinng,  and  tempting  lehciiio 

"eleaaed  from  ftear and  doubt; 
Ani)  the  bright  landscape  too  must  lie, 
~    tbiB  blank  wall,  f^m  eyery  eye, 
Belentlessly  shut  ont. 

Bear  witaess  ye  who  eeldom  pass'd 
That  opening,  but  a  look  ye  cast 

Upon  the  lake  below. 
What  splrtt-stirring  power  It  galn'd 
From  lUth  which  here  was  cntertalnM, 

Though  reason  might  say  no. 

Blest  Is  that  groaiid,  where,  o'er  the 
Of  history,  GI017  claps  her  wings,  [springa 

Fame  sheds  th'  eiolting  tear; 

:  eaith  is  wide,  and  many  a  nook 
Doheatd  of  Is,  like  this,  a  book 

For  modest  meanings  dear. 


Of  GomlDg  good ; — the  oharm  Is  Bed ; 
Indulgent  centnriea  spnn  a  thread. 
Which  one  harah  day  has  broken. 

Alaa,  (br  him  who  gave  the  word! 
Conld  he  no  sympathy  affont. 

Derived  from  Earth  or  Heaicu, 
To  heartB  so  iM  by  hope  betray'd, 
Their  very  wishes  wanted  aid. 

Which  here  was  fteely  given  ? 

Where,  (Or  the  love-lorn  maiden's  wound. 
Will  now  ao  readily  be  lOond 

,  balm  of  eipootation? 
Aniions  for  fhrrfiff  children,  where 

ill  mothers  breathe  a  like  sweet  air 

Of  home-feit  eonsolaUon? 

And  not  nnftlt  wilt  proro  Oio  loss 

tCid  trivial  care  and  petty  crosB 

And  each  day's  shallow  giief ; 


(.It^lc 


TOBSBVOBIH. 


Tbongti  tbe  moot  euUy  begDiled 
Were  olt  araoDg  tlie  flnt  that  smiled 
At  tbelr  Dwnfaad  beUet 

If  still  tbe  TSCkleu  cbuige  we  Dumm, 
A  reconclUDg  tliought  may  tarn 

To  lutrm  tbat  ml^t  lurk  beiv, 
Ere  Jadsment  prompted  ftvm  within 
Fit  aims,  wItU  courage  M  begin, 

And  Misngtii  to  persevere. 

MotFortnne'adaTelBlIOB:  oarBtMe 
EnJoinB,  while  Arm  TeBOlvea  await 

On  wlBbeaJuatand  wlte, 
Tbat  strennouB  actioD  follaw  both. 
And  lif^  be  one  perpetual  growth 

Of  heaTen-ward  enleipiiae. 

Bo  ttaght,  ■otcain'd.weboldlrfioe 
All  accidmita  of  time  and  placet 

Whaterer  props  may  Qtil, 
Trust  in  tliat  sovereign  law  can  siitead 
New  {^017  o'er  the  mounlaiD's  bead. 

Fresh  beauty  tbiough  the  vote- 
That  truth  lufbrminK  nUod  sod  heart. 
The  simplest  cottager  may  part, 

Uugiieved,  with  charm  aadapell; 
Aud  yet,  loBt  Wishiog-gate,  lo  Uiee 
Tbe  voice  of  graleftil  memory 

Shall  bid  a  kind  farewelll  > 


While,  high  and  low,  sod  all  aboat, 
Tour  motlona,  glittering  Blveel 

Te  weave, —no  danger  from  wlUvniU 
And  peace  among  yoorMlvea. 

Type  of  ■  snnny  hunuu  breast 

Ii  your  transparent  cell ; 
Where  Fear  is  bnt  B  transient  giuat, 

No  snUen  Humoora  dwell; 
Where,  Bensilivo  of  every  ray 

That  smitei  thia  tiny  sea, 
four  scaly  panoplies  repay 

The  loan  with  Dsory. 

How  beautiful]— Yet  none  knows  whf 

This  ever-graeeftil  change, 
Kenew'd— renew'd  incessantly — 

Within  your  quiet  range. 
[b  it  that  ye  witb  conaclona  ekill 

For  mutual  pleasure  glide; 


Tbe  soaring  lart  Is  blest  as  prond 

When  at  Heaven's  gate  she  sings; 
The  roving  bee  proclalma  aloud 

Her  flight  by  vocal  wings ; 
While  Te,  in  laetlng  durance  pent, 

Yoor  silent  lives  employ 
For  something  more  than  dntl  content 

Thongh  haply  lees  than  Joy. 

Tet  might  your  glassy  piison  seem 
A  place  where  Joy  Is  kuown, 

Where  golden  flnsb  and  silver  gleam 
Have  meaoingB  of  their  <nm ; 


Are  dwaifd  or  magnllled? 

Fays,  Genii  of  gigantic  also  I 

And  now,  in  twilight  dim, 
Clnslering  like  eonsletlated  eyes, 

In  wings  of  Chembim, 
When  the  fleroe  orbs  atote  their  glara; — 

Whate'er  yoor  Ibrms  eipresB, 
WhaWer  ye  seem,  whate'er  ye  are, — 

AH  leads  tn  gentlonesB. 
Cold  tboQgh  your  nature  be,  Hit  para ; 

Your  blitbrigbt  Is  a  fence 
From  aU  that  baughliar  kinda  endnre 

ThTongh  tyranny  of  sense. 
Abt  not  alone  by  colours  bright 

Are  Te  lo  Heaven  allied. 
When,  like  essential  Forms  of  light. 

Ye  mingle,  or  divide. 

For  day-dreams  soft  as  e'er  begoUed 
Day- thoughts  while  limbs  tcposei 

For  moonlight  Dudnatlons  mild, 
Yonr  glA,  ere  shutters  close, — 

Accept,  mute   Captives!    thanka     and 
And  may  this  tribute  prove       Ipr^ss; 

That  gentle  admiialions  raise 

■  igioTo.  lun. 


'cd,  and  the  opening,  where  it  hung. 


stroycd,  and  the  ( 
wailed  up,  I  gai 
my  feelings  in  uu 


EXPOSTDLATION  AND  BEPLT. 
Why,  William,  on  that  old  grey  ateiM^ 
I%Ds  for  the  length  of  bair  a  dkjr. 
Why,  William,  MyoQ  thus  aloBra, 
~  dream  yow  tlias  umj  t 


i.i(KH^ie 


USCELIuLNBOCS  FOEHS. 
ba<««7  tbttUgkl 


mere  are  70U 
queotb'd 
To  BebgB  elae  rorlom  and  blind  t 
Dpi  npl  and  drink  the  apliit  breitthed 
ftnm  d«d  ntn  to  tlMir  kind. 

ToH  took  romd  on  your  Mottiar  Eullii 
Asif  Bbe  fornopnipoM  bore  yon; 

Alif  JOB  wflT«  bar  flrM-born  biitll. 
And  none  btA  llred  IietMv  yon  I " 

One  morning  thna,  b;  BittamUe  laka, 
Wben  life  vaa  sweat,  i  knaw  not  wby, 
Tomeny  good  Mend  Ibtthew  ipake, 
And  tlioe  I  made  leply : 


TruCh  breathed  by 

impuifle  fram  a ' 
May  leach  yoo  nore 
0(  moral  evil  and  of 
Tban  all  the  ngtw  d 


Wa  cannot  bid  the  ear  be  stUI; 
Onrliodiei  laeU  where'er  they  be, 
Afainat  oc  with  onr  will. 

Mm  tesa  I  deem  that  Ojera  are  Poweni 
Wl^oh  of  theBuelvea  oht  mlada  bnpreBE ; 
Hut  «e  can  IMd  tliii  mind  of  onn 
In  awige  paealveneaa. 

lUnkyou,  'mid  all  Oda  mighty  Bon 
Of  OiiDga  for  ever  BpeaUng, 

niat  BolUnff  of  llBclf  will  come, 
Oitwa  moat  still  be  seeUngr 

Iken  lak  not  irtieretbie,  here,  alone, 

THB  TABLES  XCBNBD. 
Vrlapi  my  Friend,  and  qnltyonr  books; 


Tlie  Son,  above  the  mottntaln'a  bead, 
A  (Kahealiijt  lnatre  mellow         [apiead, 
nron^  all  tlie  loii«  greea  Oelda  haa 
Hia  tat  nreet  ereDlns  yellow. 

■oAat  •Ob  a  dnU  and  emUeaa  iO\te : 
Cowe,  bear  the  woodland  Ibmet, 
BowawsethiimoMcl  onmylUb. 
Itee^  mora  of  wlailom  in  it. 


We  mnrder  to  diaaect. 
Enough  or  Science  and  of  Art ; 
Close  np  thOBD  barren  ieavea ; 

itOitb,  and  bring  with  you  ■  heart 
Tbatvatcheaandreceivea.  [1T9& 


UNBS  WBTPTEN  IN  EAKLT  SPHDta 


To  her  (Ur  worka  did  Nature  link 
The  homan  aonl  that  through  me  ran; 
And  much  It  grieTOd  my  heart  to  (hlok 
What  man  baa  made  af  nau. 

Thro' primroae  tnllB,  in  that  green  bower 
The  |)eriwlnkle  trall'd  its  wreetha ; 
And  'tla  my  fbiCh  that  every  flower 
Bqfoya  the  air  it  breathe*. 

The  Urda  anmnd  me  hopp>d  and  piny'd. 
Their  thonghta  I  cannot  UHaaurc ;  — 
Bnt  the  leaet  motion  which  they  made, 
It  aeem'd  a  thrill  of  pleaaore. 

ThB  budding  twigs  spread  oat  tbdr  fhn. 
To  CBtch  tbe  breeiy  air  1 

That  there  waa  pleasoie  there. 

If  Ihia  belief  ttom  Heaven  be  aeM, 

If  Buch  be  Natnre's  holy  plan. 

Have  I  not  reason  to  lament 

What  man  baa  made  of  man?  [ITK. 


i.i(KH^ie 


WOEDffWORTH. 


TO  MY  SISTER. 
It  ia  Uie  flrat  mild  d>f  of  March : 


emON  LBE,  TBE  OLD  HUIlTSlCAKi 


Then  la  ftbteasing  In  the  air, 
Wlilch  wema  a  senae  of  Joy  to  TJeld 
To  the  ban  tceeai  and  moimtBtiu  bare. 
And  graaa  la  (he  green  fleU. 

Hyaiater!  (tia  a  wl^  or  mine,) 
Noir  that  onr  momlng  meal  la  done, 
Make  baste,  7onr  morning  taak  reaign; 
Come  Ibrth  and  feel  the  son. 

Edward  will  come  with  Ton;— and,  pra;, 
Pat  on  with  speed  four  woodland  dreas ; 
And  bring  no  book :  for  Oila  one  da 
We'll  give  to  Idleneaa. 

No  Jofleas  forms  aholl  regulate 
Out  living  calendar : 
Wa  from  to-day,  my  Friend,  will  di 
The  opening  of  the  feai. 

Lore,  now  a  nnlrernl  birib. 


One  mommt  now  may  give  lu  mora 
Than  yeoiB  of  toiling  reason ; 
Our  minds  shall  drink  at  erery  pore 
The  apirlt  of  tbs  aeason. 


aireet  shire  of  Cardigan, 
Mot  &r  from  pleasant  Ivor-hall, 
An  old  Man  dwells,  a  llttlo  aan,— 
Tia  said  he  once  was  talL 
Fnll  llTe-and-tblrty  years  ho  llTed 


Oar  temper  from  to-day. 

And  from  the  blesaid  power  that  mile 

About,  below,  above, 

We'll  name  the  measnre  of  onr  bouIb  : 

They  Bholl  be  tnned  lo  love. 

Then  come,  my  ^steri  come,  I  pmy. 

With  apeod  put  on  yoor  woodland  dreat; 

And  bring  no  book :  tar  this  otn  day 

We'll  give  to  Idleneas.i  [17EH. 


1  Compoeed  In  frnnt  of  Allbxden 
HoDse.  My  little  boy-meaBenser  on  this 
ocoaeloD  was  tbe  son  of  BftsQ  MontOEii. 
The  larch  mentioned  in  the  flrat  stanta 
was  standing  when  I  re  rlBited  tbe  plaoe 
In  May,  IBH,  mora  than  forty  years  aller, 
A  lew  aoors  yards  from  this  tree,  grew  one 


n  like  him  Uie  horn  could  somid. 
And  hill  and  vaUey  rang  with  glee 
When  E<^  handled,  ronnd  and  loiuul, 

lloo  of  Simon  Iiee. 

te  proud  daye,  he  little  oared 
For  huBbaodiy  or  tillage ; 
To  bUther  tasks  did  Simon  roose 
The  aleepera  of  tbe  yillage. 

He  all  the  oonntry  oonid  ontmn, 

Could  leave  both  man  and  horse  behind; 

And  often,  ere  the  chase  was  done, 

He  leel'd,  and  was  alone-blind. 

And  still  there'a  somettung  bi  the  world 

At  which  bis  heart  r^folaea ; 

For  When  the  chiming  honnds  «i«  ont. 

He  dearly  lores  their  Toloeet 

Bnt,Othe  iieavy  change  r — bereft 

Of  health,  strengtl),  friends,  and  klndrad. 

Old  Simon  to  tbe  worhl  is  left  [sue. 

In  liveried  poverty. 

His  Master's  dood,— and  no  one  now 

Dwells  in  the  Hall  of  Ivor; 

Men,  dogs,  and  faorsas,  all  are  dead: 

He  is  the  sole  snrriTor. 

la  la  Isan  and  bo  is  alck; 
His  body,  dwindled  and  awry, 

upon  uikles  swoln  and  thick; 
ffia  legs  ore  thin  and  dry. 
One  prop  be  has,  and  only  one; 
His  wlf^  an  ogM  woman, 
Lives  with  him,  near  the  waterlhJl, 
Upon  the  Tillage  Common. 


It  Btmok  into  (he  odU,  like 

'- 4ree,  and  rose  aiMiD 

branches  thns  insert- 
ed themtetres  twice ;  which  gave  to  each 
the  appearanoe  of  a  serpent  morlog  alfmit 
.»:_^__ npfiilbida.— iMAort 


.oogie 


UISCELLANEOnS  POEUB. 
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Bidde  their  moW'^TOWD  hat  of  cl«T, 
Kot  twentr  pace*  IVom  ttao  dDor. ' 
A  Krap  of  land  U1B7  have,  bat  they 
Are  pooteat  of  Ui«  poor. 
TbiB  scrap  of  land  bo  ftwm  the  beith 
Enclosed  when  he  waa  ■troDger; 
But  what  to  them  aTklls  the  land 
WMch  he  can  HU  no  longer? 

on,  vorktns  by  her  Hnaband')  aide, 

BiA  does  what  Simon  cannot  do ; 

For  she,  irlth  scaoty  caoae  for  pride, 

I>  stODter  of  the  two. 

And,  thoosh  fon  with  70Dr  Dtmost  aklll 

Trom  labour  could  not  wean  Ihem, 

Tla  little,  vor;  Hole,  all 

Hut  the;  con  do  between  Biem. 

tvw  mantha  of  lUb  has  be  In  atore, 

Aahelofon  wlUtelli 

ForiUll.the  more  he  irarka,  Ihemore 

DotiiB  weak  anUca  swell.— 
Ttj  gentle  Header,  I  perceive 
Bow  patienlly  ran've  waited. 
Anil  now  I  fear  that  70D  expect 
Some  tale  will  be  related. 

OBeadert  bad  rein  In  :rour  mind 

Sneh  Btoree  aa  eileot  thought  can  bring, 

O  gentle  Besder  I  yoD  would  And 

A  tale  In  erery  thing. 

What  more  I  hare  to  lay  la  short. 

And  fon  must  tdndly  uike  It : 

Itisnotale;  bat,  ahoald  yon  think, 

Perimpa  a  tale  you'U  make  It. 

One  Rnnmer.day  I  clianeed  to  aee 
TUi  old  Han  doing  all  he  oonld 
To  meaitb  the  root  of  an  ohi  tree, 
A  almnp  of  rotten  wood. 
The  mattock  totter'd  In  hla  hand; 


"Tan're  OTertaik'd,  good  Simon  Le 
Gire  me  yonr  tool,"  to  Mm  I  aaldi 
Aid  Bt  the  word  right  gladly  he 
Beceired  my  proffer'd  aid. 
Ittuck,  and  with  a  elogle  blow 
ne  tanked  root  1 8eTer>d. 
Alwhlch  the  poor  old  Han  go  long 
Aalntlidy  had  endeaToiir'd. 

Al  laaia  into  his  eyea  wve  brongt 


St  ont  of  hla  heart,  I  tbonght 
They  nBTer  wonbl  have  done. — 
IVe  heard  of  heart*  luklnd,  kind  deoda 
With  coldneaa  atlll  returning; 
Alaal  the  gratitude  of  men 

oRener  leA  me  monnilng.*      {ITW. 


FiAnms'D  with  promise  of  escape 

From  erery  hurtful  bloat. 
Spring  takes,  O  sprightly  May  r  thfahape, 

Her  biTBliest  and  her  last. 

Less  lUr  la  Bummer  riding  high 


Wben  earth  cep^a  with  golden  ahesTei 

The  labours  of  the  plough. 
And  ripening  frnits  and  fbrest  leaye* 

AH  brighten  on  the  bough; 

What  penaUe  beauty  Antumu  ebowa. 

Before  she  hoars  [be  souud 
Of  Winter  ruBblDg  In.  to  close 

The  emblematic  round  I 

Such  be  our  Spring,  our  Summer  sneh; 

So  may  our  Autumn  blend 
With  hoary  Winter,  and  Life  touch. 

Through  HeSTen-bom  hope,  her  end  1 
[ISW. 


A  POET'S  EPITAPH. 
Affr  thou  a  Statist  In  the  TBu 
Of  puUlc  oonBlcts  traln'd  and  bred  ? 
First  leun  to  love  one  living  man; 

Tf.en  mayst  thou  think  upon  the  dead. 


3   Jlfnumiiw,  probably  because  the  gnitl- 

tionalo  to  the  occasion.— I   here  i|Uote 
again  tW>m  the  pact's  notes:  "Thia  old 


Alfoxden,  wtdcb,  at  the  ti 

it,  belonwd  to  a  minor.    _ _.    . 

sary  to  add,  the  Ihctwaa  as  mentioned  : 
the  poem ;  and  I  have,  alter  an  inl«rval 
Cbrty-flte  years,  the  image  of  "■"  "'-'  ■"' 
~"  ifeah  as  if  '  —■ •  - —  '-'■- 


ipiod 


The  expression 


vly  lore  a 
ttom  Us  01 


him  yesti 


lilps." 


i..(KH^ie 


TOBDBWOBTH. 


A  Ijiwyer  art  thon?  —  draw  not  nigh  t 
Go,  cut;  to  some  Utter  place 
The  keennesB  <it  tbat  practised  eje, 
Xbe  hurdDMB  of  tbat  aallow  tiee. 

Alt  Ihou  a  Han  of  parple  cbeer? 
A  rosy  Man,  lightplumptoBee? 
Approach ;  yet,  Doctor,  not  too  near,  — 
TblB  grave  no  cushion  Is  lUr  Iboe. 

Or  art  thoa  one  of  gallant  pride. 
A  Soldier  and  no  man  of  chaff? 
Welcomel  —  bul  lay  thy  tword  aaide, 
And  lean  npou  a,  peaaanCB  ataff. 

PbyBldanarttboo?  one,  an  eyes, 
Fhlloaopher,  a  fln^erlng  staTe, 
Ono  that  nonld  peep  and  botanlce 
Upon  hii  mother's  grave? 

Wrapt  closely  In  thy  Htusnal  fleece, 
O,  tomBBtde,— and  tsbe,  Ipray, 

That  he  below  may  rest  lu  peace. 
Thy  ever-dwindling  aoul,  away  i 

A  Moralist  perchance  appears ; 
Led,  Heaven  knows  bowttothlBpoarsoi 
And  be  haa  neither  eyes  nor  ears ; 
HinueU  hii  world,  and  hU  own  God ; 

One  to  whose   smoolh-rubbM  son!  cj 
Nor  tbrmnorfeelliig.  great  or  small  t  [cling 
A  reasaaing.  self-enfficlng  thing. 
An  Intellectual  All-in-alU 

Shut  close  the  door;  press  down  the  latch ; 
Sleep  In  thy  IntellBCtoal  crast; 
Nor  lose  ten  ticklnga  of  thy  watch 
Near  tbia  onpTolltahlo  duU. 

Bat  who  is  He,  wlOi  modest  looks, 
And  clad  in  homely  msaet  brown? 
He  miirmars  near  the  ranaiug  brooks 


He  will  seem  worthy  of  yonr  love. 

The  oatward  showa  of  sky  and  eortli, 
or  bill  and  valley,  he  has  vlevr'd ; 
And  impolsBB  of  deeper  birth 
Have  come  to  him  in  BOlitade. 


Bnt  be  Is  weak:  both  Han  and  B^, 
Hath  been  an  Idler  la  the  land ; 
Contented  If  he  might  cajny 

things  wbkh  otbors  DnileretMid. 
Come  hither  tn  thy  hour  of  Etrengtb ; 
Come,  weak  as  is  a  breaking  ware! 
Here  stretch  thy  body  at  tall  length ; 
Orbnlld  thy  home  upon  this  grave.  [1790l 


KATTHEW. 

been  School-maelers'  there  siuco  Itte 
foundation  of  tho  S<Aool,  with  the  tlma 
at  which  they  enleroil  upon  and  nnittcd 
their  office.  Opposite  to  one  of  thoea 
Names  the  Author  wrote  the  followinc 

If  Nature,  tbr  a  fhvonrito  oblld. 
In  thee  hath  temper'd  so  her  clay. 
That  every  hour  thy  heart  runs  wild. 


o'er  these  lines;  and  then  review 
This  tablet,  that  thus  humbly  reara 

5h  diversity  of  hue 
Its  history  of  two  hnndred  years. 

When  through  this  little  wreck  of  fkine. 
Cipher  and  syllable,  thine  eye 

traveird  down  to  Matthew's  name, 
Panse  with  no  common  sympathy. 
And,  If  a  steeping  tear  sbonld  wake. 
Then  be  It  neither  cbeck>d  nor  stayM  j 
~     Matthew  a  reqiiest  1  make 
Which  for  himself  be  had  not  mada. 
Poor  Matthew,  all  his  IVollcs  o'er, 

int  as  a  standiog  pool; 

rom  the  chimney's  meny  roar. 
And  mormnr  of  the  village  school. 

iighs  which  Matthew  heaved  were 

siglig 
Of  one  tired  out  with  fun  and  madncsa : 


Tet,  someUntes,  when  the  secret  cnp 
Of  still  and  serious  thought  went  rourtd. 
It  secm'd  as  if  ho  drank  It  up,  — 
He  iblt  with  spirit  so  pratbnnd. 


MISOBLLANKOUS  P0EM9. 


nion  BooI  of  God's  keet  esithl;  moold  I 
ThiHiluipp;  Soolt  and  can  It  be 
That  these  two  nords  of  glituriog  goM 
Are  BilUiBtDinBt  remain  or  Uiee?*  [ITM. 


THE  TWO  AFEIL  MOBHINGS. 
Wsvalk'd  aIoiik,  while  blight  ami  rad 
rprose  the  moniiDg  Son : 
AndUaUhew  Btopp'd,  he  look'd.  and  toid 
"The  will  of  God  be  ilMi«l " 


Via  hair  of  sUUeriiig  gt«r ; 
Ab  bllme  a  man  aa  ran  conia  see 
Ob  a  spring  hoUdaf . 

Aid  CD  that  momlDg,  through  Sie  grass, 


"Our  work."  s^d  I,  "was  well  began; 
Then,  from  thy  bnast  what  Ctaongbt, 
BeneaOi  so  beautUOl  a  8nn, 
8a  sad  B  Btgh  baa  broogbt  ?  " 

A  second  time  did  mtthew  Mop; 

And,  fixing  sljll  bis  eje 

Upon  (he  eastern  moualain-top, 

Tn  me  he  made  reply : 

"Ton  elond  with  that  long  pmple  okA 
Brings  I^esb  into  my  mind 
A  day  like  tUs  which  I  have  left 
Full  thirty  years  behind. 

And  jnal  above  yon  slope  of  corn 
Such  cotoars,  and  no  other, 
ffere  In  the  aky,  that  April  mom, 
or  tiiis  the  very  brother. 


_4  Thleandotherpoemsoonoected with 
Hattbewwoald  HOC  gain  byallteral  detail 
er  fiKU.  Like  the  Wanderer  la  The  Ex- 
atrtim,  this  School-master  was  made  up 
Of  BSvCTal  both  of  his  class  and  men  ol 
Mtaer  occnpations.  I  do  not  ask  pwdon 
(Orwhatlhere  is  of  untruth  in  such  versoB, 
pontiiiered  stritcly  as  matters  of  t^ct.  II 
iaenouBh  If,  being  tmoaud  consistent  In 
spirit,  they  move  and  teach  in  a  mauner 
not  nmrorthy  of  a  poet's  calling. —Jh- 


Nine  Sununers  had  she  soareely  seen, 

The  pHde  of  all  the  vale ; 

And  then  she  sang]— aha  would  have  been 

A  very  nlgbtlngale. 

Six  ibet  in  earth  my  Emma  lay; 
And  yet  I  loved  her  more, 
-\>r  GO  It  seem'd,  than  tiU  that  day 
e'er  had  loved  before. 

Lnd,  turning  Item  her  grave,  I  met. 
Beside  the  churchyard  yew, 
A  blooming  Girl,  whose  h^  was  wot 
Wiai  polnta  of  morning  dew. 


nntaln  from  Its  rocky  cave 
E'er  tripp'd  with  tool  so  ttee  j 

eem'd  as  happy  as  a  wave 
That  dances  on  the  sea- 
There  came  finm  me  a  sigh  of  pain 
Wblcblconld  ill  conBae; 
I  look'd  at  her,  and  look'd  again; 
And  did  not  wish  her  mine  t " 

Matthew  is  bi  his  grave,  yet  now, 
Methlnks,  I  sec  him  stand. 
As  at  Uiat  moment,  with  a  boogh 
or  wilding  in  his  hand. 


THE  FODNTAIN. 

Jl  CONTEHBATIOir. 


WS  talk'd  with  o] 
Affectionate  and 

A  pair  of  trienda,  though  I 
And  Matthew  seventy-two. 

We  lay  beueath  a  spreading  oak. 


and  tongue 

yonog. 


"Now.  Matthewl' 
This  water's  pleasant 
With  some  old  bordei 
That  suits  a  Sammer' 


laidl,  "letnsmatch 


■.Gotit^le 


WOBDBVOKEH. 


Orof  th 

Biag  here  beneath  Ihe  abtda 

That  half-niad  thing  of  witty  rhynei 

WUcb  700 1«M  April  n*de  I " 

Id  lUmce  Uatthew  l^y,  and  eyed 
Tlie  ipriug  beneath  the  tree; 
And  thni  the  dear  old  Uan  replied. 
The  Krey-balr'd  man  ofgkM : 

<■  Mo  check,  no  stajr,  thli  Streamlet  &an 
Hov  merrily  it  ([oee  I 
'twill  mnrmoi  on  a  thonssad  fears. 
And  How  ae  now  it  fiowa. 

And  here,  on  this  dellghtM  day, 
I  cannot  choose  but  tliiiik 
How  oft,  a  YigoiouB  man,  I  lay 
Boaide  this  fountain's  brink. 

Vj  eyes  ore  dim  with  fhiirtuii  tears. 
My  heart  U  idly  Btirr-d, 
For  the  sama  sound  is  in  my  eara 
Which  in  those  days  I  heard. 

Thus  l^res  it  still  In  our  decay : 
And  yet  the  wiser  mind 
Moums  less  Ibr  what  age  takes  away 
Than  what  it  leaves  behind. 

The  blaokhird  amid  teals'  tress, 
The  lark  abore  the  hill. 
Let  loose  their  carols  when  they  please, 
Are  quiet  when  they  wilL 

With  Natnre  never  do  U<v  wage 
A  fMlish  strife ;  they  ses 
A  happy  youth,  and  their  old  age 
Is  beantifnl  and  &ee : 

Bnt  we  are  preee'd  by  heavy  laws ; 
And  often,  glad  no  more. 
We  wear  a  fftce  of  Joy.  because 
We  have  been  glad  of  yore. 

If  there  bo  one  who  need  bomosn 
His  kindred  laid  in  earth. 
The  household  hearts  that  were  his  own 
It  IB  the  man  of  mirth. 

Hy  daya,  my  riieod,  are  almost  gone, 
Hy  life  has  been  approved. 
And  many  love  me ;  but  by  none 
Am  I  eaoogb  baloved." 


And,  Matthew,  for  thy  children  dead 

it  this  he  grasp'd  my  hand,  ami  Mdd, 
AlasI  that  cannot  be." 

We  i«>e  DP  ftvm  tka  fimntaia^iaB  i 
And  down  the  smooth  dosoent 

the  greea  sheep-track  did  vrc  glide; 
And  through  the  wood  we  went ; 

And,  ere  we  csmi*  to  Leonard's  rock. 

He  sang  those  witty  rhymes 

t  the  craiy  old  charch-cloct, 
AndthebetvlldeiMdilmeB.  [it9B. 


A  JEWISH  rAULT. 


Gbnids  of  Baphaelt  if  thy  wings 
Uight  bearthse  to  thU  glen, 
nth  ftithflil  memory  left  otthingB 
To  pentjl  dear  and  pen,  (Btaine 

Then  wouldst  (hrogo  the  Beighboiirinc 
And  ail  his  majesty, 

A  studious  fbiehoad  to  Incline 
O'er  this  poor  Itunily. 

The  Mother,— her  thon  must  bavo  aeeu. 

In  spirit,  ere  she  came 
To  dwell  these  Hfted  roeta  between. 

Or  fonnd  on  Eartti  a  name : 
An  lniag«.  too,  of  that  sweet  Boy 

Thy  inspirations  give, — 
OfplayflilnesB,Bndlove,  and  Joy, 

Predestined  here  to  live. 

Downcast,  or  shoodng  glances  fiuv 
How  beautiful  bis  eyes, 

Tliat  blend  the  natnre  of  the  star 

With  that  of  Bnnimer  skies  1 

speak  as  If  of  sense  beguiled ; 

Uncounted  monlhs  are  gone, 
Tet  am  I  with  the  Jewish  Child. 

That  exquisite  Saint  John. 


I  Me  the  dark-brown  oorls.  the  blow. 

The  smooHi  traospaient  sklD, 

xflned,  as  wiUi  Intent  to  show 

The  hoUnesB  within ; 
Hie  giBoe  of  parting  Lilkitqy 

~    'ilDshes  yet  untamed; 


lIiac£LIiA2T£0Da  PDEUS. 


Twolmelr  Sisters,  still  and  meet 

As  flowers,  staiid  Bide  b^  Bide ; 
Tbeir  Boul-subdulns  looks  might  cheat 

The  Christian  ot  biB  prlile : 
Sneli  beaat;  liath  th'  Eterail  poul'd 

Upon  tbem  oat  fDrloni, 
ThDq^  oTa  lineage  once  abhorr'd. 

Hot  yet  [ede«in'd  ftom  acom. 

HyBteriona  safCgnafd,  that,  In  Bpita 

or  poverty  and  wrong. 
Doth  here  preserve  a  Uving  llgbl. 

From  Hebreir  foimlalns  apmns; 
IbMgiTeathiB  ragged  group  ta  oast 

Anmad  the  dell  a  gleam 
Ot  Paleetiae,  of  glory  past, 

Andproad  Jemsaleml  •  [IGSS. 

INTBODUCnON  10  PETSB  BELL. 
There's  Bomething  la  a  flying  horte, 

nun's  sometliiiig  In  a  huge  balloon; 
Butthraogh  the  oloads  m  never  float 
CntU  I  have  a  little  Boat. 
For  Bhape  >iis(  like  (be  cnscent-moon. 

And  how  i  Aon  a  little  Boat, 

In  shape  a  very  crescent-moon ; 

fast  through  the  cloadB  my  boat  can  sail; 

But,  ir  perchance  jonr  Ikith  should  bll, 

I'OOk  Qp,  and  you  sball  see  me  soon) 

Tha  woods,  my  Friends,  are  round  you 
BocWngand  roaring  lite  a  sea;    [roaring, 
The  Doiso  of  danger's  inyoorears, 
And  ye  have  ail  a  thoosanil  fears 
Botli  fot  my  little  Boat  and  me  I 


S  Coleridge,  my  dan^ter,  and  J,  in 

IKSiPassedarortQlBhtaponthe  bulks  of 
the  ^ino.  It  was  at  St.  Goar  tliat  I  saw 
Ihi;  Jflwistinimlly  hero  degcabed.  Tbongti 
"iceedingly  poor,  and  in  rags,  Uiey  wero 
not  leas  beaaliDil  than  I  have  ondeavoured 
to  mako  them  appear.    We  ha  "  "  ' 

iinio  dinner  wiUi  db  in  a  bask.., 

Tiled  them  to  partake  of  it;  wblch  the 
umliitt  Teflised  lodo.  both  Ibr  herself  and 
^lildren,  saying  it  was  with  them  a  fast- 
aiy;  adding,  diffidently,  that,  whether 
•noi  obserrances  wero  right  or  wrong, 
gM  felt  It  her  duty  to  keep  them  strictly. 
™  Jews,  who  nro  numerous  on  tiiis  pan 
V  vie  Bhine,  greatly  eurpafis  the  Geiman 
FMHnliyIn  the  beauty  of  their  tcaturee 
Main  the  Intfilligenco' of  their  coDDte- 


Xeftnwhlle  aatroabled  I  admire 

Tlie  pointed  homa  ofmy  canoe; 
And,  did  not  pity  tonch  my  breast. 
To  see  how  ye  are  al]  distrost. 
Till  my  ribs  acb«d.  I'd  laugb  at  youl 


Wliether  among  tbe  winds  wo  strlm. 
Or  deep  into  the  clouds  we  dire. 
Each  Is  contented  with  (be  oUier. 


I  go;  and  what  care  we 
ions,  tumults,  audfhrwanf 
s  calm  in  our  delight 
DreAceot-mooa  so  bright 
Among  the  scattei'd  stars. 

Up  goea  my  Boat  among  the  stare 
Througli  many  a  bi«athlesB  Odd  of  light. 
Through  many  a  long  blue  flctd  of  ether, 
leaving  ten  thousand  etara  beneath  heri 
Up  goes  my  little  Boat  bo  bright! 

The  Crab,  the  Scorpion,  and  the  Bnll,  — 
We  pry  among  them  all ;  havo  shot 
High  o'er  tho  re<I-haii'd  raco  of  Mara, 
Cover'd  IMm  top  to  too  with  scaza : 
Such  company  Ilikeltikotl 

The  Mwns  of  Saturn  ara  decay'd. 
And  melancholy  Spectres  tlirong  them : 
The  Pleiads,  tM  upticar  to  kiss 
Each  other  In  the  vast  abyss. 
With  Joy  1  eaU  among  them, 

SwiRHercnry  resounds  with  mirth, 
Great  Jove  is  full  of  stately  bowors ; 
But  these,  and  ail  that  (hey  coatuin. 
What  aro  they  to  that  tiny  grain, 
That  little  Earth  ot  ours  ? 

Then  back  to  Earth,  the  dear  groea  Earth : 

ages  if  I  hero  should  roam, 
Tho  world  tor  my  remarks  and  ma 
Would  not  a  wliit  tbe  better  be; 
I've  left  my  heart  at  home. 

Seel  there  she  is,  the  mstchiees  Earth  I 
Thero  epieads  the  &mod  Paciflc  Oceool 

on  craggy  spear 
Through  the  grey  clouds ;  tho  Alps  are 
Llka  waters  in  commotion  1  [bere. 


.GcKi'^le 
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And  look,  where  clotbed  in  biiKhtoM 
lEuewectlBle,  of  Isleatiie  Queen;  | 
Yefoiciea,  from  all  eTilkeepherl 

And  see  the  town  where  I  WBa  bon 
Around  Iboee  happy  Belds  we  epan 
In  boyish  gumbola;— I  wafl  loM 
Where  I  hare  been,  bnt  on  thU  aaa 

NoTor  did  fifty  thinsB  nt  once 
Appear  so  lovely,  neTcr,  nerer;  — 
Haw  lUDcfully  Iho  furceta  rlngt 
To  heur  tho  Earth's  son  mnnnuilDi 
TbDs  conld  I  hSDg  fbr  ever  [ 

"  Shame  on  yoni "  cried  my  llltlB  B 

"  Was  erer  each  a  homesick  Loon, 

Within  a  living  Boat  lo  Bit^ 

And  molie  ao  better  use  of  It ; 

A  Boat  twin-sister  or  the  creacent^noon? 

Ne'er  In  the  breaM  of  full-srown  Poet 
ITiuttci'd  so  faint  a  bean  beCore ;  — 
Was  It  the  mosio  of  tho  epherea 
That  oTerpower'd  yonr  mortal  cars  ? — 
Such  din  sliall  tranble  them  do  more. 

Thewi  nether  prednctt  do  not  lack 
Charms  of  their  own;  then  come  with  mc 
I  want  a  comrade,  and  Ibr  yoa 
There's  nothins  that  I  would  not  do ; 
Monght  is  theiv  that  you  shall  not  see. 

Haste  1  and  above  Bit>erIaD  snows 
We'll  sport  amid  Uie  boreal  mondng; 
Will  mingle  with  her  Inetrcs  gliding 
Among  tho  stars,  the  etais  now  hldmg, 
And  now  the  stars  adoTDiiig. 


m  of  Faeiy, 


Or  we'U  into  the  n 

Among  the  lovely 

The  shadowy  forms  of  mountains  bote, 

And  Streams,  and  bowers,  and  ladles  fUr, 

Stie  Shades  of  palaces  and  kings] 

Or,  if  you  thirst  with  hardy  zeal 
I.CSS  quiet  regions  M  cxplote, 
Frompt  loyagc  shall  to  you  reveal 
How  Earth  and  Ileaveu  are  taught  to  feel 
The  might  of  magli 


"  My  little  ragianl  Form  ef  li«^ 

My  gay  and  beaatiful  Canoe, 

Well  have  joo  play'd  yonr  Iriendly  pait; 

AS  kindly  take  wliat  Item  my  heart 

Experience  forees,— then  odieot 

Temptation  lurks  among  your  words ; 
But,  wliile  these  pleaanrea  you're  pursn. 
Without  Impediment  or  let,  [ing 

Mo  wonder  if  you  quite  forget 
What  on  the  Earth  Is  doing. 

There  was  a  time  when  oil  mankind 

listen  with  a  faith  sincere 
To  tnneltd  tongues  in  mystery  Tcraedj 
Tien  Poets  fearlessly  rehearsed 
The  wonders  of  a  wild  career. 

Go,  (but  the  world's  a  eleepy  worid. 
And  'tis,  I  fear,  an  age  too  lato,) 
Tata  with  you  some  ambitious  Youth; 
IS  Wanderer,  I,  In  truth, 

I^ng  have  I  loved  what  I  behold. 

The  night  that  catms,  the  day  that  cheers; 

m  growth  of  mother  Elartli 
SulDccs  me,  —  her  tears,  her  mlrthi 
Her  humblest  mirth  and  tears. 

Tlie  dragon's  wing,  the  magio  ring, 
I  shall  not  coret  tor  my  dower. 
If  I  along  that  lowly  waj 
With  sympatbelic  heart  may  str^. 
And  with  a  soul  ef  power. 

These  gircn,  what  more  need  I  destra 
~  soothe,  or  elevate? 

What  nobler  nmrreU  than  the  mind 
May  in  lUe'a  dally  prospect  Und, 
May  And  or  there  create? 

wand  doth  Sorrow  wield ; 
What  spell  so  strong  as  guilty  Fear? 
Bepentanco  is  a  tender  Sprite; 
tf  aught  on  Earth  have  heavenly  migbt, 
■Hs  lodged  within  her  silent  tear.* 

But  grant  my  wislies,  —let  as  now 
Ooscend  from  tills  eUieroal  lielght; 
Then  Uke  thy  way,  adventurotte  6kiir, 


This  and  ttie  three  preceding  sttuucnn 
convey,  as  well  perhaps  as  any  thing  of 
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To  the  Btooe-tablo  in  my  gardea, 
LoTed  Uaant  of  man;  a  ammuer  bour. 
The  Bqniro  l9  come :  bia  dansbtei  Beu 
Beside  liim  in  the  cooi  raceea 
BiU  blooming  like  a  Bower. 

iritk  tbese  ars  many  more  couvened ; 
IlKybiow  not  IbaToboeDao  Ca;  — 
1  Me  tbem  there,  in  number  nine, 

Beneitb  the  spreading  Weymoolh-plne  I 


There  Bits  the  Ticar  oad  Mb  Dame ; 
ADdtberem;goaa&iebd,  Stephen  OtI«[i 
And,  ere  the  light  of  eveoing  Call, 
To  them  I  must  rcbktc  tbe  Tale 
01  Peter  Bell  the  Potter." 


A  Potter,'  Sir,  be  was  by  trade, 
Saia  I.  becoming  quite  cullectaili 
wbensocver  he  npiieared 
twenty  times  was  Peter  fiiar>il 
once  that  Peter  waa  respoctetL 

He,  twoand-thlrty  years  or  more, 
Had  been  a  wiid  and  woodland  rover; 
Had  beard  tb"  Atlantic  surgoa  ronr 
On  llulbest  Cornwall's  ncky  ehoru. 
And  trod  the  clUb  at  Dover. 

And  he  hod  seen  Caemarron'*  towers. 
And  well  he  knew  tbe  eplre  of  Sarumi* 

le  had  been  irbcre  Liocolu  IkU 
Vlingio'cr  tbe  fen  (hat  poaderona  knell, — 
A  lar-ienown'd  alarum  t 

Doneaster,  at  York,  and  Leads. 
And  merry  Carlisle  hail  be  houn ; 
And  all  along  the  Lowlands  fulv, 

throng  the  bonny  shli«  of  Ayr- 
And  Ihr  aa  Aberdeen. 


"0.  here  be  Ist "  cried  little  Bess,  — 
Nie  saw  me  at  tbe  gardcn.door : 
"  We've  waited  anjioualy  and  long," 
Thsy  cried,  and  all  around  me  Cbmng, 
Salt  nlns  of  (bent  or  more. 

"  BeproBch  me  not,— your  fears  be  stiU,— 
Be  tbankfnl  we  again  have  met : 
Beanme,  my  Friends,  witbin  the  shade 
Tour  seats,  and  quickly  shall  be  paid 
Tbe  well-remember'd  debt" 


All  by  the  moonlight  rirer-ilde 
Gioui'd  tbe  poor  Beast,~alss1  In  vain; 
Tbe  slair  waa  nilaed  to  loftier  height, 
And  tbe  blows  fell  with  heavier  weight 
Ai  Peter  stmck,  aad  atrtick  again. 

"Hddl'crlod  the  Squire,  "  agahiBt  On 

ense  jon'ie  surely  sinning; 


Thii  leap  l9  iOr  us  all  to 


■ehodbt 


And  Peter,  by  the  mouotain-rills. 
Hud  danced  his  round  with   Highland 
And  he  had  lain  beside  his  aoscs  [lasses; 
On  lofty  CbeTiotHUla: 

And  he  bad  trudged  tbrougb  Toitohlr* 

dales. 
Among  the  rocks  and  winding  Mean ;  • 
Where  deep  and  low  iho  hamlets  lie 
itch  of  sky 


And  lit 


And  all  along  th'  indented  ooaal, 
Bespatlei'd  witb  the  saKsea  foam; 
Where'er  a  knot  of  houses  lay 
On  beailland,  or  In  hollow  bay ; — 


-o  of  Salisbury  Cathedral 


'y  Cathedral 
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Be  roved  amons  the  vaJM  and  atrei 
In  the  greea  wood  and  boUow  dell,  — 
Tbey  were  his  direlUngB  night  uiil  day; 
Bat  Nataro  ne'er  oonld  Hod  Uie  way 
Into  Uke  boBTt  of  Peter  Bell. 


Did  Natnre  lead  bim  as  before ; 
A  priitirosQ  by  a  liTer'a  brim 
A  yelloiT  primroBe  was  to  him. 
And  it  iru  nolblns  more. 

Small  ctmnge  It  made  In  Feter*!  h 
To  see  hlB  gentle  pannjor'd  train 
With  mor&tluin  Temal  pleasure  Ibediug, 
Where'er  the  tender  grass  was  leading 
Its  earliest  greeu  along  tbe  lane. 

In  Tain,  throng  water,  eartb.  and  air, 
Tbe  eonl  or  happy  sound  was  spread. 
When  Peter  on  some  AprU  mom. 
Beneath  the  broom  or  bodding  tbom. 
Hade  the  warm  earth  his  lazy  bed. 

At  noon,  Hben  by  the  forest's  edge 
He  lay  beneath  the  branches  hlgb, 
Tbe  son  blue  iky  did  never  melt 
Into  bis  heart;  ho  never  felt 
The  nttchciy  of  the  soft  blue  sky  I 

On  a  nUr  prospect  some  have  look'd 

And  foil,  aa  I  have  heard  them  say. 

As  if  the  moving  timo  had  been 

A  thing  as  steadfast  aa  tbe  scene 

On  wliich  they  guied  themselves  away. 

Within  tba  breast  of  Feter  Bell 

These  silent  raptures  found  no  place ; 

He  was  a  Carl  as  nild  and  mda 

As  ever  1me.and.ery  pursued. 

As  ever  tan  a  Alon's  race. 

or  all  that  lead  a  lawless  lift. 

Of  all  that  love  their  lawlees  llvei. 

Id  city  or  in  village  small, 

Be  was  the  wUdeat  for  of  all;- 

He  had  a  doicn  wodiled  vives. 


,  start  notl  — wedded  wivot,  and 
twelve!  [hitn, 

bow  one  wifb  coold  e'er  come  near 
In  simple  truth  I  cannot  lelli 
~V)r,  he  it  said  of  Peter  Bell, 
To  see  Mm  was  to  foar  him. 

Though  Katore  could  not  toncli  his  heart 
By  lovely  forms,  and  silent  weather, 
Ir  sounds,  yet  you  might  see 
hat  Peter  Bell  and  she 
Had  often  been  together. 

A  savage  wUdnees  roond  him  hmig 


In  hia  whole  dgure  and  his  mloa 

A  savage  character  was  seen 

Of  maontains  and  of  dreary  moora. 

To  all  th'  noshaped  half-hnmao  thorngMt 

Which  solitary  Nature  foeda 

>Mld  summer  storms  or  Winter's  ice. 

Had  Peter  Joln'd  whatever  vice 

The  cruel  city  breeds. 

Hia  &i»  was  keen  as  Is  the  wind 

That  cats  along  the  hawtborD-fonce; 

Of  conroge  you  saw  little  there, 

But,  In  its  stead,  a  medley  air 

Of  cunning  and  of  impudence. 

Bo  li*d  a  dark  and  sideleog  walk, 

Ajid  long  and  slouching  was  his  gait; 

~  neath  hiu  loo^  so  hare  and  bold, 
u  might  perceive,  his  spirit  cold 
ts  playing  with  some  Inward  bait. 


■A  isi 


1  speclall' 
I  deWrs. 


d  for  conOnlng  tnsol- 


)  a  hardness  in  bis  cheek, 
Tlicro  was  a  hardness  in  bis  eye, 
Aiir  the  man  hodlli'd  his  Ibcis, 

any  a  solitary  place, 
A^ost  tbe  wind  and  open  sky  t  ■ 

S  The  poem  of  Pclrr  SeB,  thongta  good 
enoo^  in  Itself,  is  not  so  well  suited  aa 
many  othcr.-i  are  tu  tbe  purpose  of  Hits 
volume;  while,  Trom  its  length,  it  woald 
upy  moru  i-oom  than  can  well  be  Bporod 
a  piece  of  Uiat  kind.  No  aptHon-,  I 
■k,  nil!  be  required  for  Inrladinr  tbo 
.  .  jlogno  and  the  description  ofthe  tiero. 
The  poom  was  published  In  IBlft,  but  waa 


written  as  early  us  17S8. 
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FBBSENTUIENTS. 

FBSiBHTIlIEHTSt  Uioy  Judge  not  r[ght 
Who  deem  that  ye  from  opon'lighl 

Betiro  iu  Ceai  of  Bhame ; 
All  Himm-born  liutlacti  Bliim  tlie  touch 
Otmigu  Beaac, — and,  being  aucb, 

&ach  piivilage  ye  cUim. 

The  (ear  whiwe  source  I  ooQia  not  goeas, 
Tbe  deep  Bigb  tbat  BMfn'il  mtberJeas, 

Were  mine  in  curly  days ; 
And  aoir,  tinftined  by  time  lo  put 
Kith  bncy,  I  obcf  my  heart. 

And  lentim  on  yoai  praise. 

Wlmt  ihongb  some  bnsy  foca  Eo  good. 
To*  potent  otst  nerve  and  brood, 

hatk.  Dear  you.  —  and  comblm 
Td  l^t  the  health  which  ye  lotDH; 
ndahldeB  not  from  tite  moral  Uuie 

Tour  origin  divine. 

How  oft  tcom  JOB,  derided  Powere  t 
Cornea  Faith  that  ia  auaplcioiu  houre 

BnlldB  castles,  not  of  air; 
BodkgB  uhBanclion'd  by  the  will 


The 

That  b»  pl^losoiiliy  can  lift. 

Shall  Tsnish,  If  ye  plaau. 
Like  morning  mist ;  and.  where  it  lay. 
The  gphrlts  at  your  bidding  play 

In  g^ety  and  ease. 

SUr-guidod  contemplations  move 
Throngh  space,  though  calm,  not  raisei 

rrognoaties  that  ye  rqle ;  [aboTi 

Tbe  naked  Indian  of  tho  wild, 
And  haply,  too,  tho  cradled  Child, 

An  popHa  of  your  BChooL 

But  wIh)  can  flithom  yoor  intents, 

fiamber  their  BignB  or  InatmmentI? 

A  rainbow,  a  sunbeam, 
A  subtle  amoil  that  Spring  miblndB, 
Dead  panse  abrupt  of  midnight  winds. 

Ah  Bcho,  or  a  dieun. 

Tbe  laughter  of  tbe  Chriatmaa  hearth 
WUh  eigfas  of  aeltcxhaosted  mirth 

Te  feelingly  reproiTe ; 
Aad  dally,  in  the  coubcIoub  breast, 
tear  riaitations  are  a  teat 

ABlwureise  of  love. 
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When  some  great  chaBg«gi*«i ' 
~        ezultiog  Nation's  ho|>o, 
startled  anil  mode  wise 
By  your  low-brcathcd  intorpretinga, 
lie  Bimply-mock  foretaatu  the  spriogs 
Of  bittor  coutrarles.> 


daunt  the  proud  army  of  war, 

Pervade  tho  lonely  ocean  Cu 

s  sail  hnlh  been  uiifUrl'di 

daucors  In  the  fbative  hall 

What  gbaatly  partners  hath  your  call 

Fetch'd  Oom  the  shadowy  world! 

Ms  said,  that  warnings  ye  dispense, 
Emboldea'd  by  a  keener  Bense ; 

That  men  have  lived  for  whom. 

nth  dread  preciaion,  yc  made  clear 
The  hour  that  In  a  distant  year 

Should  knoll  them  to  [ho  tomb. 

Unwekome  InaighH  Tel  (here  are 
:|est  times  when  nyatery  ia  laid  bar«. 

Truth  ahows  a  gloriooa  Ihoc, 
While  on  the  iathmus  wbich  command* 

be  councils  of  both  worlds,  she  sbmdSi 

BageSpirital  by  your  grace. 

God,  who  instninls  the  brutes  lo  scent 
changes  of  the  element, 
IThosa  wladom  flx'd  the  sole 
natures,  for  our  wnintB  provides 
By  higher,  sometimea  humbler,  guides. 
When  lights  of  reawm  fiill.  [1830. 


&  (bis  great  world  of  joy  and  p 

Bevolve  Iu  one  sura  trark ; 
If  freedom,  aet,  will  rise  again. 

And  virtue,  flown,  come  back 
Woe  to  tbe  pnrbllnd  crew  who  : 

Tho  heart  with  each  day's  cai 
Nor  gain,  ftom  past  or  future,  a 

To  bear,  and  to  forbear  I 


«  which  puabcrt  CbiirloB  the 

the  throne.    While  the  raoi 

gulno  commonly  wax  cnthuai 


snch  noisy  and  emphatic  oh 
posing  them  about  to  usher  t 
of  freedom  anilhapp!neBS,in( 

fwl^l 


ftilmi 

the  methoifi  oit  growth, 
gallant. 


ibangea,  aup- 
thonght- 
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Thb  Bylvui  slopes  with  coru-ctod  field* 
Are  huas,  aa  If  witb  goldon  sUelda, 
Bright  irophteB  of  the  Sunl 


And,  Booth  to  BAf,  f  on  vocal  grore. 
Albeit  uniuBpired  by  love. 
11;  lava  uDUnght  to  ting, 
Ttay  netl  afford  to  mortal  ear 
An  impalse  more  ptoConndly  dew 
Than  muaic  of  tha  Spring. 

For  that  from  tnrbuleace  and  heat 

Proceeds,  from  Bome  aneasy  seat 
In  nature's  struggling  IVaoie, 
Some  raglon  of  Impatient  life ; 
AndjealoDBf.and  qulTering  strifb, 
Therein  a  portion  claim. 

Tbia,  this  la  holy ; —while  I  hear 
These  vespers  of  another  year. 
This  hymn  of  thanks  and  praise. 
My  spirit  aeems  to  moiml  above 
Tb'  anxieties  of  human  love, 
And  Eartb'B  precarious  days. 

But  list!— thougbnlnler  atnnns  be  ni^, 
UncliGck'd  is  that  son  harmony : 
There  lires  who  cafl  provide 
For  aU  Ills  creatures;  and  in  Him, 
Even  like  the  radiant  Serapbimi 
These  chorisWrs  oonflde. 


DEPASTiHa  Sommer  hath  assumed 
An  aspect  tenderly  Illumed, 
The  gentlest  look  of  Spring; 
Ttuit  calla  from  yonder  leaf]'  shade 
Unfoded,  yet  prepai«d  to  6xd»), 
A  timely  carolling. 

Ko  Uiat  and  hesitating  trill. 
Such  tribute  aa  to  Winter  cbill 
The  lonely  redbreast  pays  I 
Clear,  loud,  and  lively  is  the  din. 
From  social  warblera  galberlns  m 
Their  harveat  of  sweet  laya. 

Sore: 


And  yellow  on  the  boogh  ;— 

Fall,  rosy  garlands,  ironx  my  head  I 

Ya  myrtle  wrcathB,  your  fragrance  EhWl 

Aroond  a  younger  brow  I 

Yet  will  I  temperately  rejoice : 

Is  the  range,  and  free  tha  choic«  . 
Of  andlscordant  themes ; 
Which,  baply,  kindred  souls  may  priie 

'  :ss  than  vernal  ecstasloB, 
And  pasaion'a  liSTeriab  dreama. 

For  deaflileBS  powers  to  verse  belong, 

;bey  like  Demi-gods  are  strong 
On  whom  the  Hnses  smile ; 

Best  pleased  with  what  Is  aptllest  fraioed 
To  enervate  and  defile. 

anchth'  initiatory  BtiAlnS 

Committed  to  the  silent  plains 
In  Uiitain's  earliest  dawn : 
Trembled  the  grovSB,  the  stars  grewpsl^ 
While  all-too-darlngly  the  veil 
iture  was  witbdrawnl 

Nor  such  tb«  epirit-atirring  note 
Wlien  the  lire  chorda  Alcsua  smoto. 
Inflamed  by  sense  of  nTong : 
Woel  woetolyrantal  from  the  lyr« 
Broke  tbreateniogly,  in  sparkles  dim 
Of  flerce,  vindictive  song. 

lot  onballaw'd  was  the  page 
By  wing«d  Love  inscribed,  to  assnaga 
The  punga  of  vain  puranit; 
Love  lleleulug  while  the  Lesbian  Uald 
With  finest  touch  of  passion  sway'd 

wn^oUanlule.' 


10  patiently  explore 


■yev 

hew 

What  rapturel  could  ye  seize 
Some  Thoban  fragment,  or  uni'oll 

ne  precious,  tender-hearted  sci-oll 

f  pure  Slmonidea. 

1  Tbe"LeeblanMaid"iaSappho,oeto> 
-rated  in  ciaaaic  loi-e  Dir  ber  impassioned 
love-lyrice.  Tbe  ancient  writers  agree  In 
"■^pressing  the  most  anhonndc<l  admlro. 
)u  of  her  poetry.  She  was  conlempo- 
ry  with  Solon,  who  Is  said  to  have  been 
..  affected  at  the  recitation  of  one  of  ber 

poems,  that  he  expressed  ar ^- 

Hire  to  learn  It  b-' —  ■—■'■'^ 
fragments  o(  hi 


l..(KH^ie 


e,  indeed,  a  genuine  blitli 

;  a  bimtluK  tottii 

I  trom  the  dust ; 
Wbal  Horai^e  gloried  lo  behold, 
Vhat  Uan  loTed,  Blud]  we  enlald/ 
CmluugtityTunebeJaatl  [lEDS. 


Tlai  winds  (hiongb  aecrat  waidi; 

Are  well  asalsn'd  la  Uenoiy 
BfalltgcxicBanla. 


UISOELLAITBOVS  FOEHS. 
Lea*  quick  the  Ui 


Tint  BnuiotbeB  foresone  distreaB,  ttw  llnea 
OlllngcFins  care  sabdnes, 
long-Taniah'd  bapplueai  i«flne>, 
Aad  dottaes  in  bi^btoi  hues  ( 

Tet,  like  a  tool  of  Fane; ,  worka 

TliiMe  Spectres  to  dilate 

That  etartle  Conadenco,  as  ahe  liurka 

Within  bar  looelf  ae«t. 


Should  l^ar  that  pencil's  toDciil 

BeUrement  IheD  might  honrl;  look 
CTpou  a  aoothinff  aceac. 
Age  Bteal  to  hia  allotted  nook 
Contented  and  serene ; 

With  heart  as  calm  as  lakes  that  sleep, 

In  frosty  moonlltEht  glhtenlngi 

Ot  monntain  rivora,  where  Ihey  deep 

Along  a  cbaonel  amooth  and  deep. 

.To  their  own  tai-ofi  nuirmuiln|[s  listei 


Tsa  lawn,  a  carpet  all  olive 

WiSi  ahadoiTB  flung  itom  leaves,  to  strlTe 

In  dance  amid  a  press 
Oramuhine.  an  apt  emblem  yields 
OtWoiUlings  recelUiig  in  the  Aelds 

Of  sbBanoua  idleneas : 


Forbid  a  moment'i  rest; 
The  medler  leaa  wben  boret^  Light* 
Glance  to  and  Sro,  like  aeiy  Sprites 

Xo  feats  of  arms  addresti 

Yet,  Bpite  of  all  this  eager  atrifB, 
This  ceBseleaa  play,  the  gunnlDe  lift 

That  aerroe  the  steadbst  hDnn 
Is  in  the  grass  beneath  that  grows 
Unheeded,  and  the  muto  repose 

Of  sweetly-bieatlilDg  flowers.'      {ISM. 


Lives  there  a  man  whose  aole  delights 
Are  trivial  pomp  and  city  noise. 
Hardening  a  heart  that  lualhes  or  alights 

,  every  nalnral  heart  enjoys? 
Wiio  never  canght  a  noon-tiUe  dream 
I'ront  murmur  ofa  runniog  stream? 
Could  atrip,  for  aught  the  prospect  yields 

m,  their  verdure  from  the  flelda? 
And  take  the  radiance  Irom  the  clouds 
In  wbkh  the  Sun  hia  setting  Bhrouda? 

A.  sonl  so  pitiably  forlorn, 

h  do  on  tbia  Earth  abide, 
Uay  season  apathy  with  scorn. 
May  turn  indiHereuce  to  pride; 

~  still  be  not  nnblest,— compared 
1  bira  who  grovels.  self-doluuT'd 
a  all  that  Ilea  within  the  scope 
oly  tilth  and  Christian  hope; 


S  Hundreds  of  times  have  I  watched 
the  dancing  of  ehadowa  amid  a  prcas  ol 
aunsldne,  and  otiier  beautiAilappeurauces 
of  light  and  Bhade,  flowers  and  shrubs. 
Soma  are  of  opliiiou  that  the  habit  of 
analysing,  decamposing,  and  anatoinlsiDg 

'^-onrabletothe  perception  or  beuii. 

iple  are  led  Into  this  mistake  hy 

ilng  the  nict  thai;  aucb  proceascs 

being  toa  certain  extent  within  the  reach 
"'  ~  "—[led  intellevt,  we  are  apt  to  as. 
tbcm  tbal  iudcusibility  of  which 


nd  n< 


re  enlarged;  and  tl , ^. 

plant  or  an  animal  Is  not  made  lees  but 
lOre  apparent  as  a  whole,  by  more  aucu- 
-.ite  inaigbt  Into  Its  constituent  properties 
and  powers.  A  xivanl.  who  la  not  also  a 
poet  in  sou)  and  a  rellgloniEt  In  heart.  Is 
a  feeble  and  unhappy  ci:eBtare.—iluMDr>« 


l.i(KH^ie 


WOBDSWOBIH. 


Tub  MiDBtrels  play'd  their  ChriatmAS  tone 
To-alghC  benealh  m;  cottage-eaves: 
WUlc,  smitten  by  a  lofty  Hoon, 
Th'  enckcting  laurels,  Ibtck  irltb  leaTos. 
Gave  back  a  ricb  and  daziling  sbeeu, 
That  overpower'd  their  natnral  gteea. 

Tbrongh  hill  and  lalle;  every  breeze 
Hod  Bunk  hi  Kit  with  folded  wings : 
Kccaivaa  the  air,  hut  conld  not  Treeze, 
Mor  check.  Uie  music  of  the  elringsi 
So  Btout  nnd  hnrdy  were  ihe  bojid  [hand  I 
Tbat  scraped  the  chorda  with  Btrenuous 

AiHl  who  bnt  listen'd? —till  waa  paid 
Bcspect  to  every  Inmate's  claim ; 
The  greeting  given,  the  masic  playM, 
In  honour  of  each  hotueholi)  name. 
Duly  proBonnced  with  Insty  call. 
And  "meny  CbriBtmas"  wi^'d  to  alll 

O  Brother!  I  revere  Ibe  choice 
That  took  thoe  Qrom  thy  Dative  hillBj 
And  it  ia  given  thee  to  rejoice : 
Though  public  care  Aitl  ottea  tills 
-  (Heaven  only  witaess  or  the  toll) 
A  barren  and  Dogralenil  soil. 

Yet,  would  that  Thou,  with  me  and  nuoe, 

Hadst  heard  this  never-tkiliog  ricei 

And  seen  on  other  ihcea  sbim 

A  true  revival  of  the  light 

Wtiich  Nature  and  these  ruBtic  Powers, 

In  simple  tMldhood,  spread  through  ooib  1 

For  pleasure  lioth  not  ceased  to  w^t 
Ou  these  expected  annual  rounds; 
Whether  the  rich  man's  anmptDOns  gate 
Call  rurth  the  unelabonite  floundB, 
Or  they  are  offei-'d  at  the  door 
That  guards  the  lowliest  of  the  poor. 
How  touching,  when,  at  midnight,  sweep 
~    "         "B,  and  oil  is  dor" 
c  again  to  Bleep  I 


Or,  at  an  eariier  call,  to  ni»rk. 
By  blazing  Ore,  the  still  suspense 
Ot  Bel£«omplaceiit  innocence  i 

The  mutual  nod, — the  grave  dlsgoln 
Of  hearts  with  glodnasa  brimulug  o^ar; 
And  some  unbidden  tears  that  rise 
For  names  once  heard,  and  heard  no  more 
Tears  brightea'd  by  the  sc 
For  iulluit  in  tlie  er 


With  ambient  streams  more  pure  and 
Than  fabled  Cytherea's  ione  [bright 

Glittering  before  the  nmndcrer's  hI^E, 

my  heart  of  hearts  enilcar'd  [i-eor'dl 
The  ground  where  we  were  bom  and 


Where  they  SI 

Thus  into  narrow  lOom  withdraws; 
Vsagea  of  pristine  mould, 

Bear  with  me,  Brotherl    qoendi    the 

thought 
That  Blights  this  passion,  or  condBmus ; 
thee  food  Fancy  ever  brought 


e    These  two  Btoni 

of  considerable  length  addressed 
Lady  Fleming."  '"   "    


'Tout 


„.     The  piece,  as  ..   

IB ratherrfasennonlsu^ character;  but 
'  — "  —  well  resist  the  temptatton  ~~ 


Toh 

Tee,  they  can  make,  who  iUI  to  find. 

Short  leisure  even  in  hUEiest  days ; 
UomenCs,  to  cast  a  look  behind, 
And  profit  by  those  kindly  raya 
That  thro'  the  clouds  do  EOmetimes.Bt 
Aad  all  tho  &rmCt  past  reveal. 

Hence,  white  th'  Imperial  City's  din 
Beats  ftequenl  on  thy  satiate  ear, 
A  pleased  attention  I  may  win 
To  agitations  less  severe. 
That  neither  overwhelm  nor  cloy, 
am  hollow  vale  with  joy  t  ' 


In  IffiO,  the  poet  pnblishe<l  a  volnma 
itted  Saimett  U  Ue  Bacr  JMdUIon,  Ac; 
1  this  poem  wasureaxodtothovoliuBa 
the  form  of  a  dedication.  The  Rev. 
ristopher  Wordswortb,  D.D.,  wns   a 


er  of  Trioity  College,  Camlnii^«. 
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MIBCELLUnOUS  POEMS.  167 

AT  THE  GBAVB  (W  BUBNS.  B7  9klild«W  •een;— 

Nel(hboara  we  wero,  and  loving  Msiula 
Wa  mlgbt  ban  been ; 


I  suirBB,  BpiriC  denw  uul  bold, 

At  Uioagfat  at  what  1  now  bebold : 

A*  TapoursbreaUieillKim  JnagBOUB  eotd 

Btrike  pleasure  ileail, 
3o  Bodnces  comei  from  oat  the  moald 
Wliere  Bunu  la  laid. 

And  have  X  then  thj  bones  bo  near, 
And  tbou  forbidden  [□  appear? 
Aa  if  il  were  thyself  that's  here 

I  shrink  Willi  pain; 
And  boUi  my  viBhes  and  my  Ibor 

Alike  are  vain. 

Off,  weight,— nor  preaa  on  welgtitt  — 
away,  [stay : 

Dark  Ihoi^tB!— They  tame,  bnt  not  to 
With  choaten'd  feelings  wonld  I  pay 


FreBh  as  the  Bower,  whose  modest  worth 
He  sang,  hie  genius  "glinted "  fiirth. 
Boss  like  a  star  that  lanching  Earth, 

For  BO  it  seems, 
Doth  gloriiy  its  bninbia  birtb 

With  HuUchteas  beams. 

The  piercing  eye,  the  Ihoagbtfttl  brow. 
The  etruggling heart,  whore  be  tbey  now? 
Fall  soon  th'  Aspirant  of  tbe  ploDgh, 

The  prompt,  the  brave, 
Blept.  with  th'  obscurest,  in  tbe  low 

And  aileut  graTS. 

I  mODm'd  with  thooBands,  but  as  one 
Uore  deeply  grieved,  Ibr  He  was  gone 
Whose  llgbt  I  bailM  when  Srst  it  shone. 

And  sbowM  my  youth 
How  Verse  may  build  a  princely  throne 

Oa  humble  truth. 
Alasl  where'er  the  current  tends, 
Begret  pursues  and  with  It  blends;  — 
Huge  Crillars  hoary  top  aBoends' 


True  Mends  though  diversely  Inollnad; 

It  heart  with  heart  nad  mind  with  mind, 
Where  tbe  main  fibres  are  entwined. 

Through  Nature's  stUI 
Hay  even  by  contraries  be  )oin'<l 
More  closely  stlU. 

le  (esir  will  atart,  and  lei  It  flow ; 
lou  "  poor  Inhabitant  below," 
t  thiB  dread  moment-even  so  — 


What  treseures  wovhl  have  then  been 
placed 
n  my  reach  1  of  knowledge  graoed 
By  fkncy  what  a  rich  repast  I 
But  why  goon?  — 
spare  to  sweep,  thon  moumftil  blast, 
Uls  grave  graas-grown  I 

There,  too,  a  Son,  hie  joy  and  pride, 
(Kot  three  weeks  past  the  Stripling  diedj 
Lies  gatber'd  to  his  Father's  aide, 

Soul-maving  Bight  t 

.  one  to  which  Is  not  denied 

Some  Bad  delight. 

For  he  Is  sal^,  B  quiet  bed 
Oath  early  foand  among  the  dead. 
Harbonr'd  where  none  can  be  misled, 
Wrang'd.ordiatrasti 

Aud  surely  here  it  may  be  Uld 
That  aixA  are  blest. 

d,  O,  for  Thee,  by  pitying  grace 
Check'd  ofl.times  In  a  devious  race, 
Hay  He  who  lialloweCh  the  place 

Where  Man  IB  told 
Becelve  thy  Spirit  In  Ih'  embrace 

For  which  it  pray'dl 


kcnclbrigbt, 

leiblo  lima  Skidclaw  In 
UumDorlanil,  acroes  the  Sol-.vay  Frith. 
Vbe  home  0^  Burns  was  on  tbe  banka  of 
the  KlUii  and  ns  those  two  mountains, 


standing  in  sight  of  each  ■ 

E laces,  Ibcy  are  well  liikoi 
le  geogruptucal  neames 

The  poet  had  in  mind  Enr 


_i(Ki'^le 


wobdbwobth: 


Out  pliusnte  Turing  at 


orea 


Too  &«11  to  keep  tho  lofty  vow 

That  must  bnve  followM  wben  bli  bnT 
W—  RToUtied  (Tht  Vitim  (ella  as  bow) 

WUb  holly  spray, 
flu  tkller'il,  drUled  (o  uid  Qv, 

And  pBM'd  swaj. 

Well  mlsht  Boch  thongbla,  deu  Satei, 


Bat,  leaTlng  each  unquiet  theme 
Where  gentlest  Judgments  may  misdeem, 
And  prompt  to  welcome  every  gleam 
Of  good  and  fair. 

Let  us  besirle  thia  limpid  Stream 
BreaUie  hopeful  ftlr. 

Bnoi^b  of  Borrow,  wreidE,  and  bllf^t; 
Ttiink  rather  ot  tUDBe  momeuts  bright 
When  ID  the  cnnecloosoesB  of  right 


Tee,  fteely  let  our  hcarta  expand. 
Freely  aa  in  youth's  aoason  bland, 
WbCD  side  by  side,  his  Book  in  band, 

1  This  piece,  aa  also  serersl  of  Uu  _ . 
that  follow,  grew  out  of  the  tour  that  the 
poel  and  his  sister  mode  through  Svotland 
iniaos.    ' .--.---  ... .-  — 


Dspired  most  bo  bare  trod 
These  pathways,  yon  tar-atrelcliing  roeill 
There  inrki  his  home  [  in  that  Abode, 
WIthmtrthehtte, 
T  in  bia  oohly-pensiTe  mood. 
The  Bustle  sate. 

Frond  thongbts  that  Image  oveiaiTM ; 
Before  It  bumlily  let  as  pause. 
And  ask  of  Nature,  tvom  what  came 

And  by  what  rules 
e  tralu'd  her  Boms  to  w)u  applaoaa 

That  shames  the  Schools. 

Tbroagh  bnsiest  Btceet  aod  lonelieat  gtan 

~  e  flashes  of  his  pen; 
He  rules  'mid  winter  snows,  and  wfaeu 

Bees  ail  their  tUTes; 
Deep  in  the  general  heart  Ot  men 

Bia  poffei  survives. 

tM  need  of  fields  In  some  f^  clime 
Where  Heroes,  Sages,  Bards  sublime. 
And  all  that  fetcb'd  the  flowing  rhyme 

From  genuine  springs, 
Shall  dwell  together  till  old  l^mo 

Folds  op  his  wings  7 

Sweet  Hercyl  to  flie  gates  of  Heaven 
Thia  Aliastrel  lead,  bis  sins  forgiven ; 
The  rueful  conlllRt.  the  bcart  riven 

With  vain  endeavour. 
And  memory  of  Earth's  bitter  leaven, 

Eflbced  for  ever. 
But  why  to  Him  conflne  the  prayer. 
When  kinrbrcd  thoughts  and  yearnings 
On  the  ftsil  heart  the  porest  ibnm  [bear 

With  all  that  live?  — 
The  best  of  what  we  do  and  are, 


a  THE  SONS  OF  BUHNS. 


Iniaos.  In  a  note  on  the  piece,  the  anthi 
tiaa  the  follovring ;"  We  talked  of  Bam 
and  of  the  prospect  he  must  have  hai 

■ ' — n  hfs  own  door.of  Skldila 

lanlons;  liidulging  ourselvi 
that  we  might  have  been  pe 


^h^cc 


Bonally  1 


I  those  objecti  with  i 


'Uid  crowded  obelisks  and  Dms 

oi^bt  th'  untimely  grave  of  Burns : 
Sons  of  the  Bard,  my  heart  still  mourn 

With  sorrow  tme; 
And  more  would  grieve,  bat  thtitittUT 
Trembling  to  yoo. 


lOBOBLLUIEOnS  FOEICS, 


TluoDgh  twilight  Bhades  of  good  and  111 

Te  now  are  puitinj  np  life's  hill ; 

And  more  (hau  commoa  BtrentEtli  uid 

Muet  ye  diepUr,  [Bklll 

If  fe  would  give  the  better  will 

Its  lawftil  sway.. 

Hath  Nature  Btning  yonr  nerrea  to  ^tux 
Jntemper&noe  TriUi  less  hatm,  beware  I 
But,  if  the  Poet's  wit  7e  Bbare, 

Like  blm  can  speed 
nM  Sodal  bour,  of  tenfold  care 

For  lionest  men  del  igU  wiU  take 
To  spare  your  falUnga  fbi  his  sake. 

Will  flatter  yon,— and  fbol  and  ralu 

Tom  steps  pnrane; 
And  of  your  Father's  name  will  make 

far  from  their  noiay  baunts  retire. 
And  add  your  yoitcs  to  the  quire 
Xhat  tkaeHIf  the  eottage  £rs 


Or  Hhere.'mid  "  lonely  belglits  and  bows,' 
no  paid  to  Nature  toueital  TOWS i 
Or  wiped  tils  houoarable  lirawB 

Bedew'd  with  toU, 
While  reapers  strove,  or  tmsy  ploughs 

Uptum'd  the  soil; 

His  Judgment  with  benignant  isy 

Shall  guide,  his  fcncy  cheer,  your  way; 
Bat  ne'er  to  a  eeiincllTe  lay 

Let  iftith  be  given ; 
Hor  deem  that  "  light  which  leads  astray 

Is  light  from  Heaeen."  ■ 

Let  no  mean  hope  yonr  bodIb  enslave; 
Se  inilepeuitenl,  generous,  brave : 
Your  Father  such  example  gave. 


Bat  be  admoulBb-d 


"iBOWthypnlse'a  maddening  play 
Wild  send  tliee  pleasure's  devioas  i 
Misled  by  Benny's  meteor  ray. 

But  yet  ttie  light  that  led  astray 
Was  light  bom  Heaven." 


COMPOSED  AT  COaA  LIMN,' 


LOUD  of  the  vale  I  astounding  Flood, 
The  dullest  leaf  Id  thla  ttdck  wood 
Quakes,  coasoiouB  of  thy  power ; 
The  caves  reply  wUh  hollow  moan; 
And  vibrates,  (o  Its  ceutral  sloiM, 
ime^amented  Tower  I 

And  yet  how  fklr  the  rural  scene! 
For  thOD,  O  Clyde,  but  aver  beoi 
BeneUceut  as  stroog; 
Pleased  la  refteahing  dews  to  steep 

ttle  trembling  flowers  that  pe^ 
Tby  shelving  rocks  among. 

Uence  all  who  love  their  country,  lora 
"   lookoD  thee,— delighttorova 

lere  they  thy  voice  can  hear; 
And,  to  the  patriot-waiTioi'i  Shade, 
Lord  of  the  vale  I  to  Heroes  laid 
Id  doit,  that  voice  is  dear  I 


Alan,  beneath  the  Moon's  pale  beam, 
A  Champion  worthy  of  the  stream. 

Yon  grey  tower's  living  crest  1 

But  clouds  uai  enviona  darkness  hide 
A  Form  not  doubtCuily  descried : 
Their  transient  mission  o'er, 

f  to  what  blind  region  flee 
These  Shapes  of  awful  pbaataiyt 
To  what  untrodden  shore? 

Lsss  than  divine  command  they  apnm; 
Bat  tida  we  n-am  the  mouutalas  leam, 
And  this  the  valleys  show,  — 
That  never  will  they  deign  to  hold 
Communion  where  the  heart  la  cold 
unan  weal  vid  woe. 

oan  of  abject  soul  in  vain 
Shall  walk  the  HaraUionlan  plain; 
Or  thiid  the  shadowy  gloom. 


B  lina  is  Scottish  Ibr  oatrrfM  or  eat- 
eadc.  —  Ttie  author's  notes  here  furnish 
thufoUowlDg;  "[hadswnthisoelebnited 


n  Scotland  in  the 
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That  etm  Invests  the  ^luudlui  Pass, 
Where  slooil.  enbllme,  I«o[iidaa 
Devoted  to  the  tomb. 

And  let  no  Slave  his  head  incline, 
Orkoenl.befoni  the  votive  shrine 
By  Oti'a  lake,  where  Tell 
LeapL  IWim  his  storm-vext  boat,  to  liuid, 
Heaven's  Instmment,  ftw  by  Wb  haad 
That  da;  the  Tyrant  ftlL  [1B14. 


TO  A  mOHLASD  OIBL. 

(At  Imerstteyde,  upon  Loch  Lonumd-) 
BWEET  Highland  GIri,  a  vary  shower 
Of  beaoty  ii  thy  earthly  dowerl 
Twice  sevea  couenllnB  years  have  shed 
Tbeir  ntmoM  bonn^  on  thy  head 
Aad  Iheae  snty  rocks;  Hiat  boiuehold 

Those  trees,  a  vqll  Just  half  withdraws  i 
This  fiill  of  water  that  doth  make 
A  mnrmnr  near  the  silent  lake; 
This  little  bay;  aqnletroad 
That  holds  In  shelter  thy  Abode,  — 
In  trnlh  together  do  ye  seem 
Like  Bomelhing  hshlon'd  in  a  dream; 
Snch  Farms  as  tram  their  eovert  peeik 
When  earthly  caies  are  laid  asleep  I 
Bnt,  O  lUr  Creatnrel  in  the  light 
Of  common  day,  so  heavenly  bright, 
I  blesa  Thee,  Vlsloa  as  thon  art, 
I  bless  (hee  with  a  human  heart : 
GoU  shield  Ihee  to  thy  latest  years! 
Thee,  neither  know  I,  nor  thy  peers; 
And  yet  my  eyes  are  Ull'd  with  tears. 

With  earnest  feeling  I  shall  pray 
For  thee  when  I  am  Or  away : 

In  which  more  plainly  I  could  trace 
Benignity  and  home-bred  sense 
Sipeolng  in  perftict  Innocence. 
Here  ecaller'd,  like  a  random  seed, 
Bemoto  firom  men,  Tboa  dose  not  need 
Th*  embarrasa'd  look  of  ahy  dlstresa, 
littA  maidenly  sbamel^oodncss : 
Tboa  weBi'st  upon  thy  forehead  clear 
The  fteedom  of  a  Uonntalneer ; 
A  Ihce  with  gladn 


ijlsmiles,  by  hi 


nan  kindness  bred  I 
implete.thatewayB 
Thy  coorteeies,  abont  thee  plays; 
With  no  reatralat,  but  such  aa  sprlnsfl 
From  quick  and  esger  vlsllingl 


Of  Aotighta  that  ne  beynod  the  lewA 
Of  thy  ICw  words  of  English  bpcech ; 
A  bondasc  eweeCly  brook'd,  a  Bti-ifs 
That  gives  thy  gesturcB  grace  and  lift  I 
So  have  I,  not  unmoved  in  mind, 
8eeu  birds  of  tompoGt-toving  kind,— 
Thus  beating  up  against  the  wind. 

What  hand  but  would  a  E:trkuid  cull 
Far  thee  who  art  so  beauUfiU  ? 
0  happy  pleasure  I  here  to  dwell 
Beside  thee  In  some  haatby  dell ; 
Adopt  your  homely  ways,  and  dree** 
A  Shepherd,  thou  a  Shepberdesst 
But  I  could  Tntae  a  wish  ft>r  tlM« 
Uore  like  a  grave  reality ; 
Thou  art  to  me  but  as  a  wave 

the  wild  sea;  and  I  woald  liava 
Some  tlaim  upea  thee.  If  I  oonld, 
Though  bnt  of  common  nelgfaboiiriiaod. 
What  Joy  to  hear  thee,  and  to  seet 
Thy  elder  Brother  I  would  be. 
Thy  Father,  anything  to  thee  I 


Hath  led  me  to  this  lonely  place. 
Joy  have  I  bad ;  and  going  hence 
IT  away  my  recompense, 
iota  like  these  It  la  we  piUe 
One  Uemory,  Ael  that  sbe  hath  eyes ; 
Then,  why  should  I  be  loth  to  atirF 
I  ftiel  this  place  woa  made  for  her; 
To  give  new  pleaBuro  like  the  past, 
Cauclnucd  long  as  life  shall  last. 

ml  loth,  though  pleased  at  heart. 
Sweet  Highland  Girl  I  D-om  Ihoe  t«  part; 
For  I,  methinks,  till  I  grow  old, 

Ir  before  ma  ahall  behold. 
As  I  do  now,  the  cabin  small, 

iLkOilhcbay,  the  water&ll; 
And  Tbee,  the  Spirit  of  thorn  all  [•    [1H8. 


STEPPING  WESTWABD. 

While  my  FeUow-tnTellar  and  I  were 
-valklng  by  the  side  of  Loch  Ketterlue, 
ine  fine  evening  after  sunset,  in  our 
'oBd  to  a  Hut  vrliere,  in  the  ooarsa  of 
inr  Tour,  we  had  been  bosplCably  en- 
ertalneil  some  weeks  befbre,  we  met.  in 
me  of  the  loneliest  parts  of  that  solitary 


Che  sort  of  prophecy  with  wbhA 
these  verses  condudo  has.  through  God'e 
goodocBs,  becu  realised;  and  now,  ap. 
proachlng  my  73d  year,  I  have  a  most 

UfiU  oblecta  with  which  she  waa  soh 
rounded.  — AuMor'i  A'al«. 
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"What,  yna   art  itrpptag  mitteardt"  — 
—  TwoQld  be  a  midiih  destiny,      ["  Tea." 
If  «e,  who  Uioa  togetber  roam 
Id  a  Strang  Luid.  and  tti  frooi  bome. 
Were  In  this  place  the  gneaU  of  ChaoM : 
Tet  who  woaM  stnp,  or  tear  to  adyimce, 
ThoDgb  bome  or  shelter  bo  hod  none. 
ViOi  sncb  a  sty  to  lead  blm  on  7 

Tbe  dewy  snnnd  was  dark  and  cotd; 
Behind,  all  gloomy  to  behold; 
And  stepping  westward  scem'd  to  b« 
A  kind  of  heaveniy  destiny : 
I  liked  the  greoting;  'twaa  a  sonnd 
Of  Bomethlng  without  place  or  bound: 
Aud  Beem'd  to  give  me  ■pirllnal  rigtat 
To,  travel  tbrongb  tbat  regton  brl^iL 

The  voice  was  aoA.  and  she  who  apaka 
Was  walking  by  her  natlTalak*: 
The  salotaCion  bad  lo  me 
Tbe  very  aauod  of  comlesy : 
lIspowerwBSfbU;  and  while  my  eyo 
Was  llx'd  upon  tbe  glowliig  Sky, 
The  echo  of  the  Toice  eawrooght 
A  hmnau  sneetneBS  with  the  thought 
Of  tntTeUiog  throagta  thu  world  that  lay 
Befora  me  lii  my  endless  way. 


THE  BOUTAKT  BBAPBB. 
BbdOij>  her,  single  In  the  Oeld, 
Ton  Bolltsry  Highland  Lass  1 
Baaping  and  aiaging  by  herself; 
Slop  here,  or  gently  paasl 
Aloue  she  cuts  and  binds  tbe  grain. 
And  sings  a  melancboly  strain ; 
O,  Uaten  I  Ibr  tbe  lale  profbuud 
Is  overflowing  with  Uia  sonud. 

So  Nightingale  did  erer  chant 
Hore  welcome  notes  to  weary  bands 
Of  trayeUers  In  some  shady  baimt, 

Among  Arabian  sands ; 
ATolce  BO  thrilling  ne'er  was  lieard 
Ib BpringUmo  ttraa  the Cnckoo-blrd. 
BctaUng  tbe  silence  of  tho  seaa 
.AmoDS  the  &rlhest  Hebrides. 

Vni  no  one  teH  me  what  she  sii^r  — 
FaibWH  Iho  plaintire  onmbers  flow 

iaA  IiMttes  long  ago: 


Or  is  It  some  mora  hnmble  lay, 
ramlliar  oiatter  of  to-day  7 
Some  natural  sorrow,  loss,  or  pain, 
That  has  been,  and  may  be  again  I 

o'er  the  flieme,  tbe  Halden  aang 
As  if  her  song  eonld  have  no  ending] 
'  aaw  ber  riBglngr  at  ber  woA, 
Lnd  o'er  the  sickle  beading;  — 
ilsten'd,  motionless  an<l  still; 
knd,  as  I  mounted  np  the  hill, 
Tbe  mnslD  in  my  heart  I  bore, 
Iiong  after  It  was  heard  no  more. 


BOB  EOT-a  GEAVE, 


i  infleiantiy 


:he  IdstoiT  of  Bob  Boy  li 

I.acb  :^etler^,  in  one  of  those'smBll 
piufbld-liko  Bnrial-gTonndB,  of  neglect- 
ed and  desolate  appearance,  nhlcb  tha 
traveller  meets  wilh  In  the  Uigbland* 
Of  Scotland. 

ArAMonB  man  li  Bobla  Hood, 
The  English  balladJinger'a  Joy  I 
And  Scotland  has  a  thief  as  good. 
An  oatbiw  of  aa  daring  mood ; 
She  has  her  brave  ROB  Rot  I 
Then  dear  the  weeds  from  off  hia  Grave, 
And  let  us  chant  a  passing  stave, 
In  honour  of  that  Hero  brave  I 


ras  Bob  Boy  aa  uua  aa  brave ; 
Forgive  me  if  the  phrase  be  strong; — 
A  Poet  worthy  of  Bob  Boy 

Mnst  scorn  a  timid  song- 
Say,  then,  that  he  was  wise  ae  brave; 

wise  In  tboogblasboldlndeed: 

■  in  the  principles  of  things 

Sc  sought  hifl  moral  croed. 

Saidgenerons  Bob, "  What  need  of  books  T 
Bum  all  the  statulee  and  their  shelves : 
They  etlrna  up  against  onr  kind; 
.nd.woree,  again  Bt  ourselves. 
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And,  pDiileil,  blinded  tbns,  vre  loss 

DistlDctione  that  are  plain  aud  few : 

XheBCflnd  1  graven  (m  m;  beait: 

^Aaf  tells  me  wbat  to  do. 

The  crestnreB  see  of  flood  and  fleld. 
Ad<1  those  (hat  trnvel  on  the  wind  I 
With  them  no  eOilb  can  last;  they  llv« 
In  peace,  and  peace  of  mind. 

For  why  ?  —  because  the  good  old  mle 

Sufflceth  them,  tho  Bimple  plan,    [power, 

That  thejr  should  take  who  have  Uie 

And  thef  abenld  keep  who  can. 

A  lesson  that  Is  qnlckly  leBm'd, 
A  signal  Lhia  which  all  can  seet 
IhDs  nothing  here  provokes  the  strong 

To  wauton  cruelty- 
All  freakishaess  of  miadischeck'd; 
He  tamed,  who  fDOliahly  aspires ; 
While  lo  Ibe  measure  of  his  might 

Each  Ibshions  his  desires. 

All  kluds  and  creBlores  BCand  and  fUl 
By  strength  of  prowess  or  of  wit : 
Tls  God's  appointiDeot  who  must  sway. 
And  who  Is  to  submit. 

Since,  then,  the  rule  of  right  is  plain. 
And  longest  life  la  but  a  day ; 
lo  have  my  ends,  maintain  my  rights. 
I'll  take  the  BboTt«Bt  way." 

And  thus  among  IhoBe  rocks  he  lired. 
Through  summer  beat  and  winter  snow : 
The  Eagle,  be  was  lord  above. 
And  Bab  was  loid  below. 

So  waa  It— uwuM,  at  least,  have  been 
But  through  untowordness  of  fale ; 
For  Policy  was  then  too  strong,— 
He  came  an  age  too  late  1 

Or  shaU  ire  say  an  age  too  eoon? 

For,  were  (be  hold  Man  living  now. 

Bow  might  ho  flourisli  in  his  pride. 

With  buds  on  every  bough  1 


Bob  Boy  had  navor  lingefd  here, 
To  these  Ibw  meagre  Vales  conllned  ( 
But  tbonghC  how  wide  the  world,  the  Umea 
How  Ikirly  to  hia  mindl 

,ud  to  biB  Sword  he  would  have  aaid, 
Do  Thon  my  sovereign  will  enact 
From  land  lo  land  through  half  the  Earth  I 
Judge  thou  of  law  and  iactt 

Tls  flt  that  we  should  do  OUT  part, 

niog,  that  mankind  should  learn 
That  we  are  not  lo  be  Burpasa'd 
In  f&therly  concern. 

or  old  thiage  all  are  over  old, 
Of  good  things  none  are  good  enough  ^-' 
We'll  shew  that  we  can  help  to  Orame 
A  woi^d  of  other  BtnlT. 

I,  too,  vrill  have  my  kings  that  take 
ma  the  aigu  of  life  and  death : 
Kingdoms  (hall  shift  about,  like  clouds. 
Obedient  to  my  browth." 

And.  If  the  word  bad  been  Mllll'd, 
As  nu^At  have  been,  iheo,  thought  of  Joy  I 
France  would  have  hod  her  preeent  Boast, 
nd  we  oar  own  Boh  Boy  1 

y  not  so  I  compare  Ihem  notl 
lid  not  wrong  thee.  Champion  bnvel 
Would  wrung  thee  nowhere;  least  of  all 
Here  standing  by  thy  gnve. 

For   Thou,   altbongb  with  some  wild 

tbooghta. 
Wild Chleniln of  aaavagsClanl 
HadsC  thie  to  boast  of;  thou  dldat  love 

The  liAer^of  man. 

And,  had  it  been  thy  lot  to  live 
With  na  who  now  behold  the  ligfa^ 
Thon  wonlilet  have  nobly  ■tin'd  thjaolf, 
And  battled  for  tbe  SSgU. 

For  tboa  werl  still  (he  poor  moD'a  stay. 
The  poor  man's  heart,  the  poor  man's 

And  aUth'oppiesB'dwho  wanted  strength 
Bad  thine  at  their  oommand. 
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And,  tar  aai  near,  Chraugh  vale  uid  bill, 
Ars&ces  thnt  atMstUiesamG;  [eyea, 
Tbe   pTODd  besrt  daahiDg  ttaioogli  Uw 


THB  MATBOM  OF 

ANA  HBB  HUSBAKD. 

At  JeOborongh,  my  companion  anil  I  went 
into  prlvsW  lodglnKfl  for  tt  few  claya; 
and  uie  following  VcrseB  ncru  called 
forth  by  Die  cbararter  am)  domeBtiD  alt- 
nalionofou   ■'     " 

Aqe.  twine  Uiy  browa  with  freali  spring 

And  call  a  train  of  laughing  Haars ; 
And  bid  Cbem  dance,  and  bid  them  aing; 
And  tbon,  loo,  mingle  in  tbe  ring! 
Take  to  tliy  heart  a  new  dellghtl 
If  not,  make  mGny  In  despite. 
That  there  ia  One  who  acorns  Iby  power : 
Butdanc«l  for underJedburgh Tower 
A  Matron  dwells  who,  thongh  sha  bcara 
The  weight  of  mure  than  scrent]'  years. 
Uvea  in  the  light  of  yonUifnl  glee, 
And  she  will  dauoc  and  sing  with  Ibee. 

Nay,  start  not  at  that  Figure  there, 
Him  who  la  rooted  to  his  chair  t 
Look  at  him.  —  look  BKalD ;  for  be 
Halb  long  been  of  thy  fomlly. 


blegat 


He  aits,  and  with  a  Tacaot  eye ; 
A  Bight  to  nuke  a  atmnger  Bigbl 
Deaf,  drooping,  tbat  la  now  bla  door 
Hie  world  la  in  thia  aingle  room : 
la  tbU  a  place  Tar  mlTttafal  cbeei? 
Can  merry-making  enter  here? 
Tbe  JoyoDB  Woman  ia  the  Hate 


be  told  that, 

--Jthorimpl'- 

;n  Bob  Soy  and  I 


8    The  reader  may  ni 
throughout  thia  poem, 

Eleon.  — iicoti,  In  the  h 
b  Rail,  quotes  a  large  part  of  L. , 

with  the  following  remark:  "Bnpposlog 
Bob  Boy  to  have  argued  on  the  tendency 
sC  (be  Ilia  nhicb  be  pursued,  he  would 
doobtiesa  have  assumed  lo  himaelf  tbt 
obanusteroT a InBve man,  who,  depHve^ 
of  bla  Datoral  rl^ls  by  tbe  parttaUty  ol 
knra,  endeaTODred  to  assert  them  by  tht 
atrODKMnd  oT  natural  power;  aird  belt 
BoK  ibliellonBly  described  as  reasoning 
ttms,  iDttte  higb^ned  poetnr  of  my  glned 
Oigma  Wndawoitb." 


hat  fbrlom  estate  t 
He  breathes  a  ■ubtcirauoona  damp ; 
Bnttuightaa  Veapcr  ahlnes  her  lamp : 
~   '  jte  as  Jedburgh  Tower: 

Shejocundasltwaaof  yore, 

I  bravery  on ;  in  times 

tiro  with  merry  chimes. 
Upon  a  snn-brlght  mom  of  May, 
It  roused  the  Vale  to  holiday. 
I  praise  thee,  Matron,  and  thy  due 
praise,  heroic  praise,  and  truel 
With  admiration  I  behold 
Thy  gladness  UDBUbdned  and  bold: 
Tby  looks,  tby  geaturea,  all  present 
Tbe  picture  of  a  life  well  spent: 
Ttda  do  I  ace;  and  something  more; 
A  strength  uatbougbtof  hcretotbml 
Delighted  am  I  for  thy  sake; 
And  yet  a  higher  Joy  partake : 
Our  Human-Dature  tbrnwa  away 
Its  second  Iwiligbt,  and  looks  gay; 
A  land  o[  promise  and  of  pride 
Unfoldbig,  wide  aa  lUb  is  wide. 
Ah,  see  ber  helpless  Charge  1  euctosed 
rithln  bimaelT  as  seems,  composed; 
To  fear  Dt  loaa  and  hope  of  gain. 
The  atilfe  of  liappiueas  and  pain, 
Utteiiy  dSAd  I  yet  in  the  guise 
or  little  infhnts,  whan  their  eyes 
Begin  to  fbllow  to  and  tea 
The  persons  that  befbre  tbem  go, 
tracks  ber  motlooa,  qoick  or  slow. 
r  buoyant  spirit  can  prevail 
Where  common  cheerfolncss  would  Ihil; 
She  strikes  upon  hhn  with  the  heat 
or  July  bubs;  heltels  It  sweet; 
An  animal  delight  though  diml 
Tia  all  that  now  remains  fbr  bim. 

s  I  look'd.  I  wonder-d  more; 
And,  while  I  acann'd  them  o'er  and  o'er. 
Some  inward  trouble  inddenly 

1  from  the  Matron's  strong  black  eye, 
mnnt  of  uneasy  light, 
A  flash  of  something  OTer-brlgbtl 
Nor  long  this  mystery  did  detain 
My  thoughts  ■■  she  told  In  pcnstrc  stmln 
That  she  had  borne  a  heavy  yoke. 
Been  atrlcken  hy  a  twofold  stroke ; 
III  health  of  body;  and  had  phicd 
Beneath  worse  ailments  of  the  mind- 
Bo  be  It  1 —but  let  praise  ascend 
To  Him  who  is  our  Lord  and  Friend  I 
Who  lh>m  disease  and  eufliering 
Hath  call'd  for  thee  a  second  Spring; 
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Bep^d  thee  Ibr  that  ton  diatrau 

Bj  na  nutimelj  Joyoosneas ; 
Wbich  n»ke>  of  Uiine  a  bUsBflil  atet 
And  cheen  th/  melancholy  Motet 


A  SCOTTISH  LAKB. 

(Fhim  ••  Thu  Blind  BighUunt  Boy.") 
Beside  a  lake  tbelr  coUoks  stood, 
Kot  BmMl  like  onrs,  a,  pemxlal  Dood; 
Batoaeor  mighty  Hizo,  oad  atctuige; 
That,  rough  or  Biuooth.  1«  nillof  clunga 

Aod  KirriDB  in  Ua  bod. 
For  to  this  lake,  by  night  »iid  day, 
The  great  8«»-walor  flndB  its  may 
Tbroagh  long,  long  wlndingB  in  t]i«  bllli 
And  drinka  up  all  tbo  pretty  [ilia 

And  livers  largo  and  ettong : 
IhenhnrTlea  back  the  road  it  cama. — 
Betams,  on  errand  atill  the  same: 
This  did  It  when  the  Earth  waa  new ; 
And  thia  toi  evermore  will  do 

Aa  long  aa  Earth  ahall  last. 
And,  with  the  coming  of  the  tide. 
Come  boats  and  sblpa  that  safely  ride 
Between  the  woods  and  lorty  rocka; 
And  to  the  ahepherds  with  theii  flocks 

Bring  tales  of  distant  lands. 


TAEHOW  UNTISITED. 

(See  the  varioofl  Poems  the  scene  of  which 

is  laid  upon  the  banka  of  the  Tarrow : 

In  partiiiular,  the  exquisite  BaU''  ~' 

Hamilton  beginning 


'  FBOMStlrllogcastlewehadseou 
The  mazr  forth  anravell'd ; 
Had  trod  the  banks  ef  Clyde,  and  Tay, 
And  with  the  Tweed  had  traveli'dl 
And  when  we  came  te  Cloienford, 
Then  said  ray  "winsome  Marrow,"' 
"  Whate'cr  betide,  we'll  turn  aside. 
And  sec  the  Siaea  of  Yairow." 
"  Let  Tarrow  folfc^ae  Selkirk  town. 
Who  bare  been  buying,  selling, 
Uo  hack  to  Yarrow,  tis  Uieir  own; 
Each  maiden  to  her  dwelling  I 


On  Yarrow's  banka  let  herons  fbed. 
uch,  and  rabbilfl  burrow  I 
ill  dowDwant  with  the  Tweed, 
Nor  turn  aside  to  Yarrow. 
there's  CMltt  Water,  Leader  Haughs, 
Both  lying  right  b^bre  bb  ;  [Tweed 

And    Dryburgh,    whero    with   chlmlus 
The  liutwbites '  sing  in  chorus ; 
There's  pleasant  Tlviotdale,  a  land 
Made  blithe  with  plouift  ami  harrow  i 
Why  throw  away  a  necdrul  day 
To  go  in  aeoich  of  Yarrow  ? 
What's  Yarrow  but  a  rlrer  bare. 
That  glides  the  dark  hills  under? 
Theie  Bi«  a  Uiousond  such  elaewhera 
Aa  worthy  of  your  wonder." —       [sci:ffn; 
Strange  words  they  seem'd  of  alight  and 
My  Troe-loie  sigh'd  Cor  sori-aw ; 
And  look'd  me  ia  the  lOcc,  to  think 
thoB  could  speak  of  Yarrow  1 

O,  green,"  Bald  I, "  axe  Yarrow's  holms, 
ind  Bweet  is  Yarrow  llowingi 
'air  banga  the  apple  J¥ao  the  rock,* 
But  we  will  leare  It  growing. 
O'er  hilly  path  and  open  Strath, ' 
Well  wander  Scotland  thorough : 

though  eo  near,  wo  will  not  turn 
Jnto  the  dale  of  Yarrow. 

Let  beeves  and  home-bred  kiue  partaka 
~  isorBnrn-mlUmeadow; 

on  bUU  Saint  Hary<a  Lake 
Float  double,  swan  and  shadow!' 

We  will  not  see  them;  will  not  go. 
ToJay,  nor  yet  to-morrow; 
Enough  If  in  I       ~ 


no  IB,  Scottice,  plauant 
nlneomc  Mairow"  In 


Thor. 


isYor 


B    Linnciile  Is  the  same  a«  linnet. 
a   Alluding  to  a  part  of  the  ballad: 
Sweet  smells  the  birfc,  green  growa  the 

Yellow  on  Tiutow'b  bank  the  gowan; 
Fair  hangs  the  apple  ft'ao  the  rock, 
Sweet  the  ware  of  Yarrow  flownn." 
I   siTath  1b  a  Hat  piece  of  arable  land 

lying  outhOBiilo  or  aides  oCacapilalrlver. 
1  Scott,  In  his  uutos  on  Marmioa,  has 
the  followlDg  account  of    "  lone  Saint 


leuted  by  Sights  of  wiki  e 
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HISOELLANBOnS   FOEHS. 


Be  Tarrow  stream  nuseen.  nDknown  I 
It  must,  or  we  ehall  rqs  it  .- 
Wb  hsTe  B  visioQ  oC  oor  ownj 
Ahl  vrhf  Bhouldn-eDadoit? 
Tbi  treosared  dTcams  of  times  long  put, 
We'll  Seep  them,  winsoine  Marrowl 
Tor  when  we're  Cfaere,  althoasb  tis  fUr, 
Twill  be  another  Yarrow  1 

IT  Can  witb  freezing  years  shonia  come. 

And  wanaering  Beem  but  tolly ; 

Should  we  be  lotb  to  stir  Oom  borne. 

And  yet  be  mctiuiclioly; 

Sboidd  life  be  dull,  and  spirits  low. 

Twill  Hootbe  ns  In  odt  Borrow, 

Ibax  Earth  has  eomethiDg  yet  to  show, 

lbs  bonny  balms  >  or  Yarrow  t "       [1803. 


YABEOW  VISITED. 

8EFTEKBER,  ISll. 

Am  is  Hiis  Yarrow?  —  Thie  the  Stream 

Ofwhioh  my  fency  chcrlsh'd. 

So  aatbriilly,  a  waUng  dream? 

An  image  that  tistti  peri eb'ill 

O  that  Bume  Minstrel's  harp  were  near. 

To  utter  notes  of  gladness, 

And  chase  this  silence  lK>m  the  air. 

That  ails  my  heart  with  ssdneBs  I 

Yel  why  ?  —  »  "i''**)' <^'"™''"'''*' 

Witb  nnoontroll'd  meandoriugs ; 

Nor  have  these  eyes  by  greener  hills 

Been  aoothed,  in  all  my  wanderings. 

And,  thro'  ber  depths,  S^nt  Uaqr'B  I.ake 

Is  Tisibly  delighted  i 

For  not  a  feature  of  those  bills 

Is  in  the  mirror  slighted. 

A  blue  sky  bends  o'er  Yarrow  vale, 


Id  dawn  of  promise,  that  eiolades 
All  proatless  dcjecUon ; 
Vhough  not  unwilling  here  to  admit 


On  which  the  herd  U  feeding  1 
And  haply  trom  this  crystal  pool. 
Now  peacofhl  as  tbe  morning, 
The  Water.wrnlth  ■  asceodod  thrice, 
And  gave  his  daioful  wamlug. 

Delicloas  is  the  L4iy  that  Mnga 
The  haunts  of  happy  Lorers, 

nth  that  IcadH  them  to  the  grove, 
The  leaCr  grove  that  covers : 
And  Fity  sancHaes  tbs  Verso 
That  paints,  by  strength  of  sorrow, 
Th'  nnconqnerable  strength  of  love ; 
Bear  witness,  meful  Yanowl 

Bat  Ihon,  that  didst  appear  ao  &ir 

To  fbnd  imaglaation, 

■iral  in  the  light  of  day 

Msck  lorelineas  is  round  thee  aproad. 

nesB  still  and  holy ; 
The  grace  of  fbrest  charmadeoay'd. 
And  pastoral  melancholy.* 

That  r^ion  leR,  the  vale  unfblda 

Elch  groves  o(  lofty  stature, 
With  Yarrow  winding  through  the  pomp 
W  cnitivated  nature ; 
And,  rising  from  Ihose  lofly  grOTes, 
Behold  a  Rnln  hoary) 
TTie  Bhatter'd  ftont  of  Hewatk's  Towers, 
iim'd  In  Border  story. 

Fair   scenes    for   childhood's   opening 
For  sportivB  youOi  to  stray  in;      [bloom j 
For  manhood  to  enjoy  his  strength ; 
age  to  wear  away  In  I 

Toncottjage  seems  a  bower  of  bliss, 
'  —irero  Ibr  protection 


3  ffdm  is  fflmAw,  or  a  low,  flat  tract 
Of  rich  land  on  the  banks  of  a  river, 

1  Tarrowhaslongbeen  an  eminently 
CtaSBic  stream, —made  BO  by  the  tales  and 
baDads which  there  have  ''a  local 


Sir  Waller  Scott  telleofonB,nlady,named 
Mary  ScuCt:  "Shewaa  married  to  Walter 
9cott  of  Hamden,  no  leas  ronowneil  for 
his  depredations,  than  his  bride  for  ' 


It  Wraitli  is  a  apoctral  apparition  of  a 
lining  person.  Seeing  such  an  apparitiou 
of  one's  self  appears  tfl  have  Deen  re- 
garded as  a  fttal  omen. 


Uoned  rarnni  Vitiled,  with  that  Bti 
'But  thou,  that  didst  appear  so  l^r'; 
:  which  I  think  no  lovelier  stanza  ea 
I  fOnnd  in  the  wide  world  of  poetry." 
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WORDSWORTH. 


How  Bwoet,  on  thU  sntamnal  da;, 
Tlie  wild.woml  llTitts  W  gatlier, 
And  on  my  Trne-lorc's  nirehead|pl£Dt 
A  creel  of  blooming  heather  t 
And  wbat  Ifl  enwreathHl  mj 


•"r 


Tom 


I  see,  — bDt  not  by  sight  alone, 
l/oved  Tarrow.  have  I  von  thee; 

Her  Bunehine  plays  upon  thee  T 
Thy  ever-youthf 111  watera  keep 
A  courae  of  lively  pleasure ; 
And  gladsome  notes  niy  lipa  can  In 
Aixurdant  to  the  meaaure. 


Sad  thonght,  whic^h  1  would  banish, 
But  that  I  knov,  where'er  I  go, 
Thy  gennine  ImBBB,  Yarrow! 
Will  dwell  wllh  me,  —to  heighten  Joy, 
And  cheer  my  mind  in  sorrow.' 


TAEHOW  BETISITED. 

[The  following  Stanzas  a 

of  aday  pn««ed  with  StrWaltei  .  .  . 
and  other  Friends  lisiCins  the  banks  of 
the  Yarrow  under  hia  gnidnnce,  Inune- 
diately  bofbre  his  dGpurCnre  &omAb. 
botalbrd,  for  Naples.J 

Thb  gallant  Youth,  who  may  have  gain'd, 
Or  seeks,  a  "  winsome  Marrow," 
Was  but  an  Inbnt  in  the  lap 
When  first  I  look'd  on  Yarrow. 
Once  more,  by  Newark's  Castle^gate 
Long  left  without  a  warder, 
I  stood,  look'd,  liatcn'd,  and  with  Thee, 
Great  Minstrel  of  tho  Borderl 


OrsTe  thanghts  ruled  wide  on  thatewco* 
TbeiTdlgnityinstalllng  [day. 

In  gientle  boaoms.  while  sere  lenvea 
Were  on  the  boagh,  or  &lling; 
Batbreezesplay'd,  and  sunshine  glesjQ'ilp 
The  fbrest  to  embolden ; 
Beddeo'd  the  flery  hues,  and  shot 
Transparence  tbroagh  the  golden. 

For  busy  thoughts  the  Stream  flow'd  (Mt 

In  foamy  agitation ; 

And  slept  in  many  a  crystal  pool 

For  quiet  contemplation ; 

No  public  and  no  private  care 

The  ft'eebom  mind  enthralling. 

We  made  a  day  of  happy  hours, 

Onr  happy  days  recalling. 

Brisk  Youth  appear'd,  the  Mom  of  yoath, 

With  freaks  of  graceful  folly ; 

Life's  temperate  Noon,  her  sober  Eve, 

Her  KIght  not  melancholy ; 

Past,  present,  future,  all  appear'd. 

In  harmony  united. 

Like  guests  that  meet,  and  someflvmOri 

By  cordial  loye  Inyited. 

And  If.  as  Yarrow,  tbroogh  the  woods 
And  down  the  meadow  ranging, 

nect  oa  with  unalCer'd  {ace. 
Though  wc  were  changed  and  chauglng; 

"  sa,  aome  natnral  ehadowa  spread 
Our  Inward  prospect  over, 

ftonl's  deep  Tslley  iraa  not  slow 
Its  brightness  to  recover. 
Eternal  blessings  on  the  Muse, 

ler  divine  employment] 
The  blameless  Muse,  who  trains  her  Sobb 
For  hope  and  calm  enjoyment; 
Albeit  sickness,  lingering  yet, 

I'er  thedr  piUow  broodeil; 
And  Care  waylays  their  steps, — a  Sprits 
Not  easily  eluded. 

For  thee,  O  SCorn  compell'd  to  change 
Green  Eildon.hil!  and  Cheviot 
For  waiTi)  Vosuvio's  rlne.clnd  elopca; 
And  leovB  thy  Tweed  and  Tiviot* 


_Btol  the  partj  . . 

so  mnch  delight  in  recalling  Uie  lime 
when,  travelling  logclherin  Scotland,  we 
decli  not  going  In  search  of  this  oelebrated 
Uresm,  not  altogether,  I  will  frankly  con. 
ftss,  fbr  the  reasons  assigned  in  the  puen: 
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Tar  mild  Sonmia'i  brMir  m 
Hay  clSBsic  FBQcr,  liDkiag 
Wltb  DaUve  Fancf  ber  nreah  i 
re  tby  beatt  ftom  ilnU 


O,  wUle  they  miDiBter  to  thee. 
Each  vying  with  the  other, 
Ksr  Health  reCnrn  to  mellow  Age, 
With  Strength,  her  TCatnninB  liroUieT 
And  Tfber,  and  each  brook  and  rill 
Benowo'd  in  song  and  story, 
With  DDlmagined  beantr  ablae. 
Sor  lose  ooe  ny  of  glory  t 

For  Thou  apon  a  hondred  itreBiiu, 

Bf  tales  of  lore  and  Borrow, 

or  (Uthnil  love,  nndumtod  tmth. 

Hast  Bhed  the  power  of  Tarrow  ; 

And  Btreams  nnknown,  hills  yet  niuaau, 

Whererer  tliey  inFile  Thee, 

At  parent  Nature's  gratefol  caU, 

With  gladnesB  miut  requite  Thea. 

A  gnidotiB  welcome  shall  be  tUim, 
Sncli  looks  of  lore  aod  honour 
As  thy  own  Tbttow  gave  to  me 
When  flrst  I  gazed  upon  her; 
Babeld  what  I  bad  feai*d  to  see, 
ITDwIIItDg  to  Bnrrender 
Dreams  treasared  np  fiom  early  days. 
The  holy  and  the  tender. 

And  what,  for  this  frail  world,  ware  all 

That  mortals  do  or  satfOr, 

Did  no  responslTe  harp,  no  pen, 

Memorial  tribute  ofFcr  7 

Tea,  what  wero  mighty  Katare's  self? 

Her  featmeii,  conld  they  win  ne, 

Unbelp'd  by  the  poetic  voice 

That  honriy  speaks  witliin  as? 

KoT  deem  that  localised  Bomance 
Plays  ihlae  with  oar  aOiectianB ; 
Unsanctiaes  onr  tears,  —made  sport 
For  OuicUhl  dejections : 
Ah,  nol  the  vieioUB  of  the  past 
SaslaiD  the  heart  in  teeling 
Ufeassheis,— ouTchangeflil  LUis, 
With  friends  and  kindred  dealing. 

Bear  witness,  Te,  whose  thoughts  that 

In  Yarrow's  groTOs  w«Te  eanttod; 


Hinnigh  the  silent  portal  ardi 
DoUerlng  Newark  entced; 

And  elomb  the  windlDg  stair  tikatonoa 

Too  Umldly  was  mounted 

By  the  "  last  UlnSRel,"  (not  the  last!)  • 
le  hia  Tale  recosnted. 

now  on  fcr«»er,  Tarrow  StreamI 

Falfll  thy  pensive  dnty, 

Well  pleased  that  future  Bards  should 

For  simple  hearts  thy  beauty; 

To  dream-light  dear  while  yet  aosoen. 

And  dearer  still,  aa  now  I  t^el. 

emery's  shadowy  moonshine  I" 


(orld's  Darling.^' 

ID  In  the  Autumn  Dfl83l,  my  daughter 
mdlset  off  from  Bydal  to  visit  Sir^Vnl- 
er  Scott  before  hts  departnro  Tor  Italy. 
Ve  reached  Abbotsfbrd  on  Monday.  How 
sadly  changed  did  I  find  bim  from  the 

r  had  seen  so  bcaUhv,g;iinn'i  h™i»- 

few  yean  befbrc  I  'The  i 


.  I-octhart,  Mr.  L _, 

"  .  Iiai[lhiw,ayeryo1dIHcn5  of  Sirl 


<lag  those  his  laronrito 


,    NotwithBtnndIng  thcro. 


wish  with  other  poems.    On  owr  return 
In  the  aftemoon,  we  hsd  to  crosB  the 
Tweed  directly  opposite  Abbiitsfbrd.    A 
_,_.. .....  __  J  "-■[_  or  rather  a  purple  than 

iS  spread  over  Ihe  Eildon 
„jment;   anil,  thinking  it 

Brobable  that  it  mie:ht  be  the  lust  time 
Ir  Waller  would  cross  the  stream,  1  was 
not  a  little  moved,  and  expressed  same  of 
my  feelings  in  the  sonnet  beginning,  "A 
J ... ^t  of  clouds,  or  woepln^  rain." 


trouble.  n( 
and  amiable 


land,  were  ho^ 


aciinaiiitcil  with  this  sreat 
■~a  in  the  year  I§n3,  when 

1,  making  a  tour  in  Scot. 

iitobly  received  by  him  In 

1  the  banks  of  the  Esk. 

I   then    living.— 4  ulAor** 
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A  TEOUBLB,  not  of  clonds  or  weeping  rain, 

Nor  of  the  setting  Sun'spathetic  li^t 

EDgender'd,  hangs  o'er  iftldon'a  triple  height : 

Spiiite  of  Power,  assembied  there,  complain 

ior  kindred  Power  departing  from  their  sight ; 

While  Tweed,  best  pleased  in  chanting  a  bhthe  strain. 

Saddens  his  voice  again,  and  yet  again. 

Lift  up  yonr  hearts,  ye  Mourners  I  for  the  might 

Of  the  whole  world's  good  wishes  with  him  goes ; 

Blessings  and  prayers,  in  nobler  retinue 

Than  sceptred  king  or  lanrell'd  conqueror  knows, 

Follow  this  wondrous  Potentate.    Be  true. 

Ye  winds  of  ocean,  and  the  midland  sea, 

Wafting  your  Charge  to  soft  Parthenope  I 


-KILOHUEN  OASTLE,  UPON  LOCH  AWE. 


From  tbo  top  of  the  hlQ  a  most  ImprsBelve  eceo 

Castle  on  on  IbIsqiI  (tor  an  IslanS  the  flood  hi , 

shore,  barked  bf  a  Coto  of  the  MDUDtaln  Cruaeban,  down  which  a 


.    TheCaetls  occupied  cveiy  foot  of  the  laland  that  wu  Visible  to  DS,  B| 

pearirgtorir- — -'*■■ "—      — ' '— " — —  "^ .-^  ^-^  — -... 

In  tbn  mount 

noi  the  walla  broken  don 

Child  of  loud-throated  War  I  the  mountain  Stream 

Hoars  in  thy  hearing ;  but  thy  hour  of  rest 

Is  come,  and  thou  art  silent  in  thy  age ; 

SaT6  when  the  wind  sweeps  by,  and  sounds  are  oanght 

Ambiguous,  neither  wholly  thine  nor  theirs. 

0,  there  is  life  that  breathes  not!    Powers  there  are 

That  touch  each  other  to  the  quick  in  modes 

Which  the  gross  world  no  sense  hath  to  perceive. 

No  soal  to  dream  of.    What  art  Thou,  from  care 

Cast  off,  — abandon'd  by  thy  rugged  Sire, 

Nor  by  soft  Peace  adopted ;  though,  in  place 

And  in  dimension,  Buch  that  thou  mightst  seem 

Bat  a  mere  footstool  to  you  sovereign  Lord, 

Huge  Cruachan,  (a  thine  that  meaner  hills 

Mi^t  crush,  nor  know  that  it  had  snffer'd  harm ;) 

Tet  he,  not  loth,  in  favour  of  thy  claims 

To  reverence,  suspends  his  own ;  submitting 

All  that  the  God  of  Natnre  hath  conferr'd. 

All  that  he  holds  in  common  with  the  staiB, 
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To  tbe  memorial  majesty  of  Time 
Impcrsooatcd  in  thy  calm  decay  I 

Take,  then,  thy  seat,  Vicegerent  unreprorcdl 
Kow,  while  a  farewell  gleam  of  evening  light 
Is  fondly  lingering  on  thy  shatter'd  front, 
Do  thou,  in  turn,  be  paramount ;  and  rule 
Over  the  pomp  and  beauty  of  a  scene 
Whose  mountains,  torrents,  lake,  and  woods,  unit« 
To  pay  thee  homage ;  and  with  these  are  join'd, 
In  willing  admiration  and  respect, 
Two  Hearts,  which  in  thy  presence  might  bo  call'd 
Youthful  OS  Spring.  — Sbade  of  departed  Power* 
Skeleton  of  unflesh'd  humanity. 
The  chronicle  were  welcome  that  should  call 
Into  the  compass  of  distinct  regard 
The  toils  and  struggles  of  thy  infant  years  I 
Yon  foaming  flood  seems  motionless  aa  ice; 
Its  dizzy  turbulence  eludes  the  eye. 
Frozen  by  distance :  so,  majestic  File, 
To  the  perception  of  this  Age,  appear 
Thy  fierce  beginnings,  soften'd  and  subdued 
And  quieted  in  character, — the  strife, 
The  pride,  the  fary  uncontrollable, 
Lost  on  th'  aerial  heighta  of  the  Crusadea'  [1803. 


YEW-TKEES. 


Thbrb  is  a  Yew-tree,  pride  of  Lorton  Vale, 

Which  to  this  day  stands  single,  in  the  midst 

Of  its  own  darkness,  as  it  stood  of  yore: 

Not  loth  to  fnrnish  weapons  for  the  bands 

Of  Umfraville  or  Percy  ere  they  march'd 

To  Scotland's  heaths  ;  or.those  that  cross'd  the  sea, 

And  drew  their  sounding  bowe  at  Azincour, 

Perhaps  at  earlier  Crecy,  or  Poictiera. 

Of  vast  circumference  and  gloom  profound 

This  solitary  Tree!  a  living  thing 

Produced  too  slowly  ever  to  decay ; 

Of  form  and  aspect  too  maguiSccnt 

To  be  destroy'd.     But  worthier  still  of  note 

Are  those  fraternal  Four  of  Borrowdale, 

Join'd  in  one  solemn  and  capacious  grove  ; 

I  There  ii  a  tndition  that  the  Castlo  wse  built  by  ■  Larl;  during  the  aliK 
ber  haBbuid  in  FoleMlite.— This  picui  ia,  to  mc,  one  ot  the  author's  granile 
plays  or  bugioatirepoweri  hucUrinroriorindeeatottaatwhicli  foUowa,  uiiii 


i.i(KH^ie 
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Ha^e  tmuks!  and  cauh  particnlor  tmnb  ti  growth 

01  inter twieted  flbrea  seipentiue 

trp-coilmg,  and  inyeferately  convolved  ; 

Nor  uny'orm'd  with  Phantaay,  and  looks 

Tbnt  threaten  the  profane;  —  a  pillar'd  shade. 

Upon  whose  graasless  floor  of  red-brown  hue 

By  aheddings  from  the  pining  nmbragc  tinged 

Perennially,  —  beneath  whose  sable  roof 

Of  boughs,  as  if  for  festal  purpose,  deck'd 

With  unrejoicing  berrieg,  — ghostly  Shapes 

May  meet  at  noontide ;  Fear  and  trembling  Hope, 

Silence  and  Foresight;'  Death  the  Skeleton 

And  Time  the  Shadow;  —  there  to  celebrate, 

As  in  a  natural  temple  ecatter'd  o'er 

With  altars  undisturb'd  of  mossy  stone, 

TTnited  worship  ;  or  in  mute  repose 

To  lie,  and  listen  to  the  mountain  flood 

Murmuring  from  Glaramara's  inmost  caves.*  [1803. 


Lett  npon  a  SeU  In  a 
late  part  or  the  aboi 

Nat,  Traveller,  rest.    This  lonely  Yew-tree  stands 
Far  from  all  human  dwelling :  what  if  hero 
No  sparkling  rivulet  spread  the  .verdant  herb  ? 
What  if  the  Iteo  love  not  these  barren  boughs? 
Yet,  if  the  wind  breathe  soft,  the  curling  waves 
That  break  against  the  shore  shall  lull  thy  mind 
By  one  soft  impulse  saved  from  vacancy. 

Who  he  was 
That  piled  these  stones  and  with  the  mossy  sod 
First  cover'd,  and  here  taught  this  ag6d  Tree 
With  its  dark  aims  to  form  a  circling  bower, 
I  well  remember.     He  was  one  who  own'd 
No  common  sonl.    In  youth  by  science  nursed. 
And  led  by  Nature  into  a  wild  scene 
Of  lofty  hopes,  he  to  the  world  went  forth 
A  favonr'd  Being,  knowing  no  desire 

S  Thia  Baperb  little  piece  ia  qiiatei)  by  Coleriilge,  ae  ilHnrinR  that,  in  jmOKinntiTe 
poireTi  WordBvoith  "  Btauds  neanjst  of  allmwlcrn  wrilui-s  to  8tiBkospisira  nnil  Hil- 
ton." Lamb.  alBO,  In  one  (ir  Ills  letters,  apcuka  or  "the  Tour  Yew- trvce,  ami  the  mys. 
teriaoiicoinpBny  a86cml)li-[1  there,  — 'Doath  the  SkolRtnit.  ami  Time  tho  Slisilonr '^•'. 
ami  Talfniinl,  In  a  note  on  the  paasago,  rcltrs  to  '■  the  iMicm  on  the  four  grent  jeir- 
treeii  olBorrowdsle,  irhlch  the  iioet  has,  liy  the  most  potent  manic  nflho  ImiigtnatloH, 
conTerted  into  a  temple  Tor  the  gboatly  forma  nf  Death  nml  Tfine  <  to  meet  at  noiKi- 
llde,'— apaasaseSDieljrnotsarpaaBeaiiiaiiy  English  poetry  since  tbs  Oaja  of  lUI- 
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Which  genius  did  uot  ballow ;  'gainst  the  taint 
Of  dira^ute  tonguee,  and  jealousy  and  huto 
And  scorn,  —  against  all  enemies  prepared, 
AU  but  neglect.     The  world,  for  eo  it  thought, 
Owed  him  no  serriee ;  wherefore  he  at  ooco 
"With  indignation  tnm'd  himself  uway, 
And  with  the  food  of  pride  austain'd  liis  soul 
In  solitude. —  Stranger,  these  gloomy  boughs 
Had  charms  for  him  ;  and  hero  ho  loved  to  sit, 
His  only  visitants  a  strticfgling  sheep, 
The  stone-chat,  or  the  glaiieing  sand-piper  ; 
And  on  those  barren  rocks,  with  fern  and  heath 
And  jumper  and  thistle  sprinkled  o'er, 
Fixing  his  downcast  eye,  no  many  an  honr 
A  morbid  pleasure  nourisb'd,  tracing  liere 
An  emblem  of  his  own  unfruitful  life : 
And,  lifting  up  his  head,  he  then  would  gaze 
On  the  more  distant  scene,  —  how  lovely  'tis 
Thou  seest, — and  he  would  gaze  till  it  became 
Far  lovelier,  and  his  heart  could  not  sustain 
The  beauty,  still  more  beautcoas.    Nor,  that  time 
When  Nature  had  subdued  him  to  herself. 
Would  he  forget  those  Beings  to  whose  minds 
Warm  from  the  labours  of  benevolence 
The  world  and  human  life  appear'd  a  scene 
Of  kindred  loveliness :  then  he  would  sigh. 
Inly  disturb'd,  to  think  that  others'  felt 
What  he  must  never  feel:  and  so,  lost  Man, 
On  visionary  views  wonld  fancy  feed. 
Till  his  eye  atream'd  witli  tears.     In  this  deep  vale 
He  died,  —  this  seat  his  only  monument. 

If  Thou  be  one  whose  heart  the  holy  forms 
Of  yonng  imagination  have  kept  pure. 
Stranger,  henceforth  be  warn'a  ;  and  know  that  pride^ 
Howe  er  disguised  in  its  own  majesty. 
Is  littleness;  that  he  who  feels  contempt 
For  any  living  thing  hath  faculties 
Which  he  has  never  nsed ;  that  thought  with  him 
Is  in  its  infancy.    The  man  whoso  eye 
Is  ever  on  himself  doth  look  on  one. 
The  least  of  Nature's  works,  one  who  niiglit  move 
The  wise  man  to  that  scorn  which  ylsdom  holds 
Unlawful,  ever.    0,  be  wiser,  Thou! 
Inetmcted  that  true  knowledge  loads  to  love; 
Tttie  dignity  abides  with  him  alone 
Who,  in  the  silent  hour  of  inward  thought, 

r.ni-iMvGoOglc 


I  WOBDBWOKtH. 

Can  still  suspect,  and  still  revere  himself. 

In  lovlincss  o(  heart'  [1795. 


DEDICATION  OP  THE  WHITE  DOB. 

Ik  trellis'd  shed  with  clustering  roses  gay, 
And,  MartI  oft  beside  our  blazing  fire, 
When  years  of  wedded  life  were  as  a  day 

Whose  current  answers  to  the  heart's  desire,  , 

Did  we  together  read  in  Spenser's  Lay 

How  Una,  sad  of  BonI,  in  sad  attire. 

The  gentle  Una,  of  celestial  birth. 

To  seek  her  Knight  went  wandering  o'er  the  Earth. 

Ah,  then,  Belov^dl  pleasing  was  the  smart. 
And  the  tear  precious  in  compassion  slied 
For  Her  who,  pierced  by  sorrow's  thrilling  dart, 
Did  meekly  bear  the  pang  unmerited; 
M.eek  as  that  emblem  of  her  lowly  heart, 
The  milk-white  Lamb  which  in  a  line  she  led; 
And  faithful,  lojal  in  her  innocence. 
Like  the  brave  Lion  slain  in  her  defence. 

Notes  could  we  hear  as  of  a  faery  shell 
Attuned  to  words  with  sacred  wisdom  fraught; 
Free  Fancy  prized  each  specioiis  miracle, 
And  all  its  finer  inspiration  caught ; 
Till  in  the  bosom  of  our  rustic  Cell, 
We  by  a  lamentable  change  were  taught 
That  "bliss  with  mortal  Man  may  not  abide:" 
How  nearly  goy  and  sorrow  are  allied!* 
For  us  the  stream  of  6ction  ceased  to  flow. 
For  us  the  voice  of  melody  was  mute. 
But,  as  soft  gales  dissolve  the  dreary  snow, 
And  give  the  timid  herbage  leave  to  shoot. 
Heaven's  breathing  influence  fail'd  not  to  bestow 

I    Composed  In  part  at  school  at  Hawkshcad.   The  spot  was  mv  bvoDiite  walk  !■ 

tho  oTcningB  (luriDg  the  latter  part  iif  mj  BcJiuol-time.  The  tncli vlilual,  whose  habitt 
au<l  ubariicMr  are  here  siven,  was  a  Rontleman  of  the  nei^boarfaood,  a  mao  of  tal< 
ent  ami  learning,  who  had  been  educaJeil  at  one  of  out  Univoraltles,  and  reiii«ned  (o 

Saes  his  Cimo  in  seclusion  on  his  own  ostatc.  He  died  a  bachelor  in  middle  age.  In. 
need  by  the  hesuly  or  tbe  prospect,  he  ballt  a  small  saiBiucr-houM  on  Ihe  rocka 
abOTS  the  peninsula  on  which  the  ttsrry-hoDBe  Btaada.  So  much  used  I  to  be  de- 
lighteil  with  the  view  ftH>in  It,  while  a  little  bo;,  that,  some  years  before  the  llrst 
pleaBnro-houAe  wua  built.  I  led  thither  timm  Hawksheod  a  youngster  about  my  owa 
ago.  an  Irish  hoj'.  who  was  a  servant  to  an  itinerant  conjurer.  Uy  motire  was  to 
witneaa  the  pleasure  I  expected  the  boy  would  receive  from  the  pmBpsct  at  the 
islauils  below,  and  the  iDlermlngling  water.  1  was  not  disappolDted.—  A  uiAor'i  Blolct, 
4  AiludiaK  to  the  death  of  the  poet's  two  children,  Thomas  and  Calhailne,  ia  IBIS. 
See  page  68,  note  1. 
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A  timely  promiBe  of  nnlook'd-for  fruit, 
Pair  fruit  of  pleasure  and  serene  content 
From  blossoms  wild  of  fancies  innocent, 

ItBOotbed  us — it  beguiled  us  —  then,  to  hear 
Once  more  of  troubles  wrought  bj  magic  epell ; 
And  griefs  wbose  aery  motion  comes  not  near 
The  pao^  that  tempt  the  Spirit  to  rebel : 
Then,  with  mild  Una  in  her  sober  cheer, 
High  over  hill  and  low  adown  the  dell 
Again  we  wander'd,  willing  to  partake 
AD  that  she  suffer'd  for  her  dear  I^ord's  sake. 

Then,  too,  this  Song  of  mine  once  more  could  nleaso. 

Where  anguisb,  strange  as  dreams  of  restless  sleep, 

Is  temper'd  and  allartl  by  sympathies 

Aloft  ascending,  and  descending  deep, 

Even  to  th'  inferior  Kinds ;  whom  foreat-trees 

Protect  from  beating  sunbeams,  and  the  sweep 

Of  the  sharp  winds;  —  fair  Creatures  1  to  whom  Heaven 

A  calm  and  sinlcaa  life,  with  love,  hath  given. 

This  tn^c  Story  cheer'a  as ;  for  it  speaks 
Of  female  patience  winning  firm  repose ; 
And,  of  the  recompense  that  conscience  seeks, 
A  bright,  enconraging  example  shows ; 
Needful  when  o'er  wide  realms  the  tempeat  breaks, 
Needful  amid  life's  ordinary  woes ;  — 
Hence,  not  for  them  unfitted  who  would  bless 
A  happy  hour  with  holier  happiness. 

He  serves  the  Muses  erringly  and  ill. 

Whose  aim  is  pleasure  light  and  fugitive: 

0,  that  my  mind  were  equal  to  fulfil 

The  comprehensive  mandate  which  they  give! 

Viun  aspiration  of  an  earnest  will  I 

Tet  in  this  moral  Strain  a  power  may  hve, 

BelovM  Wife!  such  solace  to  impart 

As  it  hath  yielded  to  thy  tender  heart.' 


April  !0, 1819. 

•  "RiMe  beaatifal  Bt&nzu,  as  the  heading  Imntles,  t 
w  n*  WkiU  Doe  of  ^/Utone^    That  poemf  thoug:h  ve^ 
tardlx  inferior  to  aoytbbifr  the  author  wm(6,  is  too  long  mr  rupimiui^iiuu  i 
mM«b,  ii  not  particalarlf  sniled  to  the  purpose  of  UiU  volume.   But  t 
tUak  ^  amllOutr  the  dedication. 
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1                                           WOBDSWOBTH. 
TO  . 

O  DEABER  far  than  liglit  and  lUe  are  dear. 
Full  oft  our  human  foresight  I  deplore ; 
Trembling,  through  my  unworthinesa,  with  fear 
That  friends,  by  death  disjoin'd,  may  meet  no  morel 

Misgivings,  hard  to  vanquish  or  control. 
Mix  with  the  day,  and  cross  the  hour  of  rest; 
While  all  tlio  fntnre,  for  thy  purer  soul, 
With  "  sober  certainties  "  of  love  ia  blest. 

That  sigh  of  thine,  not  meant  for  human  ear, 
Tells  that  these  words  thy  humbleness  offend; 
Yet  boar  me  up,  —  else  faltering  in  the  rear 
Of  a  steep  march:  support  me  to  the  end. 

Peace  settles  where  the  intellect  ia  meek, 
And  Love  is  dutiful  in  thought  and  deed ; 
Through  Thee  communion  with  that  Love  I  aeek: 
The  faith  Heaven  strengthens  where  He  moulds  the  Creed.* 

[1824. 


TO  A  SKY-LARK. 
Ethereal  minstrel  I  pilgrim  of  the  sky! 
Dost  thou  despise  the  earth  where  cares  abouudp 
Or,  while  the  wings  aspire,  aixi  heart  and  eye 
Both  with  thy  nest  upon  the  dewy  groiiud? 
Thy  nest  which  thou  canst  di-op  into  at  will, 
Those  quivering  wings  composed,  that  music  still  I 

Leave  to  the  nightingale  hei'  shady  wood: 

A  privacy  of  glorious  light  is  thine; 

Whence  thoii  dost  ponr  upon  the  world  a  flood 

Of  harmony,  with  matinct  mora  divine; 

Typo  of  the  wise  who  soar,  but  never  roam, 

Ti-uc  to  the  kindred  points  of  Ilcjivcn  and  Ilomcl'  [1825. 

0  TbiB  little  piece  Also,  like  tlio  procoiUiig,  wag  lulilrcaHod  Co  the  ■ulher^  wtfe. 
Hie  lastalanzftU  enough  or  itself  to  Justify  its  iiibcrtion  UCro. 

T  Tho  IHiiry  of  Henry  Ornbb  Koblnson  t\imlshcs  nn  apt  comnont  on  this  Uttia 
gem  of  song:  "WonlBWorth  bnabccn  nblalooxliJbltUuitDBnnony  in  nature und  tho 
"I  of  inoiightnndMntlBient,  the  detection  o[  irhicli  la  the  gr^  ftuitor  tli * 


noM.  TatakoanaBlntcIoillustrntlon.  In  l)ii  poonoa  the  Sl^-larli,  he  tcnniiuii«a  his 
oeacriptloii  o(  tlio  liinTmaiintinK  high, mil  y et never  loavlngliGr  neetoTor  which  lira 
taoversitritli— 'Ti'ue  to  UieklnilreiTpuiiita  of  Heaven  and  Uomc."  Such  a  Una  a* 
llilaiamiiuiqiiisitian:  fbr  here  Is  nrlnuralily  insiniistod  tho  conooctloa  betwcm 'Oia 
dnmcatlcnffuctiousimd  tho  ivlie^oiis  feeliUb'S,  whiohlainiivonaiitlD  inonil  philoaa. 
phy.coDplGdwitb  tho  mncifiil  nnulog;  to  au  Umtiuct  in  tbo  bird.    WoriUwoitM 
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TO  A  SKY-LABE. 

Hail,  blest  above  all  kinds  t  —  Supremely  skill'd 
KestlcBs.  with  fix'd  to  balauce,  higb  with  I9W, 
Thou  leav'st  the  halcyon  free  her  hopes  to  build 
On  such  foibearaace  as  the  deep  may  show ; 
Perpetual  flight,  iinchcck'd  by  earthly  ties, 
Leav'st  to  the  wandering  bird  of  paradise. 

Faithful,  though  swift  as  lightning,  the  meek  dorel 

Yet  more  bath  N'atnro  reconciled  in  thee ; 

So  oonstant  with  thy  downward  eye  of  lore. 

Yet,  in  aerial  singleness,  so  free; 

So  humble,  yet  so  ready  to  rejoice 

In  power  of  wing  and  never-wearied  voice. 

To  the  last  point  of  vision,  and  beyond, 

Mount,  daring  warbler  I  —  that  love-prompted  stnun 

('Twixt  thee  and  thine  a  never-failing  bond) 

Thrills  not  the  less  the  bosom  of  the  plain : 

Yet  mightst  thou  seem,  proud  privilege  I  to  sing 

All  independent  of  the  leafy  Spring. 

How  wonid  it  please  old  Oceau  to  partake. 
With  sailors  longing  for  a  breeze  in  vain, 
The  harmony  thy  notes  most  gladly  niake 
Where  earth  resembles  most  his  own  domain! 
TJrania's  self  might  welcome  with  pleased  car 
■These  matins  mounting  towards  her  native  sphere. 

Chanter  by  Heaven  attracted,  whom  no  bars 

To  day-light  known  deter  from  that  pursuit, 

'Tis  well  that  some  sago  instinct,  wlien  the  stars 

Come  forth  at  evening,  keeps  Thee  still  and  mute; 

For  not  an  eyelid  could  to  sleep  incline 

Wert  thou  among  them,  singing  aa  thoy  shine !'        [1898. 


Time  flows,  — nor  winds, 
Nor  stagnates,  nor  precipitates  his  course, 
Bnt  many  a  benetit  borne  upon  his  breast 
For  hnman-kind  sinks  out  of  sight,  is  gone. 
No  one  knows  bow;  nor  seldom  is  put  forth 
ingry  arm  that  snatches  good  away. 


Never  perhaps  to  reappear.     The  Stream 

to  UW  aky.lark." 


t  B»e»ii  ■tanzfls  arc  from  a  po«m  entitlod  J  _ .     . ._, _.. 

MnliiMj  notes,  "icouM  wielitbu  lastUvc  eUuuusor  thia  Co  be  read  wiih  the  poem 
Ktdrnwd  to  Ui"  -'- 1— >- " 


»  W0BD8W0HTH. 

Hub  to  onr  gcnenition  brought  and  brings 

Innumerable  gains ;  yet  we,  who  now 

Walk  in  the  hght  of  day,  pertain  fnll  enrely 

To  a  chill'd  agc^  most  pitiably  ebut  ont 

From  that  which  is  and  actuates,  by  forms. 

Abstractions,  and  by  lifeless  fact  to  fact 

Minutely  link'd  with  diligence  uninspired, 

Unreetincd,  unguided,  iinsnstain'd, 

By  godlike  insight.    To  this  fate  is  doom'd 

Science,  wide-si>read  and  spreading  etill  as  be 

Her  conquests,  in  the  world  of  sense  made  known. 

So  with  th'  internal  mind  it  fares ;  and  so 

With  morals,  trusting,  in  contempt  or  fear 

Of  vital  principle's  controlling  law. 

To  her  purblind  guide  Expediency ;  and  so 

Suffers  religious  faith.    Elate  with  view 

Of  what  is  won,  we  overlook  or  scorn 

The  best  that  should  keep  pace  with  it,  and  mnst. 

Else  more  and  more  the  genentl  mind  will  droop. 

Even  a^  if  bent  on  perishing.    There  lives 

No  faculty  within  us  which  the  Soul 

Can  spare ;  and  humblest  earthly  Weal  demaadf^ 

For  dignity  not  placed  beyond  her  reach. 

Zealous  co-operation  of  all  means 

Given  or  acquired,  to  raise  vs  from  the  mire. 

And  liberate  our  hearts  from  low  purauitB. 

By  gross  Utilities  enslaved  we  need 

More  of  ennobling  impulse  from  the  past. 

If  to  the  future  aught  of  good  must  come 

Sounder  and  therefore  holier  than  the  ends 

Which,  in  the  giddiness  of  self-applanse. 

We  covet  as  supreme.    0,  grant  the  crown 

That  Wisdom  wears,  or  take  his  treacherous  staff 

From  Knowledge!*  [1837. 


PERSONAL  TALK. 
I  AU  not  One  who  much  or  oft  delight 
To  season  my  fireside  with  personal  talk,  — 
Of  friends,  who  live  within  an  easy  walk, 
Or  neighbours,  daily,  weekly,  in  my  sight: 
And,  for  my  chance-acquaintance,  ladies  bright, 


The  DBrrowine  >nd  dnaiilns  and  diytiig  eObcC  of  eclt^nce  excluelTely  iinreaedi 
while  the  worli)  oTmonil  andimaginaUTe  roason  Is  itlBcordOd  or  lost  Blimt  of ,  wan  a 
bVODiita  thonw  wiUi  WordBworth. 
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Sons,  mothere,  maidoDB  withering  on  the  stalk,  — 
Theso  nil  wear  out  of  me,  like  Forms,  with  chalk 
Painted  on  rich  mcn'a  floors,  for  one  feuet-night. 
Better  than  euch  discourse  doth  sileuce  long, 
Lonff,  barren  Bilence,  square  with  mj  desire ; 
To  Bit  without  emotion,  hope,  or  aim. 
In  the  loved  presence  of  my  cottage-fire, 
And  listen  to  the  flapping  of  the  name. 
Or  kettle  whispering  its  foint  nndersong,* 

"  Yet  life,"  you  say,  "  ia  life ;  we  have  seen  and  soOi 

And  with  a  living  pleasnre  we  describe ; 

And  fits  of  eprightly  malice  do  but  bribe 

The  languid  mind  into  activity. 

Sound  sense,  and  love  itself,  and  mirth  and  glee 

Are  foster'd  by  the  comment  and  the  gibe." 

Even  be  it  so:  vet  still  among  your  tnbe. 

Our  daily  world's  true  Worldlings,  rank  not  me  I 

Children  are  blest,  and  powerful;  their  world  lies 

More  justly  balanced  ;  partly  at  their  feet, 

And  part  far  fi'om  them:  —  sweetest  melodies 

Are  those  that  are  by  distance  made  more  sweet  j 

'V^Those  mind  is  but  the  mind  of  bis  own  eyes, 

He  is  a  Slave ;  the  meanest  wo  can  meet  I 

Winga  have  we,  —  and  as  far  as  we  can  go 

We  may  find  pleasure:  wilderness  and  wood. 

Blank  ocoan  and  mere  sky,  support  that  mood 

Which  with  the  lofty  sanctifies  the  low. 

Dreams,  books,  are  each  a  world;  and  books,  we  know. 

Are  a  substantial  world,  both  pure  and  good : 

Bound  these,  with  tendrils  strong  as  flesh  and  blood, 

Onr  pastime  and  our  happiness  will  grow. 

There  find  I  personal  themes,  a  plenteous  store. 

Matter  wherem  right  voluble  1  am. 

To  which  I  haten  with  a  ready  ear; 

Two  shall  be  named,  pre-cminetitly  dear, — 

The  gentle  Lady  married  to  the  Moor, 

And  heavenly  T)na  with  her  milk-white  Lamb. 

N'or  can  I  not  beliove  but  that  hereby 
Great  gains  are  mine :  for  thus  I  Uve  remote 

1  WriUeD  M TowDewl,  Qnumere.  ThelaitKoebutttvosCood,  stdrat,  betterand 
nuHo  characteriBtically,  Ihm :  "  By  my  hnlf-kitclieii  and  half-purlonrllre."  My  sfBter 
u<  Iwere  In  tbe  habi£  of  huvins  Cha  tea-koClle  in  our  little  sitting-ivoTn.— By  tbe  by, 
Ikmtstplte  at  DM  or tbiB leilea of  soanets, (I  will  leave  tbe  nstGr  to  discoior 
Dblcti,)  as  hsviDi  been  Uie  moaiis  at  nearly  piitCing  off  for  ever  our  acqnainlaiice 
with  dear  Uiea  Fenwick,  irho  bas  nlwuya  stigniB(T9e<1  one  lino  of  It  ae  vnlgar,  anil 
WMlif  only  of  taATing  been  eampoMil  bj  &  ooautry  squire. — AuOior'i  A'ola. 
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From  evil-speaking;  rancour,  never  sou^jht, 

Comes  to  me  nnt ;  malignant  truth,  or  lie. 

Hence  Iiave  I  genial  seasons,  hence  have  I 

Smooth  passions,  smooth  discourse,  and  joyous  thought: 

And  thus  from  day  to  diiy  my  little  boat 

Bocks  in  its  harbour,  lodging  peaceably. 

Blessings  bo  vith  them,  and  eternal  praise, 

Who  gave  us  nobler  loves,  and  nolaler  care^ — 

The  Poets,  who  on  Earth  have  made  ua  h^ra 

Of  truth  and  pure  delight  by  heavenly  lay^l 

0 !  might  my  name  be  number'd  among  theirs. 

Then  gladly  would  I  end  my  mortal  dajrs. 


GRACE  DABLING. 

Among  the  dwellers  in  the  silent  fields- 

The  natural  heart  ia  tonch'd,  and  public  way 

And  crowded  street  reaonud  with  ballad  strains. 

Inspired  by  one  whose  very  name  bespeaks 

Favour  divine,  exalting  human  love; 

Whom,  since  her  birth  on  bleak  Nothnmbria's  coast, 

Known  unto  few  but  prized  as  far  as  known, 

A  single  Act  endears  to  high  and  low 

Through  the  whole  land,  —  to  Manhood,  moved  in  siiite 

Of  the  world's  freezing  cares,  —  to  generous  Youth,  — 

To  Infancy,  that  lisps  her  praise,  —  to  Age 

Whose  eye  reflects  it,  glistening  through  a  tear 

Of  tremulous  admiration.     Such  true  fame 

Awaits  her  now;  but,  verily,  good  deeds 

Do  no  imperishable  record  find 

Save  in  the  rolls  of  Heaven,  where  hers  may  live 

A  theme  for  angels,  when  they  celebrate 

The  high-soul'd  virtues  which  forgetful  Earth 

Has  witness'd.     0,  that  winds  and  waves  oonld  speak 

Of  things  which  their  united  power  call'd  forth 

From  the  pure  depths  of  her  humanity  I 

A  Maiden  gentle,  yet,  at  duty's  call, 

Firm  and  unflinching,  as  the  Lightiouse  rear'd 

On  th'  Island-rock,  her  lonely  dwelling-place; 

Or  like  th'  invincible  Bock  itself  that  onivea, 

Age  after  age,  the  hostile  elements, 

As  when  it  guarded  holy  Cuthbert's  cell. 

All  night  the  storm  had  ra^cd,  nor  ceased  nor  paaaed. 
When,  as  day  broke,  the  Maidthrough  misty  air 
Bspies  far  on  a  Wreck  amid  the  surf 
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Beating  on  one  of  those  disaetrons  isles,  — 

Half  of  a  Voseel,  half,  —  no  more ;  the  rest 

Hod  Tanisb'd,  swallow'd  up  with  all  that  there 

Had  for  the  common  safety  striven  in  Tain, 

Or  thither  throng'd  for  refuge.    With  quick  glance 

Daoghter  ajid  Sire  through  optic-glass  discern, 

OliDgiug  about  the  remnant  of  this  Ship, 

Creatnres, — how  precious  in  the  Maiden's  sight! 

For  whom,  belike,  the  old  Man  grieves  still  more 

Than  for  their  fellow-snflerers  engulf'd 

Where  every  parting  agonj  is  hnsti'd. 

And  hope  and  fear  mis  not  in  farther  etrife. 

"  But  courage,  Father!  let  ns  out  to  Boa ; 

A  few  maj  yet  be  saved."     The  Daughtert  words, 

Her  earnest  tone,  and  look  beaming  with  faith, 

Dispel  the  Father's  donbts:  nor  do  they  lack 

The  noble-minded  Mother's  helping  hand 

To  launch  the  boat;  and  with  her  blessing  cheer'd. 

And  inwardly  sustain'd  by  silent  prayer. 

Together  they  put  forth,  Father  and  Ghildl 

Each  grasps  an  oar,  and  struggling  on  they  go, 

Bivals  in  effort;  and,  alike  intent 

Here  to  elude  and  there  surmount,  they  watch 

The  billows  lengthening,  mutally  cross'd 

And  ahatter'd,  and  re-gathering  their  might ; 

As  if  the  tumult,  by  th'  Almighty's  will, 

Were,  in  the  conscious  sea,  ronsed  and  prolonged, 

Tiiat  woman's  fortitude  —  so  tried,  so  proved  — 

May  brighten  more  and  morel 

True  to  the  mark, 
They  stem  the  current  of  that  perilous  gorge, 
Their  arms  still  strengthening  with  the  strengthening  heart, 
Though  danger,  as  the  Wreck  is  near'd,  becomes 
More  imminent.     Not  unseen  do  they  approach; 
And  rapture,  with  varieties  of  fear 
Incessantly  conflicting,  thrills  the  frames 
Of  those  who,  in  that  dauntless  energy. 
Foretaste  deliverance ;  but  the  least  perturb'd 
Can  scarcely  trust  his  eyes,  when  he  perceives 
That  of  the  pair  —  toss'd  on  the  waves  to  bring 
Hope  to-tbe  liopeless,  to  the  dving,  life  — 
One  is  a  Woman,  a  poor  cailhly  sister, 
Or,  be  the  Visitant  other  than. she  seems, 
A  guardian  Spirit  sent  from  pitjiug  Heaven, 
In  woman's  shape.    But  why  prolong  the  tale, 
Casting  weak  words  amid  a  host  of  tlioughta 
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Aim'd  to  repel  them  ?    Every  hazard  faced 

And  difitcultv  muster'd,  with  resolve 

Thut  no  one  breathing  should  bo  left  to  perisb. 

This  last  remainder  of  the  crew  are  all 

Placed  in  the  little  boat,  then  o'er  the  deep 

Are  safely  borne,  landed  upon  the  beach. 

And,  in  fulfilment  of  God's  mercy,  lodged 

Within  the  sheltering  Lightliouse.  —  Shont,  ye  WavesI 

Send  forth  a  eon^  of  triumph.     Waves  and  Winds, 

Esult  in  this  deliverance  wrought  through  faith 

In  Him  whose  Providence  your  rage  hath  served  1 

Yc  screaming  Sea^news,  in  the  concert  join  I 

And  would  that  some  immortal  Voice  —  a  Voice 

Fitly  attaned  to  all  that  gratitude 

Breathes  out  from  floor  or  couch,  through  pallid  lips 

Of  tlie  survivors  —  to  the  clouds  might  bear, — 

Blended  with  praise  of  that  parental  love. 

Beneath  whose  watchful  eye  the  Maiden  grew 

Pious  and  pure,  modest  and  yet  so  brave. 

Though  young  so  wise,  though  meek  so  resolute,  — 

Might  carry  to  the  clouds  and  to  the  stars. 

Yea,  to  celestial  Choirs,  Grace  DiEiJNG'a  namel*  [1843. 


TO  THE  CLOUDS. 

AsuT  of  Clouds  I  ye  win?^d  Host  in  troops 
Ascending  from  behind  the  motionless  brow 
Of  that  tall  rock,  as  from  a  hidden  world, . 
0,  whither  with  such  eagerness  of  speed  ? 
What  seek  ye,  or  what  shun  ye  ?  of  the  gale 
Companions,  fear  ye  to  be  left  behind, 
Or  racing  o'er  your  blue  ethereal  field 
Contend  ye  with  each  other?  of  jhe  sea 
Children,  thus  post  ye  over  vale  and  height. 
To  sink  upon  your  mother's  lap,  —  and  rest  ? 
Or  were  ye  rightlier  hail'd,  when  first  mine  eyes 
Beheld  in  yonr  impetuous  march  the  hkeness 
Of  a  wide  army  pressing  on  to  meet 
Or  overtake  some  unknown  gnemy  ? — 
But  your  smooth  motions  suit  a  peaceful  aim ; 

n,  dated  March  U,IS«I,  tbe  pnet  writes  ai 

•^■~— ' —■ ■  - 'y  mated  — - 

^DgliBh  n-c 
■»  ^-    A 

, mini  Qiiei»rt>iivitgcr  had  l>ath  Jiist  BubSLTliiocl  townn'    " 

oTk  mouunient  to  raooid  ber  becoluB,  dpob  tke  a^M  tt»t  wibiSMaa  it 
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And  FancT,  not  less  aptlj  pleased,  comrarea 

Your  gquadrone  to  an  endless  flight  of  birds 

Aerial,  upon  due  migration  bound 

To  milder  climes:  or  rather  do  ye  urge 

In  caravan  your  hasty  pilgrimage, 

To  pause  at  last  on  more  aspiring  heights 

Than  these,  and  utter  your  deTotion  there 

"With  thunderous  voice  P    Or  are  ye  jubilant, 

And  vould  ye,  tracking  your  proud  lord  the  Snn, 

Bo  prosont  at  his  setting  ?  or  the  pomp 

Of  Peraian  mornings  would  to  fill,  and  stand 

Poising  your  splendours  high  above  the  hoada 

Of  worshippers  kneeling  to  their  np-risen  God  ? 

"Whence,  whence,  yo  Clouds !  this  eagerness  ol  speed? 

Speak,  silent  creatures.  —  They  are  gone,  are  flea, 

Buried  together  in  yon  gloomy  mass 

1'hat  loads  the  middle  heaven ;  and  clear  and  bright 

And  vacant  doth  the  region  which  they  throng'd 

Appear ;  a  calm  descent  of  sky  conducting 

Down  to  the  unapproachablo  abyss, 

Down  to  that  bidden  gulf  from  which  they  rose 

To  vanish ;  fleet  as  days  and  months  and  years. 

Fleet  as  the  generations  of  mankind. 

Power,  glory,  empire,  as  the  world  itself. 

The  lingering  world,  when  time  hath  ceased  to  be. 

But  the  winds  roar,  shaking  the  rooted  trees. 

And,  seel  a  bright  precursor  to  a  train. 

Perchance  as  numerous,  overpeers  the  rock 

That  sullenly  refuses  to  partake 

Of  the  wild  impulse.    From  a  fount  of  life 

Invisible,  the  long  procession  moves 

Luminous  or  gloomy,  welcome  to  the  vale 

Which  they  are  entering,  welcome  to  mine  eye 

That  sees  tliem,  to  my  soul  that  owns  in  them, 

And  in  the  bosom  of  the  firmament 

O'er  which  they  move,  wherein  they  are  contain'd, 

A  type  of  her  capacious  self  and  all 

Her  restless  progeny. 

A  humble  walk 
Here  is  my  body  doom'd  to  tread,  this  path, 
A  little  hoary  hne  and  faintly  traced,  — 
Work,  shall  we  call  it,  of  the  shepherd's  foot 
Or  of  his  flock  ? —  joint  vestige  of  them  both. 
I  pace  it  unrepining,  for  my  thoughts 
Admit  no  bondage,  and  my  words  have  wings. 
Where  ia  tb'  Or^ean  lyre,  or  Dmid  harp. 


I  WOBDSWOBI^. 

To  accompany  tbe  verBe  F    The  mountain  blast 

Shall  be  our  mnd  of  musio ;  he  shall  sweep 

The  rocks,  and  i^uivering  trees,  and  billowy  lake. 

And  search  the  bbres  o(  the  caves,  and  they 

Shall  answer  ;  for  our  Bong  is  of  tbe  Clontb, 

And  the  wind  loves  them;  and  the  gentle  galea — 

Which  by  their  aid  re-clothe  the  naked  lawn 

With  annaal  verdure,  and  revive  the  woods, 

And.  moisten  the  parch'd  lips  of  thirsty  flowers — 

Love  tliem ;  and  every  idle  breeze  of  air 

Bends  to  the  favourite  burthen.     Moon  and  stars 

Keep  theii'  most  solemn  vigils  when  the  Clonda 

Watch  also,  shifting  peaceably  their  place 

Like  bands  of  ministering  Spirits,  or  when  they  lie^ 

As  if  some  Protean  art  the  change  had  wrought. 

In  listless  quiet  o'er  th'  ethereal  deep 

Soatter'd,  a  Cyclades  of  various  shapes 

And  all  degrees  of  beauty.    0  ye  Lightnings  ! 

Ye  are  tlieir  perilous  offspring ;  ana  the  Sun — 

Source  inexhaustible  of  life  and  joy. 

And  tyj)e  of  man's  far-darting  reason,  therefore 

In  old  time  worsbipp'd  as  the  god  of  verse, 

A  blazing  intellectual  deity — 

Ijoves  his  own  glory  io  their  looks ;  and  showers 

Uppa  that  UD substantial  brotherhood 

Visions  with  all  but  beatific  liglit 

Enrich'd,  —  too  transient  were  they  not  renew'd 

From  age  to  age,  and  did  not,  while  we  gaze 

In  silent  rapture,  credulous  desire 

Nourish  the  hope  that  memory  lacks  not  power 

To  keep  the  treasure  nnimpair'd.    Vain  thought  I 

Yet  why  repine,  created  as  we  are 

For  joy  and  rest,  albeit  to  find  tliem  only 

Lodged  in  the  bosom  of  eternal  things  ? 


Battail  of  Sir  Patrick  Spmce,  Ptrey'i  Btliqium. 

Onoe  I  Gonld  hail  (^howe'er  serene  the  sky) 

The  Moon  re-entering  her  monthly  round, 

No  faculty  yet  given  me  to  espy 

The  dusky  Shape  within  her  arms  imbound, 

That  thin  memento  of  effulgence  lost 

Which  some  have  named  her  Predecessor's  ghost. 
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Yoang,  like  the  Crescent  that  above  me  ehone, 
XongDt  I  perceived  withiu  it  dull  or  dim ; 
All  mat  appoar'd  was  euitabie  to  One 
Whose  fancy  bad  a  tliousaDd  fields  to  skim; 
To  expectations  spreading  with  wild  growth, 
And  hope  that  kept  with  me  her  plighted  troth. 

I  saw  (ambition  quickening  at  the  yiew) 
A  silver  boat  launch'd  on  a  boundless  flood; 
A  pearly  crest,  like  Dian's  when  it  threw 
Ite  brightest  spleudour  round  a  leafy  wood ; 
But  not  a  hint  from  under-ground,  no  sign 
Fit  for  the  glimmering  brow  of  Proserpine. 

Or  was  it  Dian's  self  that  seem'd  to  move 
Before  me  ?  —  nothing  blemiah'd  the  fair  sight ; 
On  her  I  look'd  whom  jocnnd  Fairies  love, 
CyntMa,  who  puts  the  little  stare  to  flight. 
And  by  that  thinning  magnifies  the  great. 
For  exaltation  of  her  sovereign  state. 

And  when  I  leam'd  to  mark  the  spectral  Shape 
As  each  new  Moon  obey'd  the  call  of  Time, 
If  gloom  fell  an  me,  swift  was  my  escape ; 
Such  happy  privilege  hath  life's  gay  Prime, 
To  B^  or  not  to  see,  as  best  may  please 
A  buoyant  Spirit,  and  a  heart  ok  ease. 

Now,  dazzling  Stranger  1  when  thou  meet'st  my  glance. 
Thy  dark  Associate  ever  I  discern ; 
Emblem  of  thoughts  too  eager  to  advance 
While  I  salute  my  joya,  thoughts  sad  or  stom ; 
Shades  of  past  bhss,  or  phantoms  that,  to  gain 
Their  fill  of  promised  lustre,  wait  in  vain. 

So  changes  mortal  Life  with  fleeting  years; 

A  mournful  change,  should  Reason  fail  to  bring 

The  timely  insight  that  can  temper  fears. 

And  from  vicissitude  remove  its  sting; 

While  Faith  aspires  to  seats  in  that  domain 

Where  joys  are  perfect,  — neither  wax  nor  wane.       [182i 


TO  THE  MOON. 

tOoB^ioted  bD  the  Ko-iidc, — on  Otecoatiof  Oumbctlrmd.) 

WA.ITDBKEB,  that  Btoop'st  SO  low,  and  com'st  so  near 
To  hmuan  life's  ansettled  atmosphere ; 
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Who  lov'st  with  Night  and  Silence  to  partake, 

80  might  it  seem,  the  cares  of  them  that  wake; 

And,  through  the  cottage-lattice  softly  peeping, 

Dost  shield  from  harm  the  humbleet  of  the  sleeping; 

What  pleasure  once  encompass'd  those  sweet  i^mea 

Which  yet  in  thy  behalf  the  Poet  cUims, 

An  idolizing  dreamer  as  of  voro !  — 

I  slight  them  all ;  and,  on  this  sea-beat  shore 

Sole-sitting,  only  can  to  thoughts  attend 

That  bid  me  hail  thee  as  the  Sailor's  Fbiemd; 

So  call  thee  for  Heaven's  grace  through  thee  made  kuoim 

By  confldenee  supplied  and  mercy  shown, 

When  not  a  twinkling  star  or  bacon's  light 

Abat«a  the  perils  of  a  stormy  night ; 

And  for  loss  obvious  benefits,  that  find 

Their  way,  with  thy  pure  help,  to  heart  aad  mind; 

Both  for  th'  adventurer  starting  in  life's  prime; 

And  veteran  ranging  round  from  clime  to  clime, 

Long-baffled  hope's  slow  fever  in  bis  veins, 

And  wounds  and  weakness  oft  his  labour's  sole  remaina. 

Th'  aspiring  Mountains  and  the  winding  StreamSf 
Emprces  of  Night  I  are  gladden'd  by  thy  ^ams ; 
A  look  of  thine  the  wildomoss  pervades. 
And  penetrates  the  forest's  inmost  shadoe ; 
Thou,  chequering  peaceably  the  minster's  gloom, 
Guid'st  the  pale  Mourner  to  the  lost  one's  tomb ; 
Canst  reach  the  Prisoner,  —  to  his  grated  ceil 
Welcome,  though  silent  and  intan^le  1  — 
^.  And  lives  there  one,  of  all  that  como  and  go 
On  the  great  waters  toiling  to  and  fro, 
One,  who  has  watcli'd  thee  at  some  quiet  hour 
Enthroned  aloft  in  undisputed  power. 
Or  eross'd  by  vapoury  streaks  and  clouds  that  move 
Catching  the  lustre  they  in  part  reprove ; 
Nor  sometimes  felt  a  fitness  in  thy  sway 
To  call  up  thoughts  that  shun  the  glare  of  day. 
And  make  tlic  serious  happier  than  the  gayP 

Yes,  lovely  Moon  1  if  thou  so  mildly  bright 
Dost  rouse,  yet  surely  in  thy  own  despite, 
To  fiercer  mood  the  frenzy-stricken  brain, 
Let  me  a  compensating  faith  maintain ; 
That  there's  a  sensitive,  a  tender  part 
Which  thou  canst  touch  in  every  human  heart, 
For  healing  and  composure.  —  But,  as  least 
And  mightiest  billows  ever  have  confess'd 
Thy  domination;  as  the  whole  vast  Sea 
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Feels  throagh  her  lowest  depths  thy  soTereignty ; 
So  shines  that  oonDtenance  with  especial  gnCce 
On  them  who  urge  the  keel  her  plains  to  trace. 
Furrowing  its  way  right  onwMU.    The  most  rude, 
Cat  off  from  home  and  country,  may  hare  stood,  — 
Even  till  long  gazing  hath  bedimm'd  his  eye, 
Or  the  mute  rajrtoro  ended  in  a  sigh, — 
Tonch'd  by  accordance  of  thy  placid  cheer, 
With  some  internal  lights  to  memory  dear. 
Or  fancies  stealing  forth  to  soothe  the  hreast 
Tired  with  its  daily  share  of  Earth's  unrest,— 
Gentle  awakenings,  visitations  meek; 
A  kindly  influence  whereof  few  will  speak, 
Though  it  can  wet  with  tears  the  hardiest  cheek. 

And  when  thy  beauty  in  the  shadowy  care 
la  hidden,  huried  in  its  monthly  grave; 
Then,  while  the  Sailor,  'mid  an  open  sea 
Swept  by  a  favouring  wind  that  leaves  thooght  free, 
Paces  the  deck,  —  no  star  perhaps  in  sight, 
And  nothing  save  the  moving  ship's  own  light 
To  cheer  the  long  dark  hours  of  vacant  night,  — 
Oft  with  his  musings  does  thy  image  blend. 
In  his  mind's  eye  thy  crescent  horns  ascend. 
And  thou  art  still,  0  Moon,  that  Sailor's  FoibnoI  [1S35. 


LINES  SUGGESTED  BY  A  FOHTRAIT.* 

Beguiled  into  forge tfulness  of  care 

Due  to  the  day's  unfinish'd  task;  of  pen 

Or  book  regardless,  and  of  that  fair  scene 

In  Nature's  prodigality  display'd 

Before  my  window,  — oftentimes  and  long 

I  gaze  upon  a  Portrait  whose  mild  gleam 

Of  beauty  never  ceases  to  enrich 

The  common  light ;  whose  stillness  charms  the  air. 

Or  seems  to  charm  it,  into  like  repose ; 

Whose  silence,  for  the  pleasure  of  the  ear, 

SurpaascB  sweetest  music.    There  she  sits, 

With  emblematic  purity  attired 

In  a  white  vest,  white  as  her  marble  neck 

Is,  and  the  pillar  of  the  throat  would  be. 


u  rrom  the  peocU  of  Mr.  F.  Stone.    The  poet  speaki  oT  It 

'This  uortrait  has  hong  ft>r  man;  y — ' '~ '--"' — '  ""■ 

M  J.  QuIIUdbDi  *b  ahe  was  when  i 

.. ,  r_;iile<l,  liai  noch  merit  in  tune  anil 

laUutUs,  bowBTer,  Oa  the  nattineiit  that  perrttdee  It' 


ig  ft>r  man;  yeara  in  our  {triiKjipal  si 
-  — 9  when  a  girl.  The  picture,  tli 
nil  genoial  effect;  it  Is  d 


1S13 ;  "This  iioitrait  has  hnngib 
epreBontB  J.  QuIIUdbd.  aa  ahe  wi 
ifal;  painled,  liai  noch  merit  in 

KH^ie 
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But  for  tho  shadow  by  the  drooping  chin 
Cast  into  that  recess;  —  the  tender  shade, 
The  shade  and  light,  both  there  and  everywhere. 
And  through  tlie  very  atmosphere  she  breathes. 
Broad,  clear,  and  toned  harmonionsly,  witli  skill 
That  might  from  Nature  liave  been  learnt  in  th'  hoar 
When  the  lone  shepherd  sees  the  morning  spread 
Upon  the  mountains.     Look  at  Iter,  whoe'er 
Thou  be  that,  kindling  witli  a  poet's  soul. 
Hast  loved  the  painters  true  Promethean  craft 
Intensely;  —  from  Imagination  take 
The  treasure ;  what  mine  eyes  behold  see  thou. 
Even  though  th'  Atlantic  ocean  roll  between. 
A  silyer  line,  that  rnna  from  brow  to  crown. 
And  in  the  middle  parts  tho  braided  hair. 
Just  serves  to  show  how  delicate  a  soil 
The  golden  harvest  gows  in;  and  those  eyes, 
Soft  and  capacious  as  a  cloudless  sky 
Whoso  azure  depth  their  colour  emulates, 
Must  needs  be  conversant  with  upward  looks. 
Prayer's  voiceless  service:  but  now,  seeking  nought 
And  shunning  nought,  their  own  peculiar  life 
Of  motion  they  renounce,  and  with  the  head 
Partake  its  inclination  towards  the  earth 
In  humble  grace,  and  quiet  pensivencsa 
Caught  at  the  point  where  it  stops  short  of  sadness- 
Offspring  of  soul-be  witching  Art,  make  me 
Thy  confidant!  say,  whence  derived  thnt  air 
Of  calm  abstraction  ?     Can  the  ruling  thought 
Be  with  some  lover  far  away,  or  one 
Cross'd  by  misfortune,  or  of  doubted  faith  ? 
Inapt  conjecture  1     Childhood  here,  a  moon 
Crescent  in  simple  loveliness  serene, 
Has  but  approch'd  the  "gates  of  womanhood, 
Not  enter'd  them ;  her  heart  is  yet  unpierced 
By  the  blind  Areher-god ;  her  fancy  free : 
The  fount  of  feeling,  if  unsought  elsewhere. 
Will  not  be  found. 

Her  right  hand,  as  it  Uea 
Across  the  slender  wrist  of  the  left  arm 
Upon  her  lap  reposing,  holds  — hut  mark 
How  slackly,  for  the  absent  mind  permits 
No  firmer  grasp  —  a  little  wild-flower,  join'd, 
As  in  a  posy,  with  a  few  palo  ears 
Of  yellowing  corn,  tlie  same  that  overtopp'd 
And  in  their  common  birthplace  shelter  d  it 


i^iCK^i^le 
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Till  they  were  pluck'd  together ;  a  Mae  flower 
Call'd  by  the  thrifty  hnsbandmaa  a  weed ; 
Bat  Cores,  in  her  garland,  might  have  worn 
That  ornament,  nnblamed.     Tho  floweret,  held 
In  scarcely  consciouB  fingers,  was,  she  knows, 
(Her  Father  told  her  bo,)  in  youth's  gay  dawn 
Her  Mother's  faTOnrite  ;  and  tho  orphan  Girl, 
In  her  own  dawn,  —  a  dawn  less  gay  and  bright, — 
Lotos  it,  whilo  thoro  in  solitarr  peace 
She  sits,  tor  that  departed  Motner'a  eako.— 
Not  from  a  soorce  less  sacred  is  derived 
(Surely  I  do  not  err)  that  pensive  air 
Of  calm  absti-action  though  the  face  diffused 
ADd  the  whole  person. 

Words  have  Bomething  told 
More  than  the  pencil  can,  and  verily 
More  than  is  needed ;  bnt  the  precious  Art 
Forgives  their  interference,  —  Art  divine, 
Tliat  both  creates  and  fixes,  in  despite 
Of  Death  and  Time,  tho  marvels  it  hath  wronght. 
Strange  contrasts  have  wo  in  this  world  of  oufbI 
That  posture,  and  the  look  of  filial  lovo 
Thinking  of  past  and  gone,  with  what  is  left 
Dearly  united,  might  he  swept  away 
From  this  fair  Portrait's  fleshly  Archetype, 
Even  by  an  innocent  fancy's  slightest  freak 
Banish'd,  nor  ever,  liaply,  be  restored 
To  their  lost  place,  or  meet  iu  haimony 
So  exf^nisite ;  but  here  do  they  abide, 
Enshrined  for  ages.    Is  not  then  tho  Art 
Godlike,  a  humble  branch  of  tho  divino. 
In  visible  quest  of  immortality, 

Stretch'd  forth  with  trombhng  hope  ?    In  every  realm, 
From  high  Oilbraltar  to  Siberian  plains. 
Thousands,  in  each  variety  of  tongue 
That  Europe  knows,  would  echo  this  appeal ; 
One  abovB  all,  a  Monk  who  waits  on  God 
In  the  magnific  Convent  built  of  yore 
To  sauctify  th'  Eaenrial  palace.*    lie  — 
Guiding,  iTojn  cell  to  cell  anil  room  to  i^oom, 
A  British  Painter,*  (eminent  fortruth 
In  character,  and  depth  of  feeling,  shown 
By  labours  that  have  touch'd  the  hearts  of  kings, 

t  The  pile  ol  baikUoKSi  eon^wiiis  the  palaco  sod  coaroaC  or  San  I<on;nia,  hu, 
h  canuMB  DSncc  loM  1I»  propei  nsmu  iu  UiatoCtho  Bnarial.a  Tlllaso  at  tlie  Cootot 
tkukill  DBOD  wEicA  tba  Bpleadii]  eOidcc,  built  by  Ftullp  Out  Secood,  aUiuda. 

S  Thin  ■' British  F*iiiter''wa«WUUe. 
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And  are  endear'd  to  eimple  cottagers,) 

Camo,  in  tliat  service,  to  a  glorious  work, 

Onr  Lord's  Last  Supper,  beautiful  as  when  first 

Tb'  appropriate  Picture,  fresh  from  Titian's  hand. 

Graced  the  Refectory:  and  there,  while  both 

Stood  with  eyea  fix'd  upon  that  masterpiece, 

Tho  hoary  Father  in  the  stranger's  ear 

Breathed  out  these  words:  "  Here  daily  do  we  dt, 

Thanks  given  to  God  for  daily  bread,  and  here. 

Pondering  the  mischiefs  of  these  restless  times, 

And  thinking  of  my  Brethren,  dead,  dispersed, 

Or  changed  and  changing,  I  not  seldom  gaze 

Upon  this  solemn  Company  unmoved 

By  shock  of  circumstance  or  lapse  of  years. 

Until  I  cannot  but  believe  that  they, — 

They  are  in  truth  the  Substance,  we  tho  Shadows." 

So  epake  the  mild  Jeronymite,*  his  griefs 
Melting  away  within  him  like  a  dream 
Ere  he  had  ceased  to  gaze,  perhaps  to  speak : 
And  I,  grown  old,  but  in  a  happier  land, 
Domestic  Portrait !  have  to  verse  consiga'd 
In  thy  calm  presence  those  heart-moving  words; 
Words  that  can-aoothe,  more  than  they  agitate; 
Whose  spirit,  like  the  angel  that  went  down 
Into  Betlieada'a  pool,  with  healing  virtue 
Informs  the  fonntain  in  the  human  breast 
Which  by  tho  visitation  was  diaturb'd. 

But  why  this  Btealing  tear?     Companion  mute. 
On  thee  I  look,  not  sorrowing:  fare  thee  well. 
My  Song's  Inspirer,  once  again  farewell  I  [1834. 
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COMPOSED  BT  THE  8BA-SIDE,  NEAA  CALAIS,  AUGUST,  1803. 
Faie  Star  of  evening.  Splendour  of  the  West, 
Star  of  my  country!  on  th'  horizon's  brink 
Thou  liangeat,  stooping,  as  might  seem,  to  sink 
On  England's  bosom  ;  yet  wellpleased  to  rest, 
Meanwhile,  and  bo  to  her  a  glorious  crest 
Conspicuous  to  the  Nations.    Thou,  I  think, 
Shouldst  be  my  Country's  emblem  ;  and  shouldst  wink, 

•  tlie  anecdoto  of  the  Buying  of  tbe  mouk,  tn  slsht  of  Tltlan'H  pioCnn,  wm  told 
no  In  thlB  honao  hv  Mr.  Wl&lo,  and  vaa,  I  beliere.  flrac  ocHnmanlcnted  M  (he  pnblle 
■-  "- ~Mch  I  waB  compoelDg  M  tbe  time  SoullieT  heard  tho  Mor*  fton  Mlm 

•  ■ '  it  lo  The  Doctor.  — AyithoT't  NotM,  19U. 
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Brirht  Star  I  with  lanehter  od  her  baoaers,  drcst 
In  H»y  (rosh  beanty.    There  1  that  dusky  spot 
Beneath  thee,  that  is  Enelaad  ;  there  she  lies. 
Blessings  be  on  you  both!  one  hope,  one  lot. 
One  life,  one  glory  I  —  I,  with  many  a  fear 
For  my  dear  Country,  many  heartfelt  sighs, 
Among  men  who  do  not  lore  her,  linger  bero.^ 

CALAIS,  AU0IT8T,  1808. 

Ib  it  a  reed  that's  shaken  by  the  wind. 

Or  what  is  it  that  ye  go  forth  to  see? 

Lords,  lawyers,  statesmen,  squires  of  low  degree. 

Men  known,  and  men  nnkuown,  sick,  lame,  and  blind, 

Post  forward  all,  like  creatures  of  one  kind, 

With  first-firuit  offerings  crowd  to  bend  the  knee 

In  France,  before  the  new-bom  Majesty. 

Tis  CTer  thns.    Ye  men  of  prostrate  mind, 

A  seemly  reverence  may  be  paid  to  power; 

But  that's  a  loyal  virtue,  never  sown 

In  haste,  nor  springing  with  a  transient  shower: 

When  truth,  when  sense,  when  liberty  were  flown. 

What  hardship  had  it  been  to  wait  an  hour  F 

8hame  on  you,  feeble  Heads,  to  slavery  prone  I  • 

1801. 
I  GBTETED  for  Buonaparte,*  with  a  vain 
And  an  unthinking  grief!    The  tenderest  mood 
Of  that  Man's  mind,  —  what  can  it  be?  what  food 
Fed  his  first  hopes  ?  what  knowledge  could  /«  gain? 
Tis  not  in  battles  that  from  youth  we  train 
The  Governor  who  mast  be  wise  and  good, 
And  temper  with  the  sternness  of  the  brain 
Thoughts  motherly,  and  meek  as  womanhood. 
Wisdom  doth  live  with  children  round  her  knees: 

T  In  tho  Smniner  of  1801,  Wordsirorth  and  hia  sister  maile  a  sbott  visit  to  Franne . 
udarrlrcd  at  CaUla  on  Uie  SIH  of  Jul]'-  Or  this  trip  Uiea  WonUworth  wrote  a 
brict  Diarr,  noting  thelhlDKe  that  particularlT  Interoated  tlicm  during  their  atiiVBt 
Ctlais.  TbelhaTTtaiiiisbestbalbUowliiginlllnstntioiiorthlssoaDeE:  "DeH^lmi 
wUka  in  tlw  cveninxi  NeliwfliToff  In  tbe  Wot  the  coaet  of  England,  like  n  cloud, 
anted  with  Dover  Uaatle,  tGB  evening  star,  and  the  i^iy  of  the  skjr;  the  reflortlnna 
b  the  water  were  more  beautinil  than  the  ikj  itwif ;  parple  waves  brighter  than 
prectons  stones  Ibr  ever  meltiiig  away  noon  tbo  sande." 

B  Early  in  AiiguH.  IMS,  NapolaoD  was  nude  rirst  Conanl  for  Uh,  with  Che  <rbol> 
Hmsa  of  the  Stnte  centred  in  lila  hnnda.  Of  coorBs  the  nation  was  In  trane|wrts  at 
this  iwin  prognwa  tmekwaids  towards  the  one-nuui  i,awerDD<itliedeB|)atisinDf  the 


■iHrtu;  awl  lie  atterwardB  gave  nat  tliat  he  wub  liara  in  Aukubi,  liUS.  that 
yutior  a  FreDchimin  hf  blnh.  Wordsworth  alvrayBKiica  tho  nnmo  with  ti 
imsBBclatlnn.   It  Is  Bsld  (bat  Kapoleon  took  It  In  dadgoon  to  have  hia  nan 
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Books,  leisure,  perfect  freedom,  and  the  talk 
Man  holda  irith  week-day  man  io  th'  honriy  walk 
Of  the  mind's  business,  —  theee  are  the  degrees 
By  which  true  Sway  doth  monnt;  this  is  the  stalk 
Tme  Power  doth  grow  on  j  and  her  rights  are  theso. 

CALAIS,  AUGUST  15,  1803. 
FBSTiTALa  have  I  seen  that  wore  not  names: 
This  is  yonng  Baonapart^'s  natal  day, 
And  his  is  henceforth  an  establish'd  sway, — 
Consul  for  life.    With  worship  France  proclaims 
Her  approbation,  and  with  pomps  and  games. 
Heaven  grant  that  other  cities  may  bo  gay! 
Galajs  is  not :  and  I  have  bent  niy  way 
To  the  sea-coast,  noting  that  cacn  man  fram^ 
His  business  as  he  likes.    Far  other  show 
My  youth  here  witness'd,'  in  a  prouder  time; 
The  senselessneBs  of  joy  was  then  sublime! 
Happy  is  he  who,  cariug  not  for  Pope, 
Consul,  or  King,  can  sound  himself  to  know 
The  destiny  of  Man,  and  live  in  hope.* 

ON  THE   EXTINCTION   OP  THE  VENETIAN  REPUBLia 

Okce  did  She  hold  the  gorgeous  East  in  fee ; 

And  was  the  safeguard  of  the  West:  the  worth 

Of  Venice  did  not  fall  below  her  birth, 

Venice,  the  eldest  Child  of  Liberty. 

She  was  a  maiden  City,  bright  and  free ; 

No  guile  seduced,  no  force  eonld  violate; 

And,  when  she  took  unto  herself  a  Mate, 

She  must  espouse  the  everlasting  Sea. 

And  what  if  she  had  seen  those  glories  fade. 

Those  titles  vanish,  and  that  strength  decay ; 

Yet  shall  some  tribute  of  regret  be  paid 

When  her  long  life  hath  reach'd  its  final  day: 

Men  ai-e  we,  and  must  grieve  when  even  the  Shade 

Of  that  which  once  was  great  is  pass'd  away.* 

1  Alliirling  to  Uie  pnet'e  flnt  Tlsit  to  Frani 
When  the  revoliiHonmy  ardour  v&s  in  JtB  fnU 
worth  himseirnas  In  mil  Bympnthy  with  H. 

1  At  ttils  time,  ISOZ,  the  poet  WM  all  out  of  heart  tbr  the  eanse  of  dreedoa  !■ 
France:  on  Ihu Continent  of  Europe  becouPdseonothlnRbatBraunieDtsofd«aralr. 
In  this  Btnte  at  thlnge,  itilh  nil  the  snrronndinga  looklnE  so  &>k,  be  ntgM  wU 
think  that,  if  mon  woiilrt  find  any  thing  to  gaatain  their  hope»,  they  mnat  UBVb 
within,  and  explore  the  better  fbrcca  of  human  noturb  in  thMr  own  IireaaU. 

nmcnt  rcTOlntlOB- 
Io  over  b;  him  to 
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TO  TOUSSAIST  L'OUTBETDSE. 
ToDSSAlNT,  the  mo8t  anhappy  man  of  men ! 
Whether  the  whistling  Rustic  tend  his  plough 
Within  thy  hearing,  or  thy  head  be  now 
Pillow'd  in  some  deep  dungeon's  earless  den;  — 
0  miserable  Chieftain !  where  and  when 
Wilt  thou  find  patience  ?  *    Yet  die  not ;  do  thon 
Wear  rather  in  thy  bonds  a  cheerful  brow : 
Though  fallen  thyself,  never  to  rise  again, 
Live,  and  take  comfort.    Thou  hast  left  behind 
Powers  that  will  work  for  thee;  air,  earth,  and  skiea; 
There's  not  n  breathing  of  the  common  wind 
That  will  forget  thee ;  thon  hast  great  allien; 
Thy  friends  are  exultations,  agonies, 
And  love,  wid  man's  unconquerable  mind. 

COHPOSED  IN  THE  VAU-ET  NEAB  DOVEE,  ON  THE  DAY  OF 
LANDISQ. 

Hebe,  on  our  native  soil,  we  breathe  once  more. 
The  cock  that  crows,  the  smoke  that  curls,  that  sonnd 
Of  bells; — those  boya  who  in  yon  meadow-grouud 
In  white-sleeved  ehirta  are  playing ;  and  the  roar 
Of  the  waves  breaking  on  the  chalky  shore;  — 
All,  all  are  English.     Oft  have  I  look'd  ronnd 
With  joy  in  Kent's  green  vales ;  but  never  found     - 
Myself  so  satisfied  in  heart  before. 
Europe  is  yet  in  bonds ;  but  let  that  pass, 
Thonght  for  another  moment.     Thou  art  free. 
My  Country  1  and  'tis  joy  enough  and  pride 
For  one  hour's  perfect  bliss,  to  tread  the  grass 
Of  England  once  again,  and  hear  imd  sec. 
With  such  a  dear  companion  at  my  side. 

sbptember,  1802.    near  dotee. 
Inland,  within  a  hollow  vale,  I  stood ; 
And  saw,  while  sea  was  calm  and  air  was  clear. 
The  coast  of  France, — the  coast  of  France  how  near] 
Drawn  almost  into  frightful  neighbourhood.' 

tnedom 
"DicnmeiionHiiioontAsaeiiiiHi'  nnagiv™  lo  ttio  slaves  or  siuui  iiomingo.  In  18W, 
n^Kileon  Beat  OTEr  a  lu^o  amij,  lo  ivgatn  posseigion  of  the  leland.  iinti  bliDg  It 


xvu  avui  u>cr  a  iiu^u  aniij,  hi  rvj^in  iHibiwBBiun  oi  Ln»  idiuiju. 
loiMold  RonditiOD.    A.IKst  a  long_  r^iaUnce,  ToasBniat  waa  uC  h 

*liH  beainie  of  liim ;  tul  h 
■  IhaJgra,  when  lie  died 


1  I  gnoM  ngaln  rnnn  HisB  WordBworth's  Dlory :  "  On  the  39Ch  Aucp 
Mttramln  tbe morning mr Doier i  iHUtied.and  Baton  the  Dover cIllTF 
iqM  Tiwru :  wa  nould  ae«  the  shoraB  almnat  >b  plain  as  If  It  wers  hi 


:  known 
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I  shrunk ;  for  verily  the  barrier  flood 
Was  like  s  lake,  or  rirer  bright  and  fair, 
A  span  of  waters ;  jot  what  power  is  there  I 
What  mightiness  for  eril  and  for  good! 
Eyen  so  doth  God  protect  na  if  we  be 
VirtnouB  and  wise.    Winds  blow,  and  waters  roll. 
Strength  to  the  brare,  and  Power,  and  Deity ; 
Yet  in  thomaelvea  are  nothing!    One  decree 
Spake  laws  to  th&m,  and  eaid  that  by  the  soul 
Only,  the  Nations  shall  be  great  and  free. 

TUOUGHT  OS  A  BBITOK  OK  THE  SUBJUOATIOIT  OF  8WITZEBLA1ID. 

Two  Voices  are  there ;  one  is  of  the  sea, 

One  of  the  mountains;  each  a  mighty  Voice: 

In  both  from  ago  to  age  thou  didat  rejoice, 

They  were  thy  chosen  music,  Liberty  f 

There  eamo  a  Tyrant,  and  with  holy  glee 

Then  fonght'st  against  him ;  but  hast  vainly  striTen: 

Thou  from  thy  Alpine  holds  at  length  art  driven. 

Where  not  a  torrent  murmurs  heaM  by  thee. 

Of  one  deep  bliss  thine  ear  hath  b^n  Itereft : 

Then  cleave,  0,  cleave  to  that  which  still  is  left ; 

For,  high-aonl'd  Maid,  what  sorrow  would  it  be 

That  &fountain  flooda  should  thunder  as  betore> 

And  Ocean  bellow  from  his  rocky  shore, 

And  neither  awful  Voice  be  heard  by  thee  1  ■ 

WEITTBN  IN  LONDON,  8EPTEMBBH,  1803. 

0  Peibnd  !  I  know  not  which  way  I  must  look 

For  comfort,  being,  as  I  am,  opprest. 

To  think  that  now  our  life  is  only  drest 

For  show ;  mean  handy-work  of  craftsman,  cook, 

Or  groom!     We  moat  run  glittering  like  a  brook 

In  th'  open  sunshine,  or  we  are  unbTest: 

The  wealthiest  man  among  us  is  the  best : 

!No  grandeur  now  in  nature  or  in  book 

Debghts  us.    Rapine,  avarice,  expense. 

This  is  idolatiy ;  and  these  we  adore : 

Plain  living  and  high  thinking  are  no  more: 

a  Tbis  magnUeent  sonnet  wa*  B  Mthlbl  echo  of  the  grief  and  Indicnatlan  Alt  aB 
over  Europe  at  the  SFonc  Id  qaoBtlon.  In  18IR,  Napoleon  InTudecl  Svitierl nod  with 
BQch  lorcea  u  it  wu  hopeleH  to  re<lM:  (be  olil  Snles  Confederac/  6l  Uepnbllu 
w>«aiM)nbrolieDUp,ftDrl>UcrUBbedlnt(i  snch  aha^  **  tho  Inywlcr  pleiBeO.  Afi 
is  Kjarlng  deflanRe  of  the  noet  eolemn  and  eliingent  troakea.  See  Cole>  tdn'a  Oi* 
oa  Tranca  is  a  eDbecquent  part  of  tbU  vdIodh. 
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The  homely  beauty  of  the  good  old  caaae 
Is  gone ;  our  poace,  our  fearful  umocence, 
And  piirc  religion  breathing  household  laws.* 

LONDON,  1802. 
MiltonI  thou  Bhouldst  be  liring  at  this  hourt 
England  hath  need  of  thee :  she  is  a  fen 
Of  sti^ant  waters :  altar,  sword,  and  pen, 
Fireside,  th'  heroic  wealth  of  hall  and  bower, 
Have  forfeited  their  ancient  English  dower 
Of  inward  happiness.    We  are  selfish  men ; 
O,  raise  us  up,  return  to  us  again  I 
And  give  us  manners,  virtue,  freedom  power. 
Thy  soul  was  like  a  Star,  and  dwelt  apart: 
Thou  hadst  a  voice  whose  sound  was  like  the  sea: 
Pure  as  the  naked  heavens,  majestic,  free, 
So  didst  thou  travel  on  life's  common  way. 
In  cheerful  godliness ;  and  jet  thy  heart 
The  lowliest  duties  on  herself  did  lay. 

Gbbat  men  have  been  among  us ;  hands  that  penn'd 

And  tongues  that  ntter'd  wiwlom, — better  none: 

The  later  Sidney,  Marvel,  Harrington, 

Young  Vane,  and  others  who  call  d  Milton  friend. 

These  moralists  could  act  and  comprehend: 

They  knew  how  genuine  glory  was  put  on ; 

Taught  as  how  rightfully  a  nation  shone 

In  splendour ;  what  strength  was,  that  would  not  bend 

But  in  magnanimous  meekness.    France,  'tis  strange, 

Hath  brought  forth  no  such  souls  as  we  had  thcu. 

Perpetual  emptiness !  unceasing  change! 

No  single  volume  paramount,  no  code, 

JSo  master  spirit,  no  determined  road; 

But  equally  a  want  of  books  and  men  1 

It  is  not  to  be  thought  of  that  the  Flood 

Of  British  freedom,  which,  to  th'  open  sea 

Of  the  world's  praise,  from  dark  antiqnity 

Hath  flow'd,  "with  pomp  of  waters,  unwithstood,"  — 

Roused  though  it  be  full  often  to  a  mood 

7  This  WM  WTiOen  hnraadlalely  after  my  ratorn  from  France  to  Loniion.  when  I 
could  not  bat  be  struck,  aa  here  described,  nith  the  vxnity  anil  pamdo  of  our  mivd 
eooDtrr.  e6pectall7  In  gmat  toims  and  cities,  as  contrasted  wiui  the  quiel,  nml  I 
maj  nj  the  desolation,  that  the  reTOlution  hod  proiliiced  in  Franop.  This  murt  l>e 
boBM  in  mind,  orelse  the  reader  ma;  think  that  In  Ihla  and  the  sucroedlng  ^^onnots 
I  kare  exuKerated  the  miaobier  engendered  and  fostered  Among  UB  by  undisturbed 
•weaUb.  —  XuUior'i  Sola,  1S13. 
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Which  spurns  the  check  of  salatary  bands,  — 
That  this  most  famous  stream  in  oogs  and  sands 
Should  perish;  and  to  evil  and  to  good 
Be  lost  for  ever.    In  onr  halla  is  hung 
Armoury  of  th'  invincible  Knights  of  old : 
We  must  be  free  or  die,  who  apeak  the  tongue 
That  Shakespeare  spake ;  the  faith  and  morals  hold 
Which  Milton  held.  —  In  every  thing  we  are  sprung 
Of  Earth's  first  blood,  have  titles  manifoli 

When  I  have  borne  in  memory  what  has  tamed 
Great  Nations,  how  ennobling  thonghts  depart 
When  men  change  swords  for  ledgers,  and  desert 
The  student's  bower  for  gold,  some  fears  unnamed 
I  had,  my  Country  I  —  am  I  to  he  blamed  ? 
Now,  when  I  think  of  thee,  and  what  thou  art, 
Verily,  in  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 
Of  those  unfilial  fears  I  am  ashamed. 
For  dearly  must  we  prize  thoe ;  we  who  find 
In  thee  a  "bulwark  for  the  cause  of  men ; 
And  I  by  my  affection  was  beguiled : 
What  wonder  if  a  Poet  now  and  then, 
Among  the  many  movements  of  his  mind, 
Felt  for  thee  as  a  lover  or  a  child  I 

OCTOBER,  1803. 
Ohe  might  believe  that  natural  miseries 
Had  blasted  France,  and  made  of  it  a  land 
Unfit  for  men ;  and  that  in  one  great  band 
Her  sons  were  bursting  forth,  to  dwell  at  ease. 
But  'tis  a  chosen  soil,  where  Sun  and  breeze 
Shed  gentle  f avonrs ;  rural  works  are  there. 
And  ordinary  business  without  care ; 
Spot  rich  in  all  things  that  can  soothe  and  please  I 
How  piteona  then  that  there  should  be  such  dearth 
Of  knowledge ;  that  whole  myriads  should  unite 
To  work  against  themselves  such  fell  despite; 
Should  come  in  frenzy  and  in  drunken  mirth, 
Impatient  to  put  out  the  only  light 
Of  Liberty  that  yet  remains  on  Earth.' 

There  is  a  bondage  worse,  far  worse,  to  bear 
Than  his  who  breathes,  by  roof  and  floor  and  wall 


WtUi  Joy  >t  the  prospect  of  crUBliIiis  Cbeli  olil  r  1' 
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Pent  in,  a  Tyrant's  Bolitary  Threll : 
'Tis  bis  who  valks  about  in  tV  open  air, 
One  of  a  Nation  who,  henceforth,  must  wear 
Their  fettera  in  their  aonls.    For  who  oonid  be. 
Who,  even  the  beet,  in  sach  condition,  free 
From  Eelf -reproach,  reproach  that  he  mnst  share 
With  Human-natnre  ?    Never  be  it  onrs 
To  see  the  Son  how  brightly  it  will  shine, 
And  know  that  noble  feelings,  manly  powers, 
Instead  of  gathering  strength,  mnst  droop  and  pine; 
And  Earth  with  all  her  pleasant  fmits  and  flowers 
Fade,  and  participate  in  man's  decline. 

OGTOBEB,  1803. 
Thssb  times  strike  moneyed  worldlings  with  dismay: 
Even  rich  men,  brave  by  nature,  taint  the  air 
With  words  of  apprehension  and  despair: 
While  tens  of  thousands,  thinking  on  th'  affray, — 
Men  nnto  whom  sufficient  for  the  day 
And  minds  not  stinted  or  nntiHed  are  given, 
Sound,  healthy  children  of  the  God  of  Heaven, — 
Are  cheerf  nl  as  the  rising  Snn  in  May. 
What  do  we  gather  hence  but  firmer  faith 
That  every  gift  of  noble  origin 
Ib  breathed  upon  by  Hope's  perpetual  breath ; 
That  virtue  and  the  faculties  witbin 
Are  vital, — and  that  riches  are  akin 
To  fear,  to  change,  to  cowardice,  and  death  F 

Ekoland  !  the  time  is  come  when  thou  shouldst  wean 

Thy  heart  from  its  emasculating  food ; 

The  truth  should  now  be  better  understood: 

Old  things  have  been  unsettled ;  we  have  seen 

Fair  seed-time,  better  hai-vest  might  have  been 

But  for  thy  trespasses ;  and,  at  this  day, 

If  for  Greece,  Egypt,  India,  Africa, 

Aught  good  were  destined,  thou  wouldst  step  between. 

England!  all  nations  in  this  charge  agree; 

But  worse,  more  ignorant  in  love  and  hate. 

Far,  far  more  abject,  is  thine  Enemy : 

Therefore  the  wise  pray  for  thee,  though  the  freight 

Of  thy  ofTences  be  a  heavy  weight : 

0,  gnef  that  Earth's  best  hopes  rest  all  with  Theel 

OCTOBEB,  1803. 
When,  looking  on  the  present  face  of  things, 
I  see  one  Man,  of  men  the  meanest  too. 
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Eaised  up  to  svay  the  world,  to  do,  imdo, 
With  mighty  Nations  for  his  nnderliDgs, 
The  great  events  with  which  old  story  rings 
Seem  vain  and  hollow ;  I  find  nothing  great; 
Nothing  is  left  which  I  can  venerate : 
So  that  a  doubt  almost  within  me  springs 
Of  Providence,  snch  emptiness  at  length 
Seems  at  the  heart  of  all  things.    But,  great  Ood  I 
I  measure  bock  the  steps  which  I  have  trod ; 
And  tremble,  seeing  whence  proceeds  the  etren^h 
Of  snch  poor  Instruments,  with  thou^ts  sobume 
I  tremble  at  the  sorrow  of  the  time. 

NOVEMBER,    1806. 
Anothee  yearl  — another  deadly  blow! 
Another  mighty  Empire  overthrown! 
And  We  arc  left,  or  shall  be  left,  alone; 
The  last  that  dare  to  struggle  with  the  Foe. 
'Tis  well!  from  this  day  forward  we  ahidl  know 
That  in  ourselves  our  safety  must  be  sought; 
That  by  our  own  right  bauds  it  must  be  WFOttglit; 
That  we  must  stand  unpropp'd,  or  be  laid  low. 
0  dastard,  whom  such  foretaste  doth  not  cheerl 
We  shall  exult,  if  they  who  rule  the  land 
£e  men  who  hold  its  many  blessings  dear. 
Wise,  upright,  valiant;  not  a  servile  band, 
Who  are  to  judge  of  danger  which  they  fear. 
And  honour  which  they  do  not  understand.* 

C0UP03ED  BY  THE   BIDE   OF   QBASHEBE   LAKE.      1807. 

Clouds,  lingering  yet,  extend  in  solid  bars 

Through  the  grey  West ;  and  lo !  these  waters,  stoel'd 

By  breezeless  air  to  smoothest  polish,  yield 

A  vivid  repetition  of  the  stars ; 

Jove,  Venua,  and  the  raddy  crest  of  Mars 

Amid  his  fellows  beauteously  reveal'd 

At  happy  distance  from  eartn's  groaning  field. 

Where  ruthless  mortals  wage  incessant  wars. 

Is  it  a  mirror  ?  —  or  the  nether  Sphere 

Opening  to  view  th'  abyss  in  which  she  feeds 

Her  own  calm  fires?  —  But,'li8tl  a  voice  is  near; 

Great  Pan  himself  low-whispering  throngl»  the  reeds, 

S   1  am  Dot  certain  vhclher  thia  snperii  Bonnet  rerera  to  AueCrin  or  to  Pma 
pcrha|i9to  bolh.    On  the  Sil  of  Deeemlwr,  ISU,  w>i  To 
by  which  the  Auetrlftn  Empire  it«B  prostrated;  onij  on 
Inttle  uf  leoA,  which  laid  me  Fmwlaii  Uonuchj  in  (t 
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"  Be  thankful,  thon ;  for,  if  nnholy  deeds 
BaTage  the  vorld,  tranquillity  is  hero  I " 

1808. 

14  or  'mid  the  World's  rain  objects  that  enBlave 

The  free-bom  Soul,  —  that  World  whose  yaanted  skill 

Id  seMsh  interest  perverts  the  will, 

Whose  factions  lead  astray  the  wise  and  brave, — 

Not  there ;  bnt  in  dark  wood  and  rocky  cave, 

And  hollow  vale  which  foaming  torrents  fill 

With  omnipresent  murmur  as  they  rave 

Down  their  steep  beda,  that  never  shall  be  still;  — 

Here,  mightv  Nature!  in  this  school  sublime 

I  weigh  the  liopes  and  fears  of  suffering  Spain  ; 

For  her  consult  the  auguries  of  time, 

And  through  the  human  heart icspiore  my  way; 

And  look  and  listen,  —  gathering,  whence  I  may. 

Triumph,  and  thoughts  no  bondage  can  restrain.* 


Os  mortal  parents  is  the  Hero  bom 

By  whom  tV  nndannted  Tyrolese  are  led  P 

Or  is  it  Tell's  ^at  Spirit^  from  the  dead 

Eetnm'd  to  animate  an  age  forlorn  ? 

He  comes  like  Phcebus  through  the  gates  of  mom 

When  dreary  darkness  is  discomfited ; 

Yet  mark  his  modest  state  I  upon  his  head, 

That  simple  crest,  a  heron's  plume,  is  worn. 

0  Liberty!  they  stagger  at  the  shock 

From  van  to  rear,  and  with  one  mind  would  flee. 

But  half  their  host  is  bnried :  —  rock  on  rock 

Descends: — beneath  this  godlike  Warrior,  seel 

Hills,  torrents,  woods,  embodied  to  bemock 

The  Tyrant,  and  confound  his  cruelty.* 

1  Itm 

UiflKjnch.    Many  timBBiiiivelgpnelVoni  Alisn  Biiiit  ir 

were  then  resbllDg,  to  (he  top  of  JtaiBe-Kap.  as  il  is  ciillvit.  £i>  laui  ae  Cwo  o'clock  In 
Die  DMimine,  lo  meet  the  cairier  briogiag  ttie  nenepaper  Stvni  Keewiet.  —  jtulJior't 
^«fi>.lS13. 
1  The  Tjrolege,  a  simple,  pions.  pBtriotio  people,  were  ImnnivaUty  BteatUbst  In 

tng  tlia  pastoral  natives,  men,  women,  aiul  ehildreu,  gitthored.  to  resist  the  lovaiUuK 
French  HnilBnTarions;  and  ao  stout  and  aklllXil  was  Uielr  reslatanw,  thnt  Napoleon 
akdla  send  anny  alter  amiracalnBt  them.  On  one  occasion  they  ilrew  the  enemy 
utoaaeOle;  tho  woods  were  silentj  not  a  musket  oranneil  man  to  he  seen  on  the 
dUb;  when  suddenly  a  crackling  sound  wns  heaiil;  and  InunedlMuly  huge  niassea 
IJ  mck  and  heaps  o?  rubbish  on  the  heights  al«>Te,  which  had  1>een  propiied  by 
RKaBiic  9r«,  came  tliinidering  down,  and  omsbed  wMe  Bquadrons  ana  Cum^ioniea 


l.i(KH^ie 


)  W0BD8W0BIH. 

Advance,  come  forth  from  thy  Tyrolean  ground. 
Dear  LibCTty  I  st«rn  Nymph  of  soul  nntumeil ; 
Sweet  Nymph,  0,  rightly  of  the  moiT.iiaina  named  !• 
Thro'  the  long  chain  of  Alps  from  mojnd  to  mound. 
And  o'er  th'  eternal  snows,  like  Echo,  bound ; 
Like  Echo,  when  the  hunter  train  at  dawn 
Have  roused  her  from  her  sleep;  and  forest-lawn, 
Cliffs,  woods  and  caves  her  viewless  steps  i-esound. 
And  babble  of  her  pastime!  —  On,  dread  Power  1 
With  such  invisible  motion  speed  thy  flight. 
Thro'  hanging  clouds,  from  ora^y  height  to  height, 
Thro'  the  green  vales  and  thro'  tne  he^sman's  bower. 
That  all  the  Alps  may  gladden  in  thy  might, 
Here,  there,  and  in  afl  places  at  one  hour. 

FEELINGS  OF  THE  TZBOLEBB. 

The  Laud  we  from  our  fathers  had  in  truat, 
And  to  our  children  will  transmit,  or  die: 
This  is  our  maxim,  this  our  piety; 
And  God  and  Nature  say  that  it  is  just. 
Tliat  which  wo  would  perform  in  arms,  we  musti 
We  read  the  dictate  in  the  infant's  eye ; 
In  the  wife's  amile;  and  in  the  placid  sky; 
And,  at  our  feet,  amid  the  silent  dust 
Of  them  that  were  before  us. —  Sing  aloud 
Old  songs,  tlie  precious  music  of  the  he^! 
Give,  herds  and  flocks,  your  voices  to  the  windl 
While  we  go  forth,  a  self-devoted  crowd, 
With  weapons  grasp'd  in  fearless  huids,  to  assert 
Our  virtue,  and  to  vindicate  mankind. 

Ala.s  I  what  boots  the  long  laborious  quest 

Of  moral  pmdence,  sought  through  good  and  ill ; 

Or  pains  abstruse,  to  elevate  the  will. 

And  lead  us  on  to  that  transcendent  rest 

Where  every  passion  shall  the  sway  attest 

Of  Reason,  seated  on  her  sovereign  hill; 

What  is  it  but  a  vain  and  curious  skill. 

If  sapient  Germany  must  lie  deprest 

Beneath  the  brutal  sword  ?    Her  haughty  Schools 

Shall  blush ;  and  may  not  we  with  sorrow  say, 

A  few  strong  instincts  and  a  few  plain  rules. 

Among  the  herdsmen  of  the  AJps,  have  wrought 

t    SolnMlltoii'sC'JU^ro.lSe: 

'•  And  In  tby  right  hand  lead  with  thea 
ThB  ntountain  njmpA,  Bweet  lAbtrtnJ' 
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More  for  mankind  at  this  anhappT  da; 
Than  all  the  pride  of  intellect  and  thought? 

And  is  it  among  rude  untntor'd  Dales, 
There,  and  there  only,  that  the  heart  is  true  ? 
And,  rising  to  repel  or  to  subdue. 
Is  it  bj  rocks  and  woods  that  man  prevails? 
Ah  no  I  though  Nature's  dread  protection  fails. 
There  is  a.  bulwark  in  the  souL    This  kuew 
Iberian  Burghers  when  the  sword  they  drew 
la  Zaragoza,  naked  to  the  gales 
Of  fiercely-breathing  war.    The  truth  was  felt 
By  Palafoz,  and  many  a  brave  compeer. 
Like  him  of  noble  birth  and  noble  mind ; 
By  ladies,  meek-eyed  women  without  fear; 
And  wanderers  of  the  street,  to  whom  is  dealt 
The  bread  which  without  industry  they  find. 

O'er  the  wide  Earth,  on  mountain  and  on  plain* 

Dwells  in  th'  affections  and  the  soul  of  man 

A  Godhead,  like  the  universal  Pan  ; 

But  more  exalted,  with  a  brighter  trmn: 

And  shall  his  bounty  be  dispensed  in  vain, 

Showev'd  equally  on  city  and  on  field, 

And  neither  hox>e  nor  steadfast  promise  yield 

In  these  usuipiog  times  of  fear  and  pain  ? 

Sucli  doom  awai&  us.    Nay,  forbid  it  Heaven! 

We  know  the  arduous  strife,  th'  eternal  laws 

To  which  the  triumph  of  all  good  is  given,  — 

High  sacrifice,  and  labour  wiUiout  pause. 

Even  to  the  death :  — else  wherefore  should  the  eye 

Of  man  converse  with  immortality  ? 

ON  THE  FINAL  SUBMISSION   OF  THE  TTBOLESE. 

It  was  a  jnoral  end  for  which  they  fought; 

Else  how,  when  mighty  Thrones  were  put  to  sham^ 

Could  thej,  poor  Shepherds,  have  preserved  an  aim* 

A  resolution,  or  enlivening  thought? 

Kor  hath  that  moral  good  been  vainly  sought; 

For  in  their  magnanimity  and  fame 

Powers  have  they  left,  an  impulse,  and  a  claim 

Which  neither  can  be  overturn'd  nor  bought. 

Sleep,  Warriors,  sleep !  among  your  hills  repose! 

We  know  that  ye,  beneath  the  stem  control 

Of  awful  prudence,  keep  th'  unvanquish'd  soul : 
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And  when,  impatient  of  her  guilt  and  wo«8, 

Europe  breaks  forth ;  then,  ShepherdB !  ghall  ye  riw 

For  perfect  triumph  o'er  your  Enemies. 

Haii,  Zaragoza!    If  with  uawet  eve 
We  can  approach,  thy  8(htow  to  benold, 
Yet  IB  the  neart  not  pitilo«B  nor  cold ; 
Such  spectacle  demands  not  tear  or  sigh. 
Tliese  desolate  remains  arc  trophies  high 
Of  more  than  martial  courage  in  the  breast 
Of  peaceful  ciTie  virtue:  they  attest 
Thy  matchless  worth  to  all  posterity. 
Blood  flow'd  before  thy  eight  without  remoraet 
Disease  consumed  thy  vitals ;  War  upheaved 
The  ground  beneath  thee  with  Tolcanic  force: 
Dread  trials!  yet  enconnter'd  and  enstain'd 
Till  not  a  wreck  of  help  or  h(q>e  remain'd. 
And  law  was  from  necessity  i-eceived.* 

Say,  what  is  Honour  ? — 'Tis  the  finest  sense 
Of  justice  which  the  human  miitd  cau  fmmey 
Intent  each  lurking  frailty  to  disclaim, 
And  guard  the  way  of  life  from  all  offenoe 
SufEer'd  or  done.  '  When  lawless  violeuce 
Invades  a  Kealm,  bo  press'd  that  in  the  scald 
Of  perilous  war  her  weightiest  armies  faU, 
Honour  is  hopeful  elevatiou, — whence 
Glory,  and  triumph.     Yet  with  politic  skill 
Endanger'd  States  may  yield  to  terms  unjust; 
Stoop  their  proud  heads,  hut  not  nnto  the  dust^ 
A  Foe's  most  favourite  purpose  to  fulfil: 
Happy  occasions  oft  by  self-mistrust 
Are  forfeited;  but  infamy  doth  kill. 

The  martial  courage  of  a  day  is  vain, 
An  empty  noise  of  death  the  battle's  roar, 

<  The  a]cgi!  af  Sanigoaea  wbb  one  or  the  nWBt  memonible  pusaseB  in  the  dread. 
tUI  wan  or  itmse  (imes.  Here,  nsalu,  nien,  women,  nnil  childrca  worked  togcUier 
dsy  sndDigb[incli^snc«or  tbeirnlUrsand  Iheir  liumes.  Week  afljr  waeli,  aonlli 
alter  month,  Uicy  held  oiitaKslnst  the  French;  there  was  a  lana  army  nf  bcaiesera; 
aMBy  ■mBDlts  were  mule,  Btill  Un  plant  was  not  citTTiecl :  to  the  common  lian-onraf 

war  was  added  a  placue  tout  swept  off  many  thonsa— ■-     "•--  ■■• >■ ■■-- 

tereddoiTD.theSpanlonlaitilllQiui^"'-' ' ' 
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If  vital  hcM  bo  wanting  to  restore, 
Or  foHitnde  he  wanting  to  eustain, 
Armiea  or  kingdoms.    We  have  heard  a  strain 
Of  triamph,  how  the  labom-ing  Danube  bore 
A  weight  of  hostile  eorsee:  drench'd  with  gore 
Were  the  wide  fields,  tiie  liatnleta  heap'd  with  slain. 
Yet  see,  (the  mighty  tumult  overpast,) 
Austria  a  Daughter  of  her  Throne  luttb  sold  I 
And  her  Tyrolean  Champion  wo  behold 
Murder'd,  like  one  ashore  bv  Bhipwreck  east, 
Murder'd  without  relief.*    0,  blind  as  bold, 
To  think  that  such  assurance  can  stand  fast! 

BttATB  Scliill !  by  death  doliver'd,  take  thy  flight 
From  Prasaia's  timid  i-<^ion.*    Go,  and  rest 
With  heroeB,  'mid  tlie  islands  of  ihe  Blest, 
Or  in  the  fields  of  empyrean  light. 
A  meteor  wert  thou  crossing  a  dark  uight : 
Tet  shall  thy  name,  conspicuous  and  sublime, 
Stand  in  the  spaoious  fii-mament  of  time, 
Fiz'd  as  a  star :  such  gloiy  is  thy  right. 
Alasl  it  may  not  be ;  for  earthly  fame 
.  la  Fortune's  frail  dependant :  yet  there  Uvea 
A  Judge,  who,  as  man  claims  by  merit,  gives ; 
To  whose  all-pondering  mind  a  noble  aim, 
Faithfully  kept,  is  as  a  noble  deed ; 
In  whose  pare  sight  all  virtue  doth  succeed. 

Look  now  on  that  Adventurer  who  hath  paid 
His  vows  to  Fortune  ;  who,  in  cruel  slight 
Of  virtuous  hope,  of  liberty,  and  right. 
Hath  follow'd  wheresoe'er  a  way  was  made 
By  the  blind  Goddess,  —  ruthless,  undismay'd  j 
And  flo  hath  gain'd  at  length  a  prosperous  aeight, 
Round  which  the  elements  of  worldly  might 
Beneath  his  haughty  feet,  like  clouds,  are  laid. 
O,  joyless  power  that  stands  by  lawless  force! 

S  Tbe  senUe  and  heroic  Hoffer  was  St  l&st  betrayed,  captiirful,  and  bronght  to  S 
nmt-BUMial;  anil  Nopoleon,  on  hwrnlns  that  IbeconrtwonM  notumricIhini.Beiita 
PAinBplory  onter  forliim  to  be  ijul  to  death  within  twent^-fonr  hours.  A  ukiaC 
■MB  and  exeurablc  mnnler  I 

S  SdtUl  WBB  a  Frngataa  noloneU  and  NinieChing'  of  a  poet  wllhnl,  irhoae  patrk^ 
•ODgtdMmiich  ti>i«kindJcthe  old  national  spirit  In  his counlrymeu.  WhltoKapo- 
iMo  was  hoMtns  Pmaala  under  his  feet  year  after  year,  and  wnB  fleecing.  sSlnninp, 
and  plucking  her  to  the  Tei7  hone,  hegalhcreil  n  liniid  ofpfltrlois-'' — *• —  — '  '- 

IB  klUeJ,  uvl  hU  lieri^  iiand,  leh  without  n 
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Cursea  are  Ma  dire  portion,  scom,  and  hate. 
Internal  darkness  and  unquiet  breath; 
And,  if  old  judgments  keep  their  Bacred  course 
Him  from  that  neigbt  shall  Heaven  precipitate 
By  violent  and  ignominious  death. 

1810. 

Ah!  where  is  Palafoz?    Kor  tongue  nor  pea 
Beports  of  him,  his  dwelling  or  his  grave  I 
Does  yet  th'  unheard-of  vesHe!  ride  the  wave  ? 
Or  is  she  swallow'd  up,  remote  from  ken 
Of  pitying  human-naturo  ?     Oneo  again 
Methinks  that  we  shall  hait  thee,  Champion  breve, 
Redeem'd  to  baffle  that  imperial  Slave, 
And  through  all  Europe  cheer  desponding  men 
With  new-bom  hope.     Unbounded  ia  the  might 
Of  martyrdom,  and  fortitude,  and  right. 
Hark,  how  thy  Country  triumphs!  —  Smilingly 
Th'  Eternal  looks  upon  her  aword  that  gleams, 
Like  His  own  lightning,  over  monnt^a  high, 
On  rampart,  and  the  banks  of  all  her  streams.' 

INDIGNATION  OF  A  HIQH-HIKDED  SPANIABD.     1810. 

Ws  can  endure  that  He  should  waste  our  lands, 

Despoil  our  temples,  and  by  sword  and  flame 

Betum  us  to  the  duat  from  which  we  came; 

Such  food  aTyrant'a  appetite  demands: 

And  we  can  brook  the  thought  that  by  his  hands 

Spain  may  be  overpower'd,  and  he  possess. 

For  his  delight,  a  solemn  wilderness 

Where  all  tue  brave  lie  dead.     But,  when  of  bands 

Which  he  will  break  for  us  he  dares  to  speak, 

Of  benefits,  and  of  a  future  day 

When  our  enlighten'd  minda  shall  bless  his  sway;* 

Then,  the  strain'd  heart  of  fortitude  proves  weak ; 

Our  groana,  our  blushes,  our  pale  cheeks  declare 

That  he  has  power  to  inflict  what  we  lack  strength  to  bear. 

T  Don  Joepli  Polafox  was  a  Spaoieh  nobleman,  sud  one  of  XM  tew  meo'lD  hi* 
oUte  who  wers  then  a,  croiUt  to  It.  He  held  the  cblef  conunond  tn  SaiaKOSna  darliic 
the  Blege  of  tbBt  place ;  at  the  time  of  the  auirender  he  wob  aickalmoeianlodoithi 
-■Dd  U  soon  aa  he  vna  able  to  tnvel  be  wna  condnoted  a  cloae  priaoner  Into  France, 
And  there  loat  sl^t  of.  Jaaes,  In  his  Siegti  at  thi  Peaimtla,  taxa  thmk  "  whlla  batolo 
tAt-aavoaaa,  nnahaken  loyalty,  and  eialted  potrioUsm  are  held  IneiUmaliaii  tioaom 
Duuklnd,  Uie  name  of  Falalbx,  blended  with  that  of  Sangossa,  will  be  immortiL'' 

S  While  Napoleon  was  holding  Spain  by  tbe  Uuoat,  and  burowing  her  ueuple 
With  all  the  nuamltiea  of  >  war  treacheronely  b«gua  and  madlv  prosecuteiU  tie  altU 
(rio<l  la  couclllate  them  with  promiaes  of  ftwiom  and  eDligbteoinent,  uoil  »  (ood 
time  generally. 
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AVAUNT  all  HpeciouB  pliancy  of  mind 

In  men  of  low  degree,  all  smooth  prefencel 

I  better  like  a  blunt  indifference, 

And  self-respecting  slowness,  disinclined 

To  win  me  at  first  sight :  and  be  there  join'd 

Patience  and  temperance  with  this  high  re«erre, 

■HOTionr  that  knows  the  path  and  will  not  awerro; 

Affections,  which,  if  put  to  proof,  ate  kind  ; 

And  piety  towards  God.     Such  men  of  old 

Were  England's  native  growth ;  and,  thronghont  Spain, 

(Thanks  to  high  Ood!)  forests  of  snch  remain: 

Then  for  that  Country  let  our  hopes  be  bold; 

For  mateh'd  with  these  shall  policy  prove  vain, 

Her  arts,  her  strength,  her  iron,  and  her  gold. 

1810. 
O'bbwbening  Statesmen  have  full  long  relied 
On  fleets  and  armies,  and  external  wealth : 
But  from  within  proceeds  a  Nation's  health ; 
Which  shall  not  fail,  though  poor  men  cleave  with  pride 
To  the  paternal  floor;  or  turn  aside. 
In  the  throng'd  city,  from  the  walks  of  gain. 
As  being  all  nnworthy  to  detain 
A  Sonl  ny  contemplation  sanctified. 
There  are  who  cannot  languish  in  this  strife,— 
Spaniards  of  every  rank,  by  whom  the  good 
Of  snch  high  course  was  felt  and  understood ; 
Who  to  their  Country's  cause  have  bound  a  life 
Erewhile,  by  solemn  consecration,  given 
To  labour  uid  to  prayer,  to  Nature  and  to  Heaven. 

1811. 
The  power  of  Annies  is  a  visible  thing. 
Formal,  and  circumscribed  in  time  and  space; 
But  who  the  limits  of  that  power  shall  trace 
Which  a  brave  People  into  light  can  bring 
Or  tide,  at  will,  —  for  freedom  combating 
By  just  revenge  inflamed  ?    No  foot  may  chase> 
Ko  eye  can  follow,  to  a  fatal  place 
That  power,  that  spirit,  whether  on  the  wing 
Like  the  strong  wind,  or  sleeping  like  the  wind 
Within  its  awful  caves, —  From  year  to  year 
Springs  this  indigenous  produce  far  and  near; 
No  craft  this  subtle  element  can  bind, 
Rising  like  water  from  the  soil,  to  find 
In  every  nook  a  lip  that  it  may  cheer. 
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Here  patise:  the  poet  cluims  at  least  this  praise. 

That  virtuous  Liberty  bath  been  the  scope 

Of  his  pare  song,  which  did  not  shrink  from  hope 

In  the  worst  moment  of  these  evil  days; 

From  hope,  the  paramount  duty  that  Heaven  laya. 

For  its  own  honour,  on  man's  Buffering  hcariL 

Never  may  from  our  souls  one  truth  depart, — 

That  an  accursiid  thing  it  is  to  gaze 

On  prosperous  tyrants  with  a  dazzled  eye; 

Nor  —  toucb'd  with  due  abliorrence  of  their  guilt 

For  whose  dire  ends  tears  flow,  and  blood  is  spilt. 

And  justice  labours  in  extremity  — 

Forget  thy  weakness,  upon  which  is  built, 

0  wretched  man,  the  throne  of  tyrannyl 

THE   FRENCH   ARMT   IN   RUSSIA.      1812-13. 

HuHANiTT,  delighting  to  behold 
A  fond  reflection  of  her  own  decay, 
Hath  painted  Winter  like  a  traveller  old, 
Propp'd  on  a  staff,  and,  through  the  sullen  day^ 
In  hooded  mantle,  limping  o'er  the  plain, 
As  though  his  weakness  were  disturb'd  by  pain: 
Or,  if  a  juater  fancy  should  allow 
An  undisputed  symbol  of  command. 
The  chosen  sceptre  is  a  wither'd  bough. 
Infirmly  grasp'd  within  a.  palgted  band. 
These  emblems  suit  the  helpless  and  forlorn; 
But  mighty  Winter  the  device  shall  scorn. 

For  he  it  was  —  dread  Winter !  —  who  beset, 

Flinging  round  van  and  rear  hia  ghastly  net. 

That  host,  when  from  the  regions  of  the  Pole 

They  shrunk,  insane  ambition's  barren  goal, — 

That  host,  as  huge  and  strong  as  e'er  defied 

Their  God,  and  placed  their  trust  in  human  pridel 

As  fathers  persecute  rebellious  sons, 

He  smote  the-  blossoms  of  their  warrior  yonth ; 

He  call'd  on  Frost's  inexorable  tooth 

Life  to  consume  in  Manhood's  flmiest  hold; 

Nor  spared  the  reverend  blood  that  feebly  mna; 

For  why, — unless  for  liberty  eni-oll'd 

And  sacred  home,  —  ah !  why  should  hoary  Age  be  bold  ? 

Fleet  the  Tartar's  reinless  steed. 
But  flocler  far  the  pinions  of  the  Wind, 
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Which  from  Siberian  cavea  the  Monarch  freed. 
And  sent  him  forth,  with  sqnadrona  of  his  kiud. 
And  hade  the  Snow  their  ample  backs  bestride, 

And  to  the  battle  ride. 
Ko  pitying  voice  commands  a  halt, 
No  conrage  can  repel  the  dire  aasanlt: 
Distracted,  spiritless,  bemimb'd,  and  blind. 
Whole  legions  sink,  and  in  one  instant  find 
Bnrial  mid  death :  look  for  them,  —  and  descry. 
When  jiioru  retnrns,  beneath  the  clear  blae  sky, 
A  Boundless  waste,  a  trackless  yacancy! 

Yb  Storms,  resonnd  the  praises  of  your  Kingl 

And  ye  mild  Seasons,  —  in  a  sunny  clirae, 

Midway  on  some  high  bill,  while  father  Time 

Looks  on  delighted,  —  meet  iu  festal  ring. 

And  loud  and  long  of  Winter's  triumph  sing! 

Sing  ye,  with  blosscrnis  crowii'd,  and  fruits,  and  flowers 

Of  Winter's  breath  surcharged  with  sloety  showers. 

And  the  dire  flapping  of  his  hoary  wing! 

Knit  the  blithe  darico  upon  the  soft  groen  grass ; 

With  feet,  hands,  eves,  looks,  lips,  report  your  gain; 

Whisper  it  to  the  billows  of  the  main, 

And  to  th'  aerial  zephyrs  as  they  pass. 

That  old  decrepit  Winter  —  ife  hath  dain 

That  Host  which  render'd  all  your  bounties  vaial 

Bt  Moscow  self-derot^d  to  a  blaze 

Of  dreadful  sacrifice;  by  Bnssian  blood 

Lurish'd  in  fight  with  desperate  hardihood ; 

Th'  unfeeling  Elements  no  claim  shall  raise 

To  rcb  our  Human-niitnre  of  jnat  praise 

For  what  she  did  and  snfler'd.    Pfedgea  sure 

Of  a  deliverance  absolute  and  pure 

She  gave,  if  Faith  might  tread  the  beaten  ways 

Of  Providence.     But  now  did  the  Most  High 

Exalt  His  still  small  voice; — to  quell  that  Hos^ 

Gather'd  His  power,  a  manifest-ally ; 

He,  whose  heap'd  waves  confounded  the  proud  boast 

Of  Pharaoh,  said  to  Famine,  Snow,  and  Frost, 

"  Finish  the  strife  by  deadliest  victory ! " 

OOCABIOTfED  BY  TBE  BATTLEl  Of  WAIEBLOO.      lEBBUABT,  1816. 

The  Bard  whose  soul  is  meek  as  dawning  day, 
Yet  train'd  to  judgments  righteously  severe. 


>  WOBDSWOBTH. 

Fervid,  yet  couTersont  with  holy  fear. 

As  recognising  one  Almighty  away;  — 

He  whose  experienced  eye  can  pierce  th'  array 

Of  past  events;  to  whom,  in  vision  clear, 

Th  aspiring  heads  of  future  things  appear, 

Like  mountain -tops  whose  miste  have  roll'd  away;  — 

Assoil'd  from  ali  eneumh ranee  of  our  time. 

He  only,  if  fiucli  breathe,  in  strains  devout 

Shall  oomprchend  this  victory  sublime ; 

Shall  worthily  rehearse  the  hideous  rout, 

The  triumph  hail,  which  from  their  peaceful  clime 

Angels  might  welcome  with  a  choral  ehoat  I 


MEMOEIALS  OP  A  TOUR  ON  THE  CONTINENT. 

FISH'WOHEN.  —  ON  LANDINQ  AT  CALAIS.      1830. 

'Ti3  said,  fantastic  ocean  doth  enfold 

The  likeness  of  whatever  on  land  is  seen ; 

But,  if  the  Nereid  Sistei-s  and  their  Queen, 

Above  whose  heads  the  tide  so  long  hath  poll'd. 

The  Dames  resemble  whom  we  here  hehold. 

How  fearful  were  it  down  through  opening  waves 

To  sink  and  meet  them  in  their  fretted  caves, 

Wither'd,  grotesque,  immeasurably  old, 

And  shrill  and  fierce  in  accent! — Fear  it  not: 

For  they  Earth's  fairest  daughters  do  excel; 

Pure  nndecaying  heauty  is  their  lot ; 

Their  voices  into  liquid  music  swell, 

Thrilling  each  pearly  cleft  and  sparry  grot. 

The  undisturb'd  abodes  where  S^nymphs  dwell  I 

BEDOBS. 
The  Spirit  of  Antiquity — enshrined 
In  sumptuous  buildings,  vocal  in  sweet  song, 
In  picture  Speaking  with  heroic  tongue. 
And  with  devout  solemnities  entwined  — 
Mounts  to  the  seat  of  grace  within  the  mind: 
Hence  Forms  that  glide  with  swan-like  ease  alon^ 
Hence  motions,  even  amid  the  vulgar  throng. 
To  a  harmonious  decency  confined: 
As  if  the  streets  were  consecrated  ground, 
The  city  one  vast  temple,  dedicate 
To  mutual  respect  in  thought  and  deed; 
To  leisure,  to  forbearanoea  sedat« ; 
To  social  cares  from  jarring  passions  freed; 
A  deeper  peace  than  that  in  deserts  found! 
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ISCIDEST  AT  BBUQEa.' 


j9  Duuir  aatrcut 
ife  hath  Bed; 


Whence  I 
Wbere,  witbont  bnrry,  DoiBoleaB  fMt 

Tbe  gisBa-srown  paveineat  (rod- 
There  beard  we,  haltiDg  in  Ibe  abade 

Flung  from  s  CODTeul- tower, 
A  harp  Unit  ttuwnil  prelade  miule 

To  a  voice  of  thriUing  powei. 

Tbe  metuurej  eimple  traCh  to  tell, 

Was  flt  for  loms  guj-  thruDg; 
Thoogb  Ibjm  the  same  grim  tuiret  Ibll 

The  abadair  and  tbe  ioag. 
When  Bileat  were  both  voice  and  ohordi. 

The  strain  aeem'd  doubl;  dear, 
Tetsadaa  Bweet, — [ai  Englitlt  worit 

Bad  Mlea  opon  the  ear. 


jBBDt  bleu  our  (lender  Boat. 

Bf  tbe  ennent  aw^t  along; 
Loud  IW  Ihreatonlnga,— let  them  not 

Drown  the  music  of  a  song 
Bfealbcd  Tby  merer  lo  iiaplore, 
Wbere  Ibeea  bvnblcd  natere  roar] 

Saviour,  for  onr  wanilng,  seen 
Bleeding  oa  Chat  precioue  Rood; 

IT.  while  Ihrougb  tbe  meadowa  green 
OeBtly  wound  tbe  peaoehil  flood. 

We  furgot  Thee,  do  not  Thon 

Olaregwd  th;  Sappllanla  luiw  I 


Hither,  lil 


Sat,  vhere  we  Btood,  the  aetling  Sun, 

And,  If  the  glorj  macb'd  the  Nun, 
Twas  throngh  an  Iron  grate. 

Sot  always  ie  tbe  heart  unwiae, 

Nor  pity  Idlj-bom, 
Ireven  a  pasalog  adaiiger  aigba 

For  them  who  do  not  mooru. 
Bad  is  (by  doom,  eelf-solaoed  dove, 

Captive,  whoe'er  Ihoahel 
Ol  what  la  beauty,  what  IB  love. 

And  opening  life  lo  thee  ? 
Snch  feeling  preaa'd  npon  my  aoul, 

A  feeling  aancCifled 
By  one  salt  trickling  tear  that  Btole 

Frwn  tbe  Haldoa  at  my  Bide : 
LesB  tiibate  conld  (he  pay  than  this, 

Borne  golly  o'er  the  sen, 
Freeb  from  tbe  beaaty  and  tbe  lillae 

or  English  liberty? 

1  TblBoccarredatBrugiaialSSe.  Hi 
Coleridge,  my  dau^ter.  and  1  made 
■our  together  in  Flanders,  upon  tbe  ICliiai 
ind  returned  to  Holland.    Dois  and  1, 
vhile  taking  a  vralk  along  a  retired  i>art 

"f  the  town,  hea-"  "•- — '■ """  "  "' 

•ciJbed.aDd  wer 

wa*  a  Convent  i- ,  — 

(lirii.    We  were  boUi  much  touched.  I 
~'-^  Bay  nBeded,  and  Dora  moved  ik 


Fling  tbe  abadow  of  Thy  power, 

Else  we  sleep  among  the  dead : 

Then  who  tmdd'at  tbe  billowy  sea, 

Bhleld  BB  In  our  joi^ardy  I 

Guide  our  Bark  among  the  waves ; 

Thro'  tbe  rocks  our  pasaajje  smootb 
Where  the  wtdrlpool  IVela  and  raves 

Let  Tby  love  Its  anger  soothe : 
All  onr  hope  la  plaenl  in  Thee ; 


as-"- 


Aloya  RedingwasCaptnin-GeDCnilof  Uie 
Swiss  fbn«s,  which,  with  nronrage  and 
perseverance  worthy  of  the  uauoe.  0|i- 
poseil  the  flturttioiia  and  too  Burceeaful 
stieiiipt  of  uaonapaite   to   EUbjag.-ite 

A  graveli'd  pathway  treading, 

We  reucb'd  a  votive  Stone  that  hears 

Tbe  name  of  Aloya  Bedlng. 

Welljudged  tbe  Mend  who  placed  II  there 
For  silence  and  protaetion ; 
And  haply  with  a  fluer  oate 
Of  dDtlfui  aflMUon. 

The  Son  regards  it  tnta  tbe  Weafi 
And,  while  in  summer  glory 
)  seta,  his  sinking  yields  a  type 
thnt  pathetic  story : 
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And  oft  be  IcmptB  the  patriot  Bwlu 

Amid  the  e">Ta  to  lioEec; 

TIU  all  it  dim,  save  this  bright  Stone 

loucli'd  bf  his  golden  finger. 


Dooii'D  ss  we  an  our  naUie  dust 
To  wet  with  nmn;  a  bitter  shower. 
It  ill  beats  aa  to  disdain 
Tbe  allar,  lo  deride  the  ftne, 
Where  simple  Suffererg  bead,  in  Cnwt 
To  win  a  bappier  hour. 
I  love,  where  epreadi  the  Tillage  lawn. 
Upon  aome  knee-wem  oell  to  gaze : 
Hail  to  tbe  flmi  nnmoviiig  eroea, 
AloR,  where  pines  their  branchea  (oaa  I 
And  to  the  chapel  ftr  withdrawn, 
That  lurks  by  loncif  ways! 

Wliere'er  we  roam,— along  the  brisk 
Of  Rbiue,  or  by  the  iweepiug  Po, 
Thro' Alpine  Tale,orc)iaapaln  wlda,— 
Whate'er  we  look  on,  at  our  eide 
Be  Chnrltrt  to  bid  oe  Oiiak, 
Ana  teel,  IT  we  wonld  know. 


Ob  Lllb  r  without  thj  chequer'd  acene 
Of  right  and  wrong,  of  weal  and  woe, 
SnccesB  and  failure,  eoold  a  ground 
For  magnanimity  be  iliand; 
For  ^[h,  >mid  mln'd  hopea,  aereneT 
Or  whence  could  Tirtne  flow? 
Pain  enter'd  through  a  ghastly  breach ; 
Mor  while  Bin  lasts  must  effort  cease; 
Heaven  upon  Earth's  an  empty  boasti 
But,  tat  the  bowers  of  Eden  los^ 
Hercy  has  placed  within  our  reach 
A  porUon  of  God'a  peace. 


1I>BK  Vli^In  Mather,  more  benlga 
Tiuin  ^ircst  9tar,  apou  tba  height 
Of  Ihy  own  mountain,'  act  to  keep 
Lone  vigila  through  the  hears  of  ateep, 
What  eye  can  look  upon  thy  shrine 
Ualroubled  at  the  sight? 


S    Uouat  Blghi,   that  Is,  the    < 


These  crowded  oCertngs  as  th^  taftnf 

In  sign  of  nkiaory  rcLieved 

Even  these,  witbout  intent  of  theirs, 

Keport  of  comfortless  despairs, 

any  a  deep  and  cureless  pang. 
And  confidence  deceired. 


On  mortal  sacconr,— all  who  e\sli 

pine,  of  human  hope  bereft, 
Nor  wish  Ibr  earthly  Mond. 

id  hence.  O  Virgin  Uother  mlMl 
Thongh  plenteous  flowers  aroand  thea 
t  only  from  the  dreary  Btrifc        [blow. 
Winter,  but  the  stonBa  of  life, 
Thee  bare  thy  Volnries  aptly  styled, 
Ladt  of  the  Snow. 

Even  for  the  Hau  who  stops  not  hers. 

Bat  down  th'  Irrignons  Talley  hies. 

Thy  very  name,  O  Lady !  flings, 

f'er  blooming  flelds  and  gushing  eprimts, 

.-  lender  sense  of  sbadowy  tear, 

And  duurtening  sympathicBl 


Nor  bila  that  Intermingling  shade 
munergladsomeneasnnklBd: 
utens  only  (o  requita 
gleams  of  ttvaher.  purer  Hght; 
WliUe,  o'er  the  flower^namell'd  gtada, 
Hore  sweetly  brealbea  Uie  wind. 

ut  on  I  — a  tempting  downward  wa^i 
Tcrdantpatb  before  OB  lies; 

Then  give  free  course  to  Joy  and  lore. 
Deeming  the  evil  of  the  day 
Sufficient  tor  the  Wiae. 


This  Church  was  almost  destroyed  bjr 
lightning  a  few  years  ago,  but  tlie  altnr 
and  the  image  of  the  Patran  Saint  ware 
nntonclied.    Tbe  MoiiDt,  upon  (ho  Bum* 

amid  (he  intricacies  of  tbe  Lake  of 
LugoDo;  aadlsfromshnndredpolata 
of  view,  Its  principal  omanuuit,  rising 
to  tbe  height  of  WOO  feet,  aad,  o>  ona 
side,  nearly  perpeniUcular.  The  aacent 
is  toilBome ;  uut  the  traveller  who  peip. 
forms  It  will  be  amply  rewarded.  3plen> 
did  l«rtl1ity,  rich  woods  and  daiallug 
waters,  seclusion   and  ci 


MEUOBIALS  OF  A  TOUB,  ETC. 


TieiT  ocmlraBtcd  with  ■OB-Itke  citmt  irf' 
pliluCadiaBinlathetkyiaDiKlilaaaiii, 

Inu  oppoBlw  quarter,  will)  ui  borizaii 
m  tho  Coltien  and  bnlilnst  Alps  —  unite 
In  i»iii[>D«Lnit  «  proBpect  more  diversi- 
fied by  maguiUiwaoe,  beiuity,  ftnd  tab- 
llniity,  ttian  perbaps  auy  otlieT  point  in 
Eanipe,  of  so  IticoDaldentile  tn  eler*- 


SiDk  (if  lliaa  mmt)  aa  heretoCnre. 

TninlpbDroui  boltan  MCrUo*, 

Od  Horeli>a  top,  on  Sinai,  delgn'd 
Tu  nsl  the  niUTersal  Lord : 
Whj  bap  the  fonntalns  trom  tbeir  oella 
Wbere everlsBling BoanCy  dwells?  — 
Tbit.  nblle  tbe  l>eatur«  Is  aoBlaln'd. 
Hts  God  naj  be  adored. 

cuts,  Ibnnlains,  rivers,  seseonn,  times, — 
Let  all  remind  tbe  sonl  of  Hoaien ; 
Onr  Black  deTotion  necde  Uiem  all; 
And  ralUi  —  ao  alt  of  sense  the  thrall, 
mile  she,  by  aid  of  fiiitnro,  ullmbs  — 
Hif  hope  to  be  (brgiTen. 

Olory,  aad  patriotic  Love, 

And  all  the  Pomps  of  this  tnU  "  spot 

Which  men  call  Earth,"  bate  yeam'd  to 

AsHKiate  wilb  tbe  siuiply  meek,      [seek, 

ReUgiOD  In  tho  salDtcd  grOTG, 

ADd  In  tbe  ballon'd  grot. 

ThUber,  in  time  of  adTerae  shocks, 
or  Dilating  hopes  and  backward  wills. 
Did  mlibty  Tell  repair  of  old,  — 
A  Hero  cast  In  Nature's  monld, 
ItetiTerer  of  tbe  stcadUiBt  rocka 
And  or  the  ancient  hills  I 

^•i  too,  oT  battle-martyrs  cblefl 
Who,  tn  recall  his  daauted  peers. 
For  TictoiT  shaped  an  open  space, 
Dy  gathering  with  a  wide  embrace. 
Into  his  BiDglo  breast,  a  sboaT 
or  Atal  Austrian  spears.* 


Dilsmanaer.  TheereiitiB 


uongltuut  Ibe  cooBtry. 


HlOH  on  her  ipecnlatlTe  tower 
Stood  Sdeiice,  waiting  for  tbe  bonr 
Wben  Bol  was  destined  to  eniluiv 
That  darkening  of  his  radiant  Ibee 
Wblcli  Superstition  slroTO  to  cbaMb 
ErewhUe,  wltb  rites  Impure. 

AHost  beneatb  Italian  skies. 
Through  regions  bir  as  rnradlas 
We  gaily  pass'd,  till  Katuro  wroogbt 
A  silent  and  aniook'd-lbr  change. 
That  obeck'd  the  desultoiy  range 
Of  Joy  and  sprlghUj'  Ibeugbt. 

Where'er  was  dipp'd  Hie  lolling  oar, 
The  waveB  danced  round  us  as  beforai 
As  lightly,  tbough  of  aller-d  bne, 
*Mid  recent  coolness,  inch  as  DMa 
At  noontide  (Vom  nmbiageuas  walla 
That  screen  the  morning  dew. 

No  vapour  stretchM  Its  wings ;  no  dond 
Cast  fitr  or  near  a  ma  Ay  Bhroud ; 
Tbe  sky  an  azote  Held  display'd-, 
Twas    sanlight   sheath'd    and    gentlj 

charmed. 
Of  an  Its  epaiUIng  rays  dlsum'd, 
Ajudaa  In  slumber  laid;  — 

Or  something  nigbt  and  day  betwerai. 
Like  moODHblnc,— but  tbe  hue  was  green; 
Still  mooiiBhine,  wllhODt  shadow,  spread 
On  jutUngrack,  and  cnrvM  shore. 
When  gaie<l  tbe  poaaant  from  Ma  door. 


It  tinged  the  Julian  steeps,  —It  lay, 
Lugano  I  on  thy  ample  bay ; 
The  solemnizing  veil  was  drawn 
O'er  Tinas,  terraces,  and  towers; 
To  Albogatio'p  olive  boweca, 
Foileua'a  verdant  lawn. 

But  Fancy  with  the  speed  of  flra 
Hath  past  to  Hllan's  loftiest  spire. 
And  there  alights  'mid  that  atrial  bos 
Ot  Figures  human  and  iliiine,' 


root  ot  11 


4  The  Statues  ranged  re 
and  along  tho  root  ■•  "•- 
Milan,  huve  been  fo 

tor  themaelvc 

'  liklKiiir.  ladirMoilslv  ill^^.  .^.^ 

beighttmed  tbe  general 


to  IB  unlVirtiin 


might  have 


,\^. 


(Kii^le 


WOBDSWOETH. 


Awe  sMckcD  Bhe  beholds  tb'  amy 
That  guards  the  Temple  nighl  and  day ; 
Angels  she  sees,  Iba[  migbt  firom  Heaven 

And  Virgin.BatntB,  who  not  in  raJn 
HuFe  slrivon  by  purity  lo  gain 
The  beatiflc  crown;  — 

See  long-drawn  fllee,  conCTotrlc  ribgs 
iiich  narrowing  above  each ;  —  the  wings, 
Tli'  upliRed  palms,  tbe  eitent  ma>1>le  lips, 
Tlie  awrry  lOne  ■  of  soTereIgn  belght;  — 
All  steep'd  In  (bis  porlentoas  ligbtl 
All  sulTrriag  dim  eclipse] 

Thus,  alter  Man  bad  fidlen,  (Ifangbt 

These  perishable  spheres  have  wrooght 
May  with  that  Issue  be  compared,) 
Throngs  of  (Celestial  visages, 
Darkening  liko  water  In  the  breeie, 
A  holy  sadness  shared. 

La  t  while  I  speak,  Ibe  laboaring  Snn 
nis  glad  deliveranee  has  begun: 
Tbe  cypress  waves  her  sombre  plnma 
More  cheerily ;  and  town  and  tower. 
The  vineyard  and  the  olive-bower, 
Their  lustre  re-assume  I 

O  Te,  who  guard  and  grace  my  home 
Willie  in  fat-distant  lands  we  roam, 
Wlut  countenanee  halb  thia  Day  pot  on 
for  you? 

While  me  look'd  round  with  ikvonr'd  eyes, 
Did  sullen  mists  hide  lake  and  ekies 
And  mountains  ftom  your  view? 


eOiecl  of  the  building ;  tbr,  seen  flron 
nound,  the  StaCncs  appear  diminii 
But  the  coun-a-ocil,  from  the  best  point  of 
view,  whieb  Is  balf-way  up  the  spire, 
must  Bti'ike  uD  unprejuiflceif  person  wIEb 
luimlratlan.  It  was  with  great  plaaanre 
tbU  I  saw,  daring  the  (wo  ascents  which 
we  made,  several  children,  of  different 
ages,  tripping  np  and  dowa  tbe  blender 
spire,  and  ponsinK  lo  look  aronnd  them, 
wlCb  feelings  much  more  animated  than 
ronld  have  been  derived  fyoni  these  or 
the  finest  wovka  of  art,  IT  plarvd  within 


S.vo  tbe  Alps  on  o: 
her  the  Apennines 


highest  circle  of  figures  Is 


it  melaiUc  Btara. 


Or  was  it  given  yon  to  bebold 
Like  visloD,  pensive  though  not  cold. 
Pram  the  smooth  braaet  of  gay  Winan- 
Saw  ye  tbe  soft  yet  awful  veil  [demunf 
Spread  over  Grasmere'fl  lovely  dale, 
Qelvellyn's  lirow  severe  ? 

I  ask  in  vain,  —and  know  &r  leas 
If  Biukneas.  sorrow,  or  distress 
Bave  spared  my  dwelling  Co  thie  honr; 
"  idbllndneeal  but  ordain'd  to  piwe 
Oor  tklth  Id  Heaven's  Dnfidilng  love 
And  Bll-coatrolling  power.' 


How  blest  (he  Maid  whose  beort,  yet  tram 
From  Love's  nueasy  soveraigoQ-, 

I  with  a  fancy  running  high, 
Her  simple  cares  to  mognUy ; 
Whom  Labour,  never  urged  (o  toil, 
Ha(h  cberish'd  on  a  bealthltil  hoU; 
Wholuiowsnotpamp,wbo  heeds  not  pelf; 
Whose  heaviest  Bin  it  is  lo  look 

nee  upon  her  pretty  Self  . 

Bedecled  In  some  crystal  brook ;       (tear 
Whom  grief  lialh  spared;  who  aheda  no 
But  ID  sweet  pity;  and  can  hear 
Another's  praise  from  envy  clear. 

Snch  (but,  O  lavish  Kature  I  why 
That  dark  unttithomable  eye. 
Where  lurks  a  Spirit  that  repUes 
To  stillest  mood  of  sollest  skies, 
Tet  hints  at  peace  to  be  o'erlbrown. 
Another's  flriit,  and  then  her  own?)— 

haply,  you  Italian  Maid. 
Our  Lady's  laggard  VoCaress, 
Halting  beneath  the  chestnut  shade 
To  ancomplish  there  her  loveliness  : 


^aidm 


Sister  serves  with  slacker  hand ; 
Then,  glittering  like  a  star,  she  Joins  Iha 
festal  band. 


-       ^-  ofit.  111  'Ac  Reerrai 

of  CAruriuphcrAorEA,  "wedonot  heaiute 
lu  pronounce  The  Saipieof  tki.  Sun  oueoT 
the  finest  lyrical  enieious  of  combined 
Ibought.  paBaion,sontlmcut,aoil  imagery 
witbia  the  whole  compass  oiT  poetry." 


i.i(KH^ie 


UE1I0BIA.LS  OF  A  TOUR,  ETC. 


Td'  Hkltetiam  Girl,  who  d«ll7  tnTM, 
Id  her  light  skiff,  the  tMelBg  wavei, 
Aod  quill  the  boBom  of  tbedeep 
Onlf  10  climb  the  rugged  ttet^  I  — 
Sit  whence  that  modnlMed  ihoutl 
From  Vood-D^miili  of  Dlwui'f  Uuvdx? 
Or  doo  Ibe  greeting  to  a  rout 
Of  tlddf  Baochaiul5  beloog  ? 
Joblliuit  OQicTT  1  rock  and  gUde 
BnaoDded,  —  but  tbe  Tokw  obey'd 
Tbe  brvath  of  an  Helvetian  Kaid. 

Her  beauly  daxzlcB  tbe  thick  woodi 

Her  courage  auimnteB  the  Boot ; 

Btt  Oept  Ui>  elastic  greeu-swanl  mecia 

B«tiinilng  nnreluctanl  sceets ; 

The  raoDntaluB  (as  ye  heard)  rejoice 

Alow],  salatedby  her  voice  I 

Blithe  paragon  of  Alpine  grace, 

Be  as  thou  art ;  A)r  through  Ibf  vein* 

Tbe  bloo<l  of  Heroes  runs  its  racel 

And  nobly  wilt  (hoa  brook  the  chaina 

nut,  for  Uie  virtooaa,  Lite  prepares; 

The  fetters  which  the  Uatron  wesra; 

The  patriot  Mother's  weight  of  anxiou 

"Sweet HloHLAKDQIrll  aTerrabowi 

Of  beanty  waa  tby  earthly  dower," 
When  Ibou  didst  flit  t>eR>re  mine  eyes, 
Gij  Vlsioa  under  sullen  skies, 
ttbile  Hope  and  Ix>ve  around  thee  play*d, 
Kair  the  rough  falls  oflnversneydl 

Ko  breach  o(  promise  in  the  fruit? 
W«a  joy,  in  following  Joy,  aa  keen 
As  ^ef  can  be  In  grlera  pnrsnlt? 
When  yoath  had  flown  did  hope  still  bleBB 
Thy  goings,  —  or  the  oheerfolnesa 
WhuMcence  survive  to  mitigate  distiess? 

BoC  from  onr  course  why  turn,  to  tread 
A  way  with  shadows  overspread ; 
Where  what  we  gladliest  wonld  bellere 
li  ftar-d  Hs  what  may  most  deceisB? 
Blight  Spirit,  notwith  amaranth  crows'd 
But  heath-bells  from  thy  native  groond, 
Time  cannot  thin  tby  flowing  hair. 
Nor  take  one  ray  of  light  from  Thee; 
fm  in  my  Fancy  thou  dost  share 
The  gift  oT  Immortality  1 
Anil  there  shall  bloom,  with  Thee  allied. 

T  See. the  poem  7b  a  BigMand  OiH, 


Hie  Votaieu  by  Logano'i  side; 
And  that  Intrepid  Mymph  on  Uri'i  Weep 
descried  I 


Hia  Youth  whose  death  gave  ocuslon 
to  these  elwlBo  verses  was  Pt«ilerick  Wli. 
llam   Goddard,  from   Boston    in   North 

Lmerlca-    He  was  in  his  twentieth  year, 

nd  had  resided  fiir  some  time  witli 
clergyman  in   the  neigh bourhood  or 

ienevn  fur  the  com|>1ctiau  of  bin  eilaca- 


istenlng  to  Join  our  partr.  Hie  travel- 
re,  ntler  spending  a  ilnv  togeUicr  on  tlie 
od  from  ilerne  and  Boleure,  look  len  vo 
each  other  at  night,  the  young  ni.-n 
Lving  Intended  to  proceed  direvllv  to 
-jrich.  WenscGDdeiflhclClghl  together; 
and  separalei)  at  an  hour  and  on  a  spot 
— ,1  .„,...■  ..  .t.  pirting  of  those  who 
*" "  had  hoped  to 


iss  tour  when  It  was  his  i 
II  in  with  a  IVieiiil  of  m 


ethin]  aueroeillng  day  (Ihejlstof  An| 
t)  Mr.  Uoildard  uertaheil,  being  oversi 
. . 'elaSeofZi 


In  a  boat  while  crui 

Ldix'd  by  the  Bound  of  pastoral  1k.'1Ib, 
Kude  Nature's  Pilgrims  did  wa  go, 
From  the  dread  enmmlt  of  the  Qiieeo 
Of  mountains,*  through  a  deep  ravine. 
Where,  in  her  holy  chapel,  dwells 
"  Our  Lady  of  the  3now.' 

Thesky  was  bine,  the  air  was  mild; 
Free  were  the  streams  and  green  the  bnw. 
As  iC  to  rough  aasaulta  unknown,     [ers; 
The  genial  spot  had  tvtr  shown 
A  oonntenaDce  that  as  sweetly  sniiicd,  — 


And  we  were  gay,  our  hearts  at  ease ; 
With  pleasnre  dancing  through  the  frame 
Weioumey'd;  nil  we  knew  of  cai-e,— 
Our  path  that  straggled  hero  and  there; 
ouble,— butthe  fluttering  breeie; 
Of  Winter, —but  a  name. 

'eslght  oonld  have  rent  the  veil 
Of  three  short  days,— but  hush— no  morel 
Calm  Is  the  grave,  and  calmer  none 
Than  that  to  which  thy  cares  are  gone, 
Thoo  victim  of  the  stonny  gale ; 
Asleep  on  ZamcB'B  shore  I 


8   The  iatin  name,  iiffi    .  __ ,  __ 

Italian  Sfount  BigM,  signifies  Queeu  o 


II,  in 


i.i(KH^ie 
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OGoDDABDt  whatarttbou?— an&me,— 
A  iDabeam  bllovM  by  s  ehsile  I 
Nor  marc,  for  aught  that  time  supiilies, 
The  great,  th'  experienced,  anil  the  wise : 
Too  much  trom  tbis  rmil  Earth  we  claim. 
And  therefore  are  betray'd. 

We  met,  while  ttttlie  mirth  ran  wild. 
Where,  trom  a  deep  lake's  mltrhty  nm. 
Forth  slips,  like  ao  eon-aDcbised  slave, 
A  sea-green  river,  proud  to  lave, 
With  current  swIR  and  andeAled, 
The  towers  of  old  IjUCEBKB. 

We  parted  upon  solemn  groniid 
far-Uflcd  towards  th'  nnDuUog  sky ; 
Bat  all  oar  thonghls  were  then  of  Earth, 
That  give*  to  common  pleae  are*  binh; 

Ana  nothing  in  onr  hoarlB  we  found 
TtiM  prompted  even  a  algh. 

Fetch,  eympalhising  Powers  of  air, 
Fetch,  ye  that  post  o'er  seas  and  landa. 
Herbs  molelen'd  by  Virginian  dew. 


BeloT'rt  by  OTery  gentle  Mose 
Ho  left  his  TranBallantic  home ; 
Enrope,  a  realised  romance, 
Hudopen'i)  ouhii  eager  glance; 
What  present  bllBs  I  what  golden  views  t 
What  stores  for  years  to  come  i 

Tho' lodged  within  DO  ylgoroug  i^ame. 
Hie  eoni  hei  daily  tasks  renew 'd, 
Blithe  as  the  lark  on  Bim-gllt  wings 
High  poised, — or  as  the  wren  that  sings 
Id  shady  plaoea,  to  proclaim 
Her  modest  grallCade. 


Not  vain  Is  iadty-nttcr'd  praise ; 
The  words  of  tmth's  mcmoplal  vow 
Are  Bwoet  as  morning  fragrance  shed 
From  flowers  "mid  Goi-D  Air  a  rains  *  brad  { 
As  evenlBg'a  KtDdly.lingerfng  laja. 
On  Bioara  silent  brow. 

Lamented  Youth  1  Co  thy  cold  clajr 
Fit  obsequies  the  Stranger  paid ; 
And  plec;  shall  gnuni  the  Stone 
Which  hath  not  left  the  spot  unknown 
Where  the  wild  waves  reslgn'd  their  prey, 
l»a(  which  roarka  thy  bod." 

Ahd,  when  thy  Mother  weeps  fbr  Thee. 

Vonthl  a  solitary  Mother  1 
This  tribnte  ttom  a  casual  Friend 


h  oonld  be 

neaewi  as  weu  as  to  the  Uv- 

a  handsome  mural  mono- 

in  the  church  of  KUsnaeht, 

recording  the  death  of  the  yoang  Amerl. 

— I,  and  also  sot  an  insurlptioa  oa  the 

ire  of  the  lake,  poiatiog  out  the  apot 


here  expressed  w 
It  the  alDlcted  Mother  foltw 


who  visited  Europe  some  yean  a 
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I  fXnB,  ye  Uttle  noisy  Crew, 
Sot  long  your  pastime  to  prevent; 
I  heard  the  blessing  which  M  yea 
Our  common  Friend  and  Father  sen 
I  klBs'd  hU  cheek  before  be  died ; 
And,  when  his  breath  was  Bed, 
Irntsed,  while  kneeling  by  hie  slOe, 
His  liaud :— it  dropp'd  like  le.td. 


Tour  bands,  dear  Llttle^ones,  do  all 
TTiat  can  be  done,  will  never  foil 
Like  bis  till  thsy  are  dead. 
By  night  or  day  blow  foni  or  foir. 
Ne'er  will  the  best  of  ail  your  t™in 
Pby  with  the  locks  of  hia  white  hair. 
Or  stand  between  his  knees  ngnln. 

Here  did  he  sit  conflned  for  hoars; 
But  he  could  see  the  woods  and  plains. 
Could  hear  the  wind  and  mark  the  sbowMW 


UKH^ie 
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Come  Btnuninir  down   Um  iIibwIiii 
paoes.  (mmnd 

Now  sCretcta'd  beneUh  taia  giM»-^l«mi 
H«  reita  a  prlMmer  of  Uie  bkmuhI. 
He  loved  the  breathing  air, 
Be  LoTed  the  San,  but  if  it  rise 

Bringa  not  a  moment's  caw. 
Alaa !  what  idle  wards ;  but  taks 
The  Dlq^e  whicb,  for  our  Maate[*g  uka 
And  joqra,  Tove  prompted  me  to  mftke. 
Tlie  rhTDBes  bo  tiomelf  in  attire 
ff  JIh  learnM  em  ma;  111  agree. 
Bnt  cbanted  b;  jonr  Oii>lia"  Qoim 
Will  make  a  touchiog  meli>dr.. 


Mocmii.ShepheTd.aeartbyDldKreTMoiiei 
Tliaa  Angler,  by  like  ailent  flood ; 
And  mourn  when  thoa  art  all  atone, 
TbOD  Woodman,  In  the  distant  woodl 

TbOD  one  blind  Sailor,  rich  In  ]d7 
Thongh  blind,  thyCunea  IneadnesB  bam; 
And  monm,  thou  poor  half-witted  Boyl 
Bom  deaf,  and  living  deaf  and  dumb. 


Tby  infiincy  wUh  beaTenly  tralb. 

Te  atriplings,  light  of  heart  and  gay, 
Bold  eeltlers  on  some  foreign  shore. 
Give,  when  yonr  thoughts  are  tnm'd  thla 
A  Bigh  to  him  whom  we  deplore-      [way. 

For  UB  who  hen3  in  fttnecal  etrain 
With  one  ae<»td  onr  voicea  raiee, 
Let  >oiTi>w  overcharged  with  pain 
Be  lost  in  thaokftilness  and  praise. 

And  wiien  onr  heaite  shall  fMI  a  rtfog 
Jnna  fU  we  meet  or  good  we  mies. 
Hay  touehes  of  bis  memory  bring 
had  healing,  lite  a  mother's  kiss.  (ITse. 


IJnotbBehli  pulse  halheeaeed  Co 
fint  beneSts,  bin  ^ft,  we  trace. 
Kxpresa'd  In  every  eye  we  meet 
Boud  lUi  dear  Tale,  Ma  nattve  pli 


To  Malely  Ball  Md  Cottage  nuU 
Flow'd  ftom  his  life  wbat  aUII  ttwy  bold, 
Light  pleasDrea.  every  day.  raoew'd; 


O  tmeof  heart,  of  spirit  gay  1 
TTiy  faalls,  where  not  already  gone 
Ftom  memcKy,  prolong  ^eir  nay 
For  charity's  sweet  sake  alone. 

And  what  beyond  Uiis  thought  wb  crave 
ConiBe  Id  the  proTniae  from  the  Cross, 
Shining  upon  thy  h^py  grave.' 


Sheep-boy  whistled  load,  and,  lo  I 
That  Instant,  startled  by  the  shock, 
The  Buizard  mounted  from  the  rock 
Deliberate  and  slow : 
Lord  of  Che  air,  he  took  bis  flight; 
O,  could  he  on  that  woM  night 
Have  lent  his  wing,  my  Brother  dear. 
For  one  poor  moment's  apace  to  Thee, 
And  all  who  etmggled  with  the  Sea, 
When  safety  was  so  near  [ 

ThuB  In  the  wealraees  of  my  heart 

I  epoke.  (bnt  let  tbat  pang  be  still,) 

When  rteing  from  the  rock  at  will, 

I  saw  the  Bird  depart. 

And  let  me  calmly  blCSB  the  Power 

That  meets  me  In  this  unknown  Flower, 

Affecting  type  of  him  I  mourn ! 

With  calmness  saser  tuid  beUeve, 

And  grieve,  and  know  that  1  must  grieve, 

Not  (dieerleea,  tiiough  tbrlom. 

Here  did  wB  stop ;  and  here  lookM  ronnd 
While  each  into  himself  descends,' 
For  that  last  thought  of  parting  Fliends 

That  la  not  Co  be  fonnd- 


_  .,  The  Tiro  Apr. 
I^nmlam.  Sec  pages 
1    The  point  -  '"-■ 


or  three  yar*  be- 


ihichn  horse  may  pass  to  Pater. 
ridge  of  Holveilyn  ~  ■■-"  '-" 
lummit  of  Fairfield  < 
'a  yota,  ISU. 


laid  on  the  right. 
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EshBut'S  delight, 


Anahehatbfecllnsoradiif 
or  bleiaeilnesB  to  cmnc. 

Fnll  soon  In  Borroir  did  I  we«p, 

Taught  that  the  mntURl  hope  was  duet,- 

In  sorrow,  but  for  higher  trust. 

How  mieerabl)'  deep  I 

AU  THniBh'd  in  a  Elngle  word, 

A  breath,  a  sonnd,  and  Bcarcelir  heard. 

Baa—  Ship — dro  wn'd — Shipwreck — so : 


,  (he  good,  w 


The  nioek,  the  bravi 
He  who  had  been  our  living  John 
Wbb  nothing  bat  a  name- 
That  wae  Indeed  a  parting  I   O, 
Glad  am  I,  glad  that  it  is  paetl 
For  Uiere  were  some  on  vbom  It  cast 
Unntterablc  woe. 
But  ibej  ae  well  oi 


ISO,  then 


topaine 


■.B  hero  I  feel  it.  eren  thja  Plant  ■ 
Is  in  its  beauty  minietrant 
To  comfort  and  to  peace. 


luldhi 


Ithym 


grace. 

nicefeFlowert  ToHimlwonldhavesBid 
"  It  grows  npon  Its  natire  bed 
Beside  onr  Parting-place; 
There,  cleaving  to  the  gronnd,  It  lies 
With  multitude  of  purple  eyes. 
8pangling  a  cueblon  green  like  moas; 
But  we  will  Bee  it,  JoyfUl  tidel 


The 


wiUw 


3  The  plant  al 
Campton.  This  n 
scnrce  in  England 

Scotland.    TheQr 


uded  to  la  the  Mose 
ost  beantltHi!  plant  ii 
though  it  Is  Ibund  ic 


eight  Inches  tn  diameter,  and  the  i 

ptvpoFlioniibly  thick. 


Long  u  these  mighty  rocki  eciliii*,  — 
O,  do  not  Thou  t«o  fondly  brood, 
Allhongbdeeerrlngof  all  good. 
On  any  earthly  hope,  howerer 


[ISOS. 


vspaper 


[Coroporad  at  Graemere,  during  s  w 
one  Evening,  alter  a  stormy  day 
Author  having  ju9t  read  In  n  Ncwsp 

that  the  dissolution  of  Mr.  Fox   

hourly  expected.] 

LoDD  is  the  Valel  the  Voioe  is  up 

With  which  she  speaks  when  storms  nm 

A  mlghly  unison  of  streame  I  [gone. 

Of  all  her  Voices,  One  I 

Lend  is  the  Vale ;  —  tbis  inland  Depth 

In  peace  is  roaring  like  the  Sea ; 

Ton  star  upon  the  mouDtaln-lop 

Is  Uatening  quietly. 

Sad  wai  I,  even  to  paio  deprest. 

ImpdrtonatB  and  heavy  load  I 

The  Comforter  hath  found  me  hers, 

Upon  this  lonely  road ; 

And  many  thousands  now  uro  sad.  — 

Walt  the  fuldlmeut  of  their  fear; 

For  he  must  <Ue  who  is  their  stay. 

Their  glory  disappear. 

A  Power  Is  puBlog  iVom  the  Earth 

To  breathless  Nature's  dark  nhysH ; 

Bat  when  the  great  and  good  depart 

What  is  11  more  than  this,— 


r  oelebratca  the 


4  The  poet  repeatedly  & 
virtues  and  the  sail  rteaih  o 
John.  In  a  letter  lo  his  Mend  SirUenrge 
Beaumont,  dated  March  12,  ISM,  ho  luiibes 
the  following  reflecltons,  surteil  hy  tl^at 
event:  **Why  have  we  sympnthiee  Mot 
make  the  best  of  us  so  ai>«id  of  inlUrt. 
ing  i>ain  and  sorrow,  which  yet  wc  ace 
dealt  about  eo  luviehlr  hy  the  aupreme 
Govemoi?  Why  should  our  notions  of 
right  towards  cadi  other,  and  to  nu  sea- 
tient  Iwin^  wllhin  our  laBueooe,  dinr 
BO  widely  fhim  what  appears  to  be  His 
notion  and  role,  if  evenrfiing  were  to  end 
hint  Would  it  not  be  blasphemy  to  s» 
that,  upon  tlic  supposition  of  the  think. 

wemay  be  to  Hie  Cans ■" 


iugprlr 


!r  of  tt 


■eof  U 


relu 


'e  than  He  has  ?    The  thought  Is 

-  ■  ■■-'  -et  how  to  get  rid  of  it, 

BuppoBlIion  of  anolhtr 

1,  1  do  not  see.    As  to 


my  departed  lirotirer,w 


slllile 


nee  pure  among  many  Imparts." 


UKH^IC 
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At  nowdfop  on  u  inDuiITi  gntrt. 
Or  IU7  hearing  irlth  Ou)  ware 
That  feeda  It  and  ileftends ; 

Teiper,  ere  tbo  tUa  batb  Uu'd 


(JiUnnHJ  loOrO.B.  B.  «p<m  Ou  dnU 

OEOHadirsel    Bnt  why  complain  ? 

AH  rattier  a  trlnmpliBl  strain 

Wlien  Fbrmor's  race  is  mn ; 

i,  gtrland  of  Imnwrtal  bon^u 

To  tnlns  BTDQDd  tlw  Christlan'e  browa, 

Whow  glorloDB  work  is  done. 

Vepay  a  hl^  andboly  debt; 
Ko  tears  of  paBBtonite  regret 
Hull  elaln  Ihia  votiTe  lay : 
ni-woitlir,  Beaumontl  were  the  grief 
ni9l  lllngB  iteeir  on  wild  relief 
When  Balnta  have  paaa'd  awBf. 

UA  ioma,  at  Sorrov'B  ahriiie  to  kneel. 

For  erer  covetous  to  Iteel, 

Anil  impotent  to  bear  I 

Buch  once  waa  hera, — to  think  and  think 


Faith  had  rellned;  anil  to  her  heart 

A  peicefnl  cradle  given : 

Cabs  u  the  dew-drop'a,  free  to  reet 


Pale  waa  her  bae;  yet  mortal  obeek 
Ne'er  kindled  with  a  livelier  atreak 
When  anght  had  mBer'd  wrong,  — 
Wben  aught  that  ttreathea  had  felt  a 

wonnd; 
Bach  look  th'  Oppressor  might  conibnad, 
However  proud  and  strong. 

But  bnsh'd  by  every  Ibongbl  that  springs 
Frm  oat  the  hittemesa  of  things; 
Berqniet  is  secure; 
Nothomacan  pierce  her  tender  Ibet, 
Wboee  life  nas,  like  Ibe  violet,  atreet, 
ABclimljingJaBQiine,  pure; 


That  from  the  vale  ascends. 

Thon  takeat  not  away,  O  Death  I 

Thod  Btrikeat, — aijaence  perlsheth. 

Indifference  is  no  more ; 

The  fnture  brigbleas  on  our  sight; 

For  un  the  past  hath  fallen  a  light 

That  tampta  us  to  adore.*  [laH. 


Whwt  flrst,  descending  (Vom  the  mooi- 

I  law  tbe  Stream  of  Tarrow  glide 

Along  a  bare  and  open  valley, 

The  ElCrick  Shepherd  was  my  guide.* 

I  last  along  Its  banka  I  wander'd. 
Tbro'  groree  that  bad  begun  to  shed 
Their  golden  leaves  upon  the  pathwayi, 

lepB  theBorder-minstroUed.' 
The  mighty  Hinatrel  breathes  no  longer, 
'Hid  mouldering  ruins  low  be  lies ; ' 
And  death  upon  Iho  braea  of  Yarrow 
Has  closed  the  Shephcrd-poct'a  eyes:' 


S    Thta  lady  [Mra.  Frances  Fennor]  had 


which  his  dench  c: 

in  this  poem,  b 

—  " — by  the -, 

have  been,  t 


described 

■u  tills  iiuoiu,  UUL  -no  cubllnEd  lu  COOTSS 

Of  time  by  the  sBvngth  of  her  religious 


edgod  with  gratitude  1^"  her  nearest  rela- 


T  touched  In  her  li 


a  Ugncy  of  £100  ae  a  token 


dl'i^' 


In  November,  I83.\ 


Ettrick  Shepherd," 


WOROaWORTH. 


Not  has  (be  iDlUng  jeu  twiee  ■fared, 
From  sign  to  sign,  Its  lUadfast  conm, 
SiDce  every  mortal  power  of  Coleridge 
Wu  ftmen  at  its  matvelloos  soarce ;  ■ 

The  npt  One,  of  the  godlike  forefaesd. 
The  bcaven-eyedcreatnTe  sleeps  in  earth: 
And  Lamb,  the  frolle  and  the  gentle. 
Has  vanlah'd  ftom  his  lonely  hearth.' 

Like  clouds  that  rake  tl 


Or  waiea  that  own  do  carblng  hand, 

How  fast  has  brother  Rllow'd  brother 
JTrom  simahine  to  the  BnnleBS  land  I 

Tet  I,  whose  lids  from  inlhnt  alnmber 
Were  earlier  ralseil,  remain  to  henr 
A  (Imld  Tolce,  that  asks  la  whiqiers, 
"  Who  next  will  drop  and  disappear  ?" 

Our  huDghly  life  is  crown'd  with  doA- 

J.ike  London  with  Its  own  black  wreath. 


1    Samnel  Taylor  Coleridge  died  Jnly 
SB,  1834. 
3   Cbades  Lamb  died  Dec  27, 1831. 


On  which  wiUi  thee,    O  Crabbel   tor 

looklBg; 
I  gazed  from  Hampatead^a  breezy  heat 
As  if  bat  yesterday  ileparted. 
Thou  too  art  gone  before ;  ■  bat  why. 
O'er  ripe  mat,  Beaaooably  gatber*!! 
Should  frail  sarrivon  hesTO  ■  sigh? 


ofoldro 

For  slanghter'd  Tonth  mr  lore-lMn  Maid  I 
With  sharper  grief  is  farrow  smitten. 
And  Ettrlck  mourns  with  her  their  Poet 
dead.'  [Nov.,  IIBS. 


3  The  Eev.  George  Crabbe  died  Feb. 
3,  1832. 

4  Alluding  to  Mrs.  Felicia  HRmft□^ 
who  died  Uay  18,  IBM. 

pore,  immediately  nfler  reading  a  notice 
of  the  Ettrlck  Shepherd's  deiAh,  la  the 
Newcastle  paper,  to  the  EdHor  of  which 
Isent  a  copy  for  pablicatioB.  The  pcgn- 
sons  lamented  In  these  veraea  were  ail 
either  of  my  fiiends  or  acqaaiDtancea.  — 
Autlior'i  W)M».  1813. 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS, 

8U0QB3TED   BY   A   PICTURE    OF  PEELE   CABTLE,   IK   A    STOBl^ 
PAINTED   BT  SIR  GEOBGE   BEAUMONT. 

I  WAS  thy  neighbour  once,  thou  rugged  Pile! 
Four  summer  weeks  I  dwelt  in  sight  of  thee: 
I  saw  thee  every  day ;  and  all  the  while 
Thy  Form  was  sleeping  on  a  glassy  sea. 

So  pare  the  sky,  so  quiet  was  the  air! 
So  Uke,  so  very  like,  was  day  to  day ! 
Whene'er  I  look'd,  thy  Image  still  was  there; 
It  trembled,  but  it  never  pasa'd  away. 

How  perfect  was  the  calm  1  it  seem'd  no  sleep ; 
No  mood,  which  season  takes  away,  or  brings: 
I  coald  have  fancied  that  the  migiity  Deep 
Was  even  the  gentlest  of  aU  gentle  Things. 


Ahl  THEN,  if  mine  had  been  the  Painter's  huid. 
To  express  what  then  I  saw ;  and  add  the  gleam. 
The  light  that  never  was,  on  sea  or  land. 
The  consecration,  and  the  Poet's  dream ; 
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I  would  have  planted  tbee,  thoa  lunry  Pile 
Amid  a  world  how  diScrent  £rom  this ! 
Beside  a  eea  that  could  not  cease  to  smile; 
On  tranquil  land,  beneath  a  sky  of  bliss. 

Thoa  shoaldst  have  seeni'd  a  treasnre-honae  divine 
Of  peaceful  years;  a  chronicle  of  HeavcQ;  — 
Of  all  the  Bonbeaios  that  did  ever  shine 
The  very  sweetest  had  to  thee  been  given. 

A  Picture  had  it  been  of  lasting  eas^ 
Elysian  qniet,  withont  toil  or  strife ; 
No  motion  bnt  the  moving  tide,  a  breeze. 
Or  merely  silent  Nature's  breathing  life. 

Such,  in  the  fond  illuaion  of  my  heart. 
Such  Picture  would  I  at  that  tmie  have  made; 
And  seen  the  soul  of  truth  ia  every  part, 
A  steadfast  peace  that  might  not  lie  uetray'd. 

So  once  it  wonld  have  been,  —  'tis  so  no  more ; 

I  have  submitted  to  a  now  control: 

A  power  is  gone,  which  nothing  can  restore; 

A  deep  distress  hath  hnmanised  my  SoaL* 

Not  for  a  moment  could  I  now  behold 

A  smiling  aea,  and  be  what  I  have  been  : 

The  feeling  of  my  loss  will  ne'er  be  old; 

This,  whicn  I  know,  I  speak  with  mind  serene. 

Then,  Beaomont,  Friend  I  who  would  have  been  the  Friend, 

If  he  had  lived,  of  Him  whom  I  deplore, 

This  work  of  thine  I  blame  not,  but  commend; 

This  Bea  in  anger,  and  that  dismal  shore. 

0,  'tis  a  passionate  Work  I — yet  wise  and  well. 

Well  chosen  is  the  spirit  that  is  hero ; 

That  Hulk  which  labours  in  tho  deadly  swell. 

This  rueful  sky,  this  pageantry  of  fear  1 

And  this  huge  Castle,  Btanding  here  snblime, 

I  love  to  see  the  look  with  which  it  braves, 

Cosed  in  th'  nnfeeling  armour  of  old  time. 

The  lightning,  the  fierce  wind,  and  trampling  waves. 

t  Tlin>iiaboi]ttbla[ilece,u&lD,  tbe  feelineappermoatlnlhepoct'emhidiiaarroir 
■t  at  dn£  orhis  broOier.  In  ona  of  hia  aamracr  yacationa  while  In  cmUcie.  be  bad 
■peat faor  week*  In  tbe  ntiLghbourhoodof  Peple  C^Uc;  and  nil  that  time  ilia  wnKn 
&d  mukined  perfectly  nnrnflled  and  smooth,  never  oeaflina  to  image  in  their  dcplhl 
Dm CiMIa  standing  neuTi  andnowapirtoreof  the  place,  witli  the  ueaheavlnK  iiniler 
•BlglayBtomi,— the  same  eea  which  had  been  BO  calm  nndstiU.thatitBeeiued  to  hi  ID 
"HMnntleMorall  gentleXhinw,"— only  reminds  him  of  his  l>roUier'a  fltU^uid, 
ftoM  tka  flerea  oooCFUt.  impreaaes  him  with  a  deeper  eeaee  of  the  terriblo  might 
wkkhludalambondao  (weeUy  beC>i«  his  eye. 


)  W0BD8W0BTH. 

Farevell,  farewell  the  heart  that  Hvee  alone, 
Houaed  in  a  dream,  at  distance  from  the  Kind! 
Such  happiness,  wherever  it  he  known. 
Is  to  be  pitied;  for  'tis  sarely  blind. 

Bnt  welcome  fortitude,  and  patient  cheer. 
And  frequent  sights  of  what  is  to  bo  borne  I 
Such  sights,  or  worse,  as  are  before  me  here.  — - 
Not  without  hope  we  suffer  and  we  mourn.* 


WEITTEN  iFTER  THE  DEATH  OF  CHARLES 
LAMB.' 

To  a  good  Man  of  most  dear  memory 
This  Stone  is  sacred.    Here  ho  lies  apart 
From  the  great  city  where  he  first  drew  breath. 
Was  rear'd  and  taught ;  and  humbly  eam'd  his  bread. 
To  the  strict  labours  of  the  mercbant'a  desk 
By  duty  chain'd.    Not  seldom  did  those  tasks 
Tease,  and  the  thought  of  time  so  spent  depress. 
His  spirit,  but  the  recompense  was  nigh,  — . 
Firm  Indcpendenee,  Bounty's  rightfiil  sire ; 
Affections,  warm  aa  snnahine,  free  as  air ; 
And,  when  the  precious  hours  of  leisure  came. 
Knowledge  and  wisdom,  gain'd  from  converse  sweet 
With  IxH^s,  or  while  he  ranged  the  crowded  streets 

T  This  iaianl;  regarded  as  one  of  tho  antliot's  notileet  and  moBt  cbaraotDriMio 
pleoee.  Hardlr  any  of  ttiem  has  been  oftoiier  qnoted,  or  drawn  forth  more  or 
Btronser  notes  of  admiration.  Perhape  the  hlgbcr  function  of  Foetrr  lias  neTor 
been  IfCtter  expreaaed  tbao  In  the  laet  halt  of  llie  fonrtb  BCaazB.  Tbe  aoUioi^ 
priv.ite  correBiiODdeDce  at  the  time  ebons  that  the  ehapiiis  and  informing  apiiil 
oT  the  piece  vae  not  a  thing-  assumed  for  any  pnrnoso  of  art.  In  a  letter  la  m 
Aienii.aatsd  Manh  lu,  1805,  lie  wrotu  as  follows^  "For  myself,  1  Rxl  (hat  Uien 
leBomcthiagcutDHtor  my  lira  which  cannot  he  reaCorod-  1  never  tboi1«1it  oT  hha 
iHitwltb  hap«and  delisht :  we  looked  forward  to  the  timo,  not  diatant,  as  w«  tkoacht, 
when  he  would  aettlo  near  QB,  when  the  task  of  his  lite  would  beoTer.and  ha  would 
have  nothlns  to  do  bnt  reap  his  reward.  I  never  wrolit  a  line  without  a  thongM  of 
ll4  Biving  him  ptoaBure;  mv  wrIUnga,  printed  and  manuHartpC.  were  his  dulght, 
niHlonoof  thochlefsolBmaofhlslongvoyngeB.  ButI  wlUnotbecaatdowni  wora 
It  only  (br  hla  Bake,  I  wiU  not  be  dtjectcd :  and  I  bope,  when  1  sball  be  able  to  Udnk 
of  him  with  a  calmer  mind,  that  the  remembrance  of  him  dead  wiU  even  animate  me 
more  than  the  joy  which  Ihad  Id  blm  living." 

8  Light  will  t>e  thrown  upon  the  tragic  clicuraetance  atlnded  to  in  this  poem, 
when,  alter  the  death  of  Cliailes  Lamb's  Sii(«r,  hia  biographer,  Mr.  Sergsant  Tal- 
fburd,  shall  be  at  liberty  to  relato  partlcnlars  which  could  not,  at  tbe  time  hla  Me- 
moir waa  written,  be  given  to  the  nnullR.  Hary  Lamb  was  ten  years  older  than  her 
brother,  and  haa  earvlved  him  as  long  a  time.  Were  I  logive  way  to  niyown  Ai^ 
Ings,  I  Bhonld  dweU  not  only  on  her  fcniiis  and  intellectnal  power,  but  npan  tiM 
delicacy  anil  rcflnement  of  manner  which  abe  matntalneil  inviolable  under  the  mMl 
trying  circuraatanceB.  She  wiie  loveil  and  honoured  by  all  her  broUier'a  frleadt; 
and  others,  some  of  thorn  strange  characteTe,  whom  his  phUantbropIo  pecullarlttea 
Indncod  him  to  countenance.  The  donth  of  Charles  Lamb  bimsecf  was  donbtleM 
hastened  by  his  sorroiv  for  that  of  Coleridge,  to  whom  he  had  been  Rttoclied  tram 
the  lime  of^thelr  being  school-fellows  nt  Christ's  Hospital,  Lamb  was  a  good  Latin 
scholar,  and  probably  would  have  gone  to  collepe  nponona  of  these*- — ' ' — ■*"■ — 
butforthu  impediment  in  hia  Bpeecb. — Authori  Nota.lSia. 
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With  a  keen  eye  and  OTerflowing  heart: 

So  eenias  trinmph'd  over  eeeming  wrong, 

And  pour'd  oat  truth  in  works  by  thoughtfol  lOTe 

Inspired, — works  potent  over  smiles  and  tears. 

And,  as  ronnd  mountain-tops  the  lightning  plays, 

Thns  innocently  spOTted,  breaking  &rth 

As  from  a  cloud  ol  some  grave  sympathv, 

Humour  and  wild  instinctive  wit,  and  all 

The  vivid  flashes  of  his  spoken  words. 

From  the  most  gentle  creature  nursed  in  fields 

Had  been  derived  the  name  he  bore, — a  name, 

'Wherever  Ohristian  altars  have  been  raised, 

Hallow'd  to  meekness  and  to  innocence ; 

And  if  in  him  meekness  at  times  gave  way. 

Provoked  out  of  herself  by  tronbles  strange. 

Many  and  strange,  that  hnng  about  hisme; 

Still,  at  the  centre  of  his  being,  lodged 

A  Boul  by  resignation  sanctified: 

And  if  too  often,  self-reproach'd,  he  felt 

That  innocence  belongs  not  to  our  kind, 

A  power  that  never  c^sed  to  abide  in  him. 

Charity,  'mid  the  multitude  of  sins 

That  Bho  can  cover,  left  not  hia  exposed 

To  an  unforgiving  judgment  from  inst  Heaven. 

0,  he  was  good,  if  e'er  a  good  Man  lived  I 

From  a  reflecting  mind  and  sorrowing  heart 

Those  dmple  lines  flow'd  with  an  earnest  wish. 

Though  but  a  doubting  hope,  that  they  might  serve 

Fitly  to  gnard  the  precious  dust  of  him 

Whose  virtues  call'd  them  forth.    That  aim  is  miss'd; 

For  much  that  truth  most  urgently  required 

Had  from  a  faltering  pen  been  ask  d  in  vain : 

Yet,  haply,  on  the  pnnted  page  received, 

Th'  imperfect  record,  there,  may  stand  unblamed 

As  long  as  verse  of  mine  shall  breathe  the  air 

Of  memory,  or  see  the  light  of  love. 

Thou  wert  a  scomer  of  the  fields,  my  Friend, 
But  more  in  show  than  truth ;  and  from  the  fields, 
And  from  the  mountains,  to  tliy  mral  grave 
Transported,  my  soothed  spirit  novere  o'er 
Its  green  untrodden  turf  and  blowing  flowers ; 
And  taking  np  a  voice  shall  speak  (though  still 
Awed  by  the  theme's  peculiar  sanctity 
Which  words  leas  free  presumed  not  even  to  touch) 
Of  that  fraternal  love  whose  Heaven-lit  lamp 
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From  infancy,  through  manhood,  to  the  last 
Of  threescore  yeare,  and  to  thy  latest  hour, 
Bnrat  on  with  ever-streagthenin^  light,  euBhriued 
Within  thy  bosom. 

"Wonderful"  hath  beea 
The  loTG  establish'd  betveeu  man  and  man, 
"  Passing  the  love  of  women ; "  and  bet  ween 
Man  and  his  help-mate  in  fast  wedlock  joined 
Through  Ood,  is  raised  a  spirit  and  sonl  of  love 
Without  whose  blissful  influence  Paradise 
Had  been  no  Paradise;  and  Earth  were  now 
A  waste  where  creatures  bearing  human  form, 
Direst  of  savage  beasts,  would  roam  in  fear. 
Joyless  and  comfortless.    Our  days  glide  on ; 
And  let  him  grieve  who  cannot  choose  but  grieve, 
That  he  hath  been  an  Elm  without  his  Vine, 
And  her  bright  dower  of  clustering  charities. 
That  round  nis  trunk  and  branches  might  have  clang, 
Enriching  and  adorning.    Unto  thee, 
Not  so  enrich'd,  not  so  adom'd,  to  thee 
Was  given  (say  rather  thou  of  later  birth 
Wert  given  to  her)  a  Sister,  —  'tis  a  word 
Timidly  uttor'd,  for  she  Uvea,  the  meek, 
The  sefi-restraining,  and  the  ever-kind, — 
In  whom  thy  reason  and  intelligent  heart 
Pound — for  all  interests,  hopes,  and  tender  care^ 
All  softening,  humanising,  hallowing  powers. 
Whether  withheld,  or  for  her  sake  unsought — 
More  than  sufficient  recompense !  • — Her  love 
(What  weakness  prompts  the  voice  to  tell  it  here  P) 
Was  as  the  love  of  mothers ;  and  when  years, 
Lifting  the  boy  to  man's  estate,  had  call'd 
The  long-protected  to  assume  the  part 
Of  a  protector,  the  first  filial  tie 
Was  undissolved ;  and,  in  or  out  of  sight, 
Bemain'd  imperishabty  interwoven 
'  With  life  itself.    Thus,  'mid  a  shifting  world. 
Did  they  together  testify  of  time 
And  season^a  difference,  —  a  double  tree 
With  two  collateral  sterna  sprung  from  one  root;  — 
Such  were  they ;  such  thro  lito  they  might  have  been 
In  onion,  in  partition  only  such ; 
Otherwise  wrought  the  will  of  the  Most  High; 
Yet,  through  all  visitations  and  all  trials, 

9  Wordmrorth  here  delicately  hint*  Ibst  I>amb  refbilnsd  fram  matrlminilkl  tt 
on  scconnt  of  his  slater,  whose  sad  iDflmilty  seemed  to  him  Co  In  teat  ber  oUb 
With  pecoUar  AsorBdi^as.   And  raoh,  1  bcllere.  tm  Uiib  fiwit. 
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Still  they  were  faithfal  ;*  like  two  Tessels  lannch'd 
From  the  same  beach  one  ocean  to  explore 
"With  matnal  help,  and  sailing,  —  to  their  league 
True,  as  inexorable  winds,  or  Dars 
Floating  or  fix'd  of  polar  ice,  allow. 

Bnt  tnm  we  rather,  let  my  spirit  tarn 
"With  thine,  0  silent  and  invisible  Friwidl 
To  those  dear  interrals,  nor  rare  nor  brief, 
"When  reunited,  and  by  choice  withdrawn 
From  miBcellaneouB  converse,  ye  were  taught 
That  the  remembrance  of  foregone  distress, 
And  the  worse  fear  of  future  ill  (which  oft 
Doth  hang  around  it,  as  a  sickly  child 
Upon  its  mother)  may  be  both  alike 
Disarm'd  of  power  to  unsettle  present  good 
So  prized,  and  things  inward  and  outward  held 
In  such  an  even  bafanco,  that  the  heart 
Acknowledges  God's  grace,  His  mercy  feels. 
And  in  its  depth  of  gratitude  is  still. 

0  gift  divine  of  quiet  sequestration! 
The  hermit,  exercised  in  prayer  and  praise, 
And  feeding  daily  on  the  hope  of  Heaven, 
Is  happy  in  hia  vow,  and  fondly  cleaves 
To  Ufe-loDg  singleness ;  but  happier  far 
Was  to  your  souls,  and,  to  the  thoughts  of  others, 
A  thousand  times  more  beautiful  appear'd. 
Your  dual  loneliness.    The  sacred  tie 
Is  broken ;  yet  why  ^eve  ?  for  Time  but  holds 
Hia  moiety  in  trust,  till  Joy  shall  lead 
To  the  blest  world  where  parting  is  unknown.  [1835. 

ECCLESIASTICAL  SONNETS.* 


GLAD  TIDINQS. 

For  ever  hallow'd  be  this  morning  fair, 

Blest  be  th'  unconscious  shore  on  which  ye  tread, 

1  Since  the  pnlilicstiaii  of  TnUbard's  Pinal  Manorialt  of  Charta  Lamh,  Id  TStS,  Ibe 
Butter  here  ratei-icd  to  bu  become  weU  kaown.  Mary  Lamb  vaa  Bubjoct  to  dread- 
ful turns  of  inaanily,  dnrioK  whlcb  Bhebail  to  be  aeparated  from  her  brother,  and 
kept  In  close  conllnemeiit  in  a  letter  Co  ColeridgB,  dated  September  IT,  IT9S,  Lamb 
baa  the  foUowing:  "Hy  poor  dear,  dearest  slgter,  la  ■  lit  of  mganlty.  bas  been  the 
death  at  ber  own  mother.  I  vaa  at  hand  only  time  enaiigh  to  Bnalch  the  bniTe  out 
of  ber  ensp.  She  is  at  preaent  in  a  madbouae,  ttata  whence  1 1'ear  she  must  be 
noTed  to  an  hoapital." 

t  or  thia  aerlea  of  Sonnets,  much  the  greater  number  are  not  partlcnlarly  auitod 
to  the  pnrpoae  of  this  rolame.  Bulaomoof  them,  besides  being  exeoedingly  bean- 
IHtal  h  tbeonaelTea,  sre  fhlly  in  keeping  with  tbatpurpase,  anditre  nithal  go  meHow 
WlOi  Cbristfaut  gn^eoeaa  and  wiBdom.  that  I  could  not  make  up  my  mind  to  leaTa 
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And  blest  the  silver  Grose,  which  ye,  instead 

Of  martial  banner,  in  procession  bear; 

The  Gross  preceding  Him  who  Soata  in  aii. 

The  pictured  Saviour! — By  Au^ustin  led. 

They  come,  and  onward  travel  without  dreiMl, 

Chanting  in  barbarous  ears  a  tuneful  prayer, — 

Sung  for  themselves,  and  those  whom  they  would  free! 

Kich  conquest  waits  them :  —  the  tempestuons  sea 

Of  Ignorance,  that  ran  so  rough  and  high. 

And  heeded  not  the  voice  of  clashing  swords. 

These  good  men  humble  by  a  few  bare  words. 

And  calm  with  fear  of  God's  divinity. 


But,  to  remote  N^orthumbria's  royal  KaU, 

Where  thoughtfnl  Edwin,  tutor'd  in  the  school 

Of  sorrow,  still  maintains  a  heathen  rule. 

Who  comes  with  functions  apostolical  ? 

Mark  him,  of  shoulders  curved,  and  stature  tall. 

Black  hair,  and  vivid  eye,  and  meagre  cheek. 

His  prominent  feature  like  an  eagle's  beak; 

A  ilan  whose  aspect  doth  at  once  appal 

And  strike  with  reverence.*    The  Monarch  leans 

Toward  the  pure  truths  this  Delegate  propounds; 

Bepeatedly  his  own  deep  mind  he  sounds 

With  carefnl  hesitation;  then  convenes 

A  synod  of  his  Councillors: — give  ear. 

Ana  what  a  pensive  Sage  doth  utter,  heart 

PBESUASION. 

"  Man's  life  is  like  a  Sparrow,  migh^  King  1 
That  —  while  at  banquet  with  your  Chiefs  you  eit 
Housed  near  a  blazing  fire — is  seen  to  Sit 
Safe  from  the  wintry  tempest.     Fluttering, 
Here  did  it  enter;  there,  on  hasty  wing. 
Flies  out,  and  passes  on  from  cold  to  cold ; 
But  whence  it  came  we  know  not,  nor  behold 
Whither  it  goes.    Even  such,  that  transient  Thing, 
The  human  Soul;  not  utterly  unknown 
While  in  the  Body  lodged,  her  warm  abode ; 
But  ^m  what  world  She  came,  what  woe  or  weal 
On  her  depfu1.ure  waits,  no  tongae  hath  shown: 

t  TheperaoD  of  PaDlinas  Itthns  deBnribed  b;  B«de,  from  the  inemon  oTui  • 
Vitneu :  "  Irf>nKiB  BtAtnre,  pnululum  IncurruB,  DigTo  ciiplll«,  &cie  mwalentt,  u 
aduDco,  paitenul,  Teaeralulu  Blmul  et  tenibUls  oepectu.*' 
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This  mystery  if  the  Stranger  can  reveal. 
His  be  a  welcome  cordially  bestow'd  1 "  * 

CONVEBaiON. 

Peompt  transformatloQ  works  the  novel  Lore: 
The  Council  closed,  the  Priest  in  full  career 
Bides  forth,  an  anndd  man,  and  hurla  a  8pe:ir 
To  desecrate  the  Fane  which  heretofore 
He  served  in  folly.    Woded  falls,  and  Thor 
Is  overtnrn'd;  the  mace,  in  battle  heaved 

iSo  might  they  dream^  till  victory  was  achieved, 
trops,  aod  the  God  himself  is  seen  no  more. 
Temple  and  Altar  sink,  to  hide  their  shame 
Amid  cblivions  weeds.  —  0,  come  to  me, 
Ye  heavy  laden!  such  th'  inviting  voice 
Heard  neur  fresh  streams  ;*  and  thousands,  vho  rejoice 
In  the  new  Kite,  —  the  pledge  of  sanctity,  — 
Shall,  by  regenerate  life,  the  promise  claim. 

FCnCITITE  SAXOIT   CLEEQT.* 

How  beantifnl  yonr  presence,  how  benign, 

Scrvanta  of  God !  who  not  a  thought  will  share 

With  the  vaiu  world ;  who,  outwardly  as  bare 

As  winter  trees,  yield  no  fallacious  sign 

That  the  firm  soul  is  clothed  with  fruit  divine  1 

Snch  Priest,  when  service  worthy  of  hia  caro 

Has  call'd  him  forth  to  breathe  the  common  air. 

Might  seem  a  saintly  Image  from  its  shrine 

Descended:  —  happy  arc  the  eyes  that  meet 

The  Apparition ;  evil  thought^  are  stay'd 

At  his  approach,  and  low-bow'd  necks  entreat 

A  benediction  from  his  voice  or  hand ; 

Whence  grace,  through  which  the  heart  can  understand, 

Ajid  vows,  that  bind  the  will,  in  silence  made. 

8ECLD8I0N", 
Lance,  shield,  and  sword  relinquish'd,  at  his  sido 
A  bead-roll,  in  bis  hand  a  claspSd  book, 

'  B«dBi  and  the  CanveraiDn  tX  Edwin  as 

vBi«  acCDStamci]  to  preach  near  rliera, 

ednesa,  and  temperance  of  Lbc  clergy  of 
tin  luaanaetat  vcueratioca  tmopors  illo 
-icns  aliquii-,  aut  monachus  ailtcnh-et, 
luloa  eidperelar.  Ettam  ei  In  Itiuei'e 
■ce,  lol  manii  alanarf  — '  --  "'■- 
I  exhartatariis  ailig< 


larnm  exhartatariis  diligunb 


l..(KH^ie 
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Or  staff  more  hannleBS  than  a  shepherd's  crook. 
The  war-worn  Chieftain  qnits  the  world,  to  hide 
His  thin  autumnal  locks  where  Monks  abide 
In  cloifiter'd  privacy.    But  not  to  dwell 
In  soft  repose  he  comes.    Within  his  cell. 
Bound  the  decaying  tmnk  of  human  pride. 
At  mom,  and  eve,  and  midnight's  silent  honr. 
Do  penitential  cogitations  cling ; 
Like  iyy,  ronnd  some  ancient  elm,  they  twine 
In  grisly  folds  and  BtrietnrBs  serpentine ; 
Ye^  while  they  strangle,  a  fair  growth  they  bring. 
For  recompense, — their  own  perennial  bower. 


Bdt  what  if  One,  through  grove  or  flowery  mead. 

Indulging  thns  at  will  the  creeping  feet 

Of  a  Toluptnons  indolence,  ehoold  meet 

Thy  hovering  Shade,  0  venerable  Bede  I 

The  saint,  the  scholar,  from  a  circle  freed 

Of  toil  stHpendons,  in  a  hallow'd  seat 

Of  learning,  where  thon  faeard'st  the  billows  beai 

On  a  wild  coast, — rongh  monitors,  to  feed 

Perpetnal  industry.    Sublime  Beclaee  t 

The  recreant  soni,  that  dares  to  ahnn  the  debt 

Imposed  on  hnman  kind,  mnst  first  forget 

Thy  diligence,  thy  onrclaxing  nse 

Of  a  long  life ;  and,  in  the  honr  of  death, 

The  last  dear  service  of  thy  passing  breatii  I* 

MISSIONS  AND  TIUTEL8. 

Xoi  sedentary  all :  there  are  who  roam 
To  scatter  seeds  of  life  on  barbarons  shoree ; 
Or  qait  with  zealoas  step  their  knee-worn  floors 
To  seek  the  general  mart  of  Christendom; 
Whence  they,  like  richly-laden  merchants,  oome 
To  their  beloved  cells:  —  or  shall  we  say 
That,  like  the  Eed-crosa  Knight,  they  urge  their  way. 
To  lead  in  memorable  trinm^  home 
Truth,  their  immortal  Una  ?    Babylon, 
Learned  and  wise,  hath  perish'd  utterly. 
Nor  leaves  her  Speech  one  word  to  aid  the  sigh 
That  would  lament  her ; — Memphis,  Tyre,  are  gone 
With  all  their  Arts, — but  classic  lore  glides  on 
By  these  Rehgious  saved  for  all  postenty. 
T  He  MUtoBd  dietafliKt  tha  lart  word*  rf  a  faanalatton  of  St.  Johnli  Qaap^ 


X0CLS8IABTIOAL  fiONNXTS. 


Behold  a  pupil  of  the  monkish  gown, 

The  pious  Alfbed,  £iQg  to  Justice  dear  I 

Lord  of  the  harp  and  liberating  8i>ear; 

Mirror  of  Princes  1    Indigent  Renown 

Might  range  the  starry  etner  for  a  crown 

Eqnal  to  his  deserts,  who,  like  the  year, 

Pours  forth  his  bounty,  like  the  day  doth  cheer, 

And  awes  like  night  with  meroy-temper'd  frown. 

Ease  from  this  noble  miser  of  his  time 

No  moment  steals ;  pain  narrows  not  his  cares.* 

Though  small  his  kingdom  as  a  spark  or  gem. 

Of  Alfred  boasts  remote  Jerusalem, 

And  Christian  India,  through  her  wide-spread  clime, 

In  sacred  conveFse  gifts  with  Alfred  shares. 

BIB  DB8CEKDANI8. 
When  thy  great  soul  was  freed  from  mortal  chains, 
Darling  of  England  1  many  a  bitter  shower 
Fell  on  thy  tomb;  but  emulative  power 
Flow'd  in  thy  line  through  undegenerate  yeins. 
The  Race  of  Alfred  covet  glorious  paina 
When  dangers  threaten,  dangers  ever  new ! 
Black  tempest  bursting,  blacker  still  in  view  1 
But  manly  sovereignty  its  hold  retains; 
The  root  sincere,  the  branches  bold  to  strive 
With  the  fierce  tempest,  while,  within  the  round 
Of  their  protection,  gentle  virtues  thrive ; 
Afl  oft,  'mid  some  green  plot  of  open  ground, 
Wide  as  the  oak  extends  its  dewy  gloom, 
The  foster'd  hyacinths  spread  their  purple  bloom. 


A  PLEASANT  music  floats  along  the  Mere, 

From  Monks  in  Ely  chanting  service  high, 

While-as  Canute  the  King  is  rowing  by : 

"My  Oarsmen,"  quoth  the  mighty  King,  "draw  near, 

That  we  the  sweeting  of  the  Monks  may  hear!" 

He  listens,  (all  past  conquests  and  all  schemes 

Of  future  vanishing  like  empty  dreams,) 

Heart-touch'd,  and  haply  not  without  a  tear. 

The  Boyal  Minstrel,  ere  the  choir  is  still, 

While  his  free  Barge  skims  the  smooth  flood  along, 

Qives  to  that  rapture  an  accordant  Rhyme. 

8   Tbnmgb  the  whote  <tf  his  lift,  Alfred  waa  labject  to  sricraoa  BUladlM. 
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0  Buffering  Earth  I  be  thankfal ;  sternest  clime  , 
And  rudest  age  are  subject  to  the  thrill 
Of  hearen-d^cended  Piety  and  Song. 

CISTEETtAN  MONASTEBT. 
"Heee  Man  more  purely  lives,  less  oft  dathfallf 
More  promptly  rises,  walks  with  stricter  heed. 
More  safely  rests,  dies  happier,  is  freed 
Sarlier  from  cleansing  Jires,  and  gains  withal 
A  brignter  crown."* — On  yon  Olstertian  wall 
Tltal  confident  assurance  may  be  read; 
And,  to  like  shelter,  from  the  world  bare  fled 


Yet,  while  the  rugged  Age  on  pliant  knee 
Vowa  to  rapt  Fancy  huau)le  fealty, 
A  gentler  life  s])read8  round  the  holy  spires; 
Where'er  they  rise,  the  sylvan  waste  retires. 
And  aury  harvests  crown  the  fertile  lea. 

MONKS  AND  SCHOOLMEN. 
Ebcobd  we  too,  with  just  and  faithful  pen. 
That  many  hooded  Cenobites  there  are, 
Who  in  their  private  cells  have  yet  a  care 
Of  public  quiet;  unambitious  Men, 
Counsellors  for  the  world,  of  piercing  ken; 
Whose  feiTcnt  exhortations  from  afar 
Move  Princes  to  their  duty,  peace  or  war; 
And  oft-times  in  the  most  forbidding  den 
Of  solitude,  with  lovo  of  science  strong, 
How  patiently  the  yoke  of  thought  they  bearl 
How  subtly  glide  its  finest  threes  along! 
Spirits  that  cfowd  the  intellectual  sphere 
With  ma^y  boundaries,  aa  the  astronomer 
With  orb  and  cycle  girds  the  starry  throng. 

Praised  be  the  Rivers,  from  their  mountain-springB 
Shouting  to  Freedom,  "  Plant  thy  banners  here ! " 
To  harass'd  Piety,  "Dismiss  thy  fear, 
And  in  our  caverns  smooth  thy  rufBed  wings  I" 
Nor  be  unthank'd  their  final  Hngerings  — 
Silent,  but  not  to  high-soul'd  Passion^  ear — 

"BonumeBtnoBhlceMS,  quia  homo  virit  pnrias.  cBdit  nriiu.  ■urfrtt  TcloCiM. 
sdlt  cuutiuB,  quieacfC  wcorius,  moticur  lieUciBa.ininca(ar  cl(iue,prBgmlUiiroo^i>- 
i."  Bernard.  "Thia  Bonlencs."  saya  Dr.  WMtoket,  "ia  OHiwlIf  Inscrfbed  In 
IS  eonspjoDOoa  part  of  tbe  Oisuniau  luNu«a.° 


ECCLB3UBII0AL  SONKETS. 

'Uid  reedy  fens  wide-Bpread  and  marahes  drear, 
Their  own  creation.     Such  glad  welcomings 
Aa  Po  wae  heard  to  give  where  Venice  rose,  ■ 
Hail'd  from  aloft  those  Heira  of  truth  divine 
Who  near  hia  foontaina  sought  obscure  repoae, 
Yet  came  prepared  aa  glorioua  lights  to  shino, 
Should  that  be  needed  for  their  sacred  Charge ; 
Bleat  Prisoners  They,  whose  spirits  were  at  large  I 

DissoLtrcjoK  or  the  uonastebies. 
THBEAT3  come  which  no  submiesion  may  asanage, 
No  sacrifice  avert,  no  poveer  dispute ; 
The  tapera  shall  be  quench'd,  the  belfries  mute, 
And,  'mid  their  choirs.  nurooFd  by  selfish  rage 
The  warbling  wren  shall  find  a  leafy  cage; 
The  gadding  bramble  hang  her  purple  miit; 
And  the  green  liiard  and  the  gilded  newt 
Lead  unmolested  livea,  and  die  of  age. 
The  owl  of  evening  and  the  woodland  for 
For  their  abode  the  shriuea  of  Waltham  choose: 
Proud  Glastonbury  can  no  more  refuse 
To  stoop  her  head  before  these  desperate  shocks,  — 
She  whose  high  pomp  displaced,  as  story  tells, 
Arimatbean  Joseph's  wattled  c^ls. 

THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 
The  lovely  Nun  (submissive,  but  more  meek 
Through  saintly  habit  than  from  effort  due, 
To  unrelenting  mandates  that  pursue 
With  equul  wrath  the  steps  of  strong'and  weak) 
Goes  fortli,  —  unveiling  timidly  a  cheek 
Suffused  with  blushes  of  celestial  hue, 
While  through  the  Convent's  gate  to  open  view 
Softly  she  glides,  another  home  to  seek. 
Not  Iris,  issuing  from  her  cloudy  shrine. 
An  Apparition  more  divinely  bright  1 
Not  more  attractive  to  the  daazled  sight 
Those  watery  glories,  on  the  stormy  brine 
Pour'd  forth,  while  summer  anus  at  distance  shine, 
And  the  green  vales  lie  hush'd  in  aober  light  1 

THE  VIBGIS. 
MotsebI  whose  virgin  bosom  was  ancrost 
With  the  least  shade  of  thought  to  sin  allied ; 
Woman  1  above  all  women  glorified. 


■,Googlc 


S  irOBDSWOBTH. 

Our  tainted  uatnie'e  eolitaiy  boast; 
Purer  than  foam  on  central  ocean  tost ; 
Brightcr*thaii  eastern  skies  at  daybreak  strewn 
With  fancied  roees,  tban  th'  nnblemish'd  Hoon 
Before  her  WBne  begins  on  heaven's  blao  coast; 
Thy  Image  ialls  to  earth.    Yet  some,  I  ween. 
Not  uivforgiTea  the  suppliant  knee  might  bend. 
As  to  ^  visible  Power,  in  which  did  blead 
All  that  was  mix'd  and  reconciled  in  Thee 
Of  mother's  love  with  maiden  pnrity. 
Of  high  with  low,  celestial  with  terrene  I 

APOLOGY. 

Nor  utterly  unworthy  to  endure 

Was  the  Bnpremacy  of  crafty  Eome; 

Age  after  age  to  th'  arch  of  Christendom 

Aerial  keystone  haughtily  secure; 

Supremacy  from  Heaven  transmitted  pure, 

As  many  hold ;  and  therefore  to  the  tomb 

Pass,  some  through  fire,  and  by  the  scaffold  some, — 

Like  saintly  Fisher,  and  unbending  More. 

"  Lightlj  for  both  the  bosom's  lord  did  sit 

Upon  his  throne  j"  unsoften'd,  undismay'd 

By  aught  that  mingled  with  the  tra^c  scene 

Of  pity  or  fear;  ana  Morc's  gay  genius  play'd 

With  th'  inoffensive  sword  of  native  wit. 

Than  the  hare  axe  more  laminons  and  keen. 

lUAQINATIVE    BEQItBIS. 

Deep  is  the  lamentation  I    Not  alone 

Prom  Sages  jusHy  honour'd  by  mankind; 

But  from  the  ghostly  tenants  of  the  wind. 

Demons  and  Spirits,  many  a  dolorous  groan 

Issues  for  that  dominion  overthrown : 

Proud  Tiber  grieves,  and  far-off  Ganges,  blind 

As  his  own  worshippers:  and  Nile,  reclined 

Upon  his  monstrons  um,  the  farewell  moan 

Kenews.    Through  oreir  forest,  cave,  and  den, 

Where  frauds  were  hatch'd  of  old,  hath  sorrow  past,  — 

Hangs  o'er  th'  Arabian  Prophet's  native  Waste, 

Where  once  his  airy  helpers  schemed  and  plann'd 

'Mid  spectral  lakes  bemocking  thirsty  men, 

And  stalking  pillars  built  of  fiery  sand. 

TRANSLATION  OF  THE  BIBLE. 
But,  to  outweigh  all  harm,  the  sacred  Book, 
In  doaty  sec|nestration  wrapt  too  long. 
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AsBiimes  the  accents  of  oxa  native  tonene ; 

And  ho  who  guides  the  plough,  or  wioTds  the  crook. 

With  underBtanding  spirit  now  may  look 

Upon  her  records,  Lstcn  to  her  song. 

And  aift  her  laws,  —  much  wondering  that  the  wrong. 

Which  Faith  has  snffer'd.  Heaven  conld  calmly  brooE. 

Transcendent  boonl  noblest  that  earthly  King 

Ever  beatow'd,  to  equalize  and  bless 

Under  the  weight  of  mori,aI  wretchedness  I 

Bat  pasaionH  spread  like  plagues,  and  thousands  wild 

With  bigotry  shall  tread  the  Offering 

Beneath  their  feet,  detested  and  de^d. 

EDWARD  VI. 

"  SwBBT  is  the  holiness  of  Yoath,"  —  so  felt 

Time-honour'd  Chaucer  speaking  through  that  I^y 

By  which  the  Prioress  beguiled  the  way. 

And  many  a  Pilgrim's  rugged  heart  di^  melt. 

Hadet  thon,  loy^  Bard  I  vmose  spirit  often  dwelt 

In  the  clear  land  of  vision,  but  foreseen 

Eang,  child,  and  seraph,  blended  in  the  mien 

Of  pious  Edward  kneeling  as  he  knelt 

In  meek  and  simple  infancy,  what  ^ov 

For  universal  Christendom  had  thrili'd 

Thy  heart  t  what  hopes  inspired  thy  genius,  skill'd 

(0  "great  Precuraor,  genuine  morning  Star) 

The  lucid  shafts  of  reason  to  employ, 

Piercing  the  Papal  darkness  from  afax! 

IDWAKD  SIQNIKG  THE  WABBAlTr  FOB  THB   BZBOUTION  01 
JOAN  OF   KENT. 

The  tears  of  man  in  various  measure  gush 

From  various  sources:  gently  overflow 

From  blissful  transport  some ;  from  clefts  of  woe 

Some  with  ungovernable  impulse  inish; 

And  some,  coeval  with  the  earhcst  blush 

Of  infant  passion,  scarcely  dare  to  show 

Their  pearly  lustre,  —  coming  but  to  go ; 

And  some  break  forth  when  others'  sorrows  crush 

The  sympathising  heart.    Nor  these,  nor  yet 

The  noblest  drops  to  admiration  known. 

To  gratitude,  to  injuries  forgiven, 

Claim  Heaven's  regard  like  waters  that  have  wet 

The  innocent  eyes  of  youthful  Monarchs  drivea 

To  pen  the  mandates  natare  doth  disown. 
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UlTihbb  and  bidlei. 

How  fast  the  Marian  death-list  ia  nnroll'dl 

See  Latimer  and  Hidley  in  the  might 

Of  Faith  stand  coupled  for  a  common  flight  I 

One,  (like  those  prophets  whom  God  sent  of  old,) 

Transfigared,  from  this  kindling  hath  foretold 

A  torch  of  inextinguishable  light;" 

The  Other  gains  a  confidence  aa  bold ; 

And  thus  tnej  foil  their  enemy's  despite. 

The  penal  instruments,  the  shows  of  crime. 

Are  glorified  while  this  onee-mitred  pair 

Of  saintly  Friends  the  "murtherer's  chain  partake. 

Corded,  and  burning  at  the  social  stake : " 

Earth  never  witness'd  object  more  sublime 

In  constancy,  in  fellowship  more  ImtI 

EMINENT   BEFOBUEBS, 

Methinks  that  I  could  trip  o'er  heaviest  soil, 
Light  as  a  buoyant  bark  from  wave  to  wave, 
Were  mine  the  trusty  staff  that  Jewel  gave 

To  youthful  Hooker,  in  familiar  style 
The  gift  exalting,  and  with  playful  smile ; " 
For,  thus  equipp'd,  and  bearing  on  his  bead 
The  Donor's  farewell  blessing,  can  he  dread 
Tempest,  or  length  of  way,  or  weight  of  toil?  — 
More  sweet  than  odoura  caught  by  him  who  saila 
Near  spicy  shores  of  Araby  tiie  blest, 
A  thonsand  times  more  exquisitely  sweet. 


tu>  comely  a  person  to  Ibem  Cbst  were  pnseenC  as  one  elioutd  tightly  sea: 
eroaa  io  riia  clothea  hee  appeared  a  withered  and  crooked  slUie  (weak)  olde 
s  now  stood  bolt  npright,  as  come^  a  Ikcher  as  oae  mlaht  Ugbtly  behohL 
.   Then  tbey  brou^t  a  It^gotte,  kindled  nltta  are,  and  laid  the  Mine  ■* 

Jtldtey'B  teste.   ■"--■- "  •— !«.-•... ,.n— , 

comrort,  mutoT  Rldler; 


God's  snoe  in  England,  as  I  b'nst  shall  never  be  pot  ont."  —  Pbj:'9  AcU.  *c. 

II  On  (Dot  tber  waat|aDd  took  Sallabnry  In  their  Tnj.  uDrpoaely  to  see  tbe  nod 
Blsbop,  wlkO  made  Mr.  Hookec  sit  at  liis  own  table ;  which  Mr.  Hooker  boasted  at 
With  much  toy  and  grilUnde  when  he  saw  ills  mother  and  fMends ;  Mid  at  ths 
Bishop's  partlnB  with  blm,  the  Bishop  glTeliimnMHlcamisel  and  his  benedtcttoo, 
but  fbrgwt  to  Dive  him  money ;  which  when  the  Bishop  hud  coaeldered,  he  sent  a 
■ervantln  oil  haste  to  OBil  Richard  back  tn  him,  aadatBlciiard'sretuni,  theBisbon 
said  to  bim,  "  Kichard,  I  sent  Air  ynu  back  to  lend  yon  a  horse  which  hath  carried 
ne  many  a  mile,  and  1  thank  God  with  much  case/ and  pi'caentlTdellTered  Into  bis 
hand  a  walking-stai;  with  whldi  he  prolbssed  ho  hail  travelled  through  many  parts 
oTUermany;  and  he  said.  "Richard,  1  do  not  give,  bat  lend  yanmyboree;  beaure 
you  be  honest,  and  bring  my  horse  tmck  to  me.  acyoar  rotnrn  this  way  to  Oxford. 
And  I  do  now  gire  you  ten  groats  to  bear  yonr  chains  to  Exeter;  and  here  is  t«a 
groats  mere,  wbicb  I  charge  you  to  deliver  to  your  mother,  and  tell  her  I  send  her 
a  Bishop's  benediction  with  It,  aad  beg  the  c»ntiniiancc  of  her  prayers  Ibr  me.  And 
If  you  brlogmyhocsB  back  to  me,I  will  give  ¥011  ten  jTPoats  mora  to  carry  you  on 
fi>ol  to  the  college;  and  so  God  bless  you,  cood  Biohard." — Wailon't  Hfittf  BieMard 
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The  freight  of  holy  feeling  which  we  meet. 

In  thon^tful  momeote,  wiifted  by  the  gales  [rest 

FiDia  fields  wb«ie  good  men  walk,  or  boweia  wherein  the; 

Holt  and  heaTenly  Spirits  as  they  are, 

Spotless  ia  lif^  and  eKx^nent  as  wise, 

With  what  entire  affection  do  they  prize 

Their  Church  refonn'd!  labouring  with  earnest  care 

To  baffle  all  that  may  her  strenfftE  impair; 

That  Church,  the  nnperrerted  Gospel  s  seat; 

In  their  afflictions  a  divine  retreat; 

Source  of  their  liveliest  hope,  and  tenderest  prayer  1 

The  trath  ezploring  with  an  eqaal  mind, 

In  doctrine  and  communion  they  have  sought 

Firmly  between  the  two  extreznes  U>  steer; 

But  theirs  the  wise  man's  ordinary  lot. 

To  trace  right  courses  for  the  stubborn  blind, 

And  prophesy  to  ears  that  will  not  hear. 

DISTRACTIONS, 
Uss,  who  have  ceased  to  reverence,  soon  defy 
Their  forefathers:  lo!  sects  are  form'd,  and  split 
With  morbid  restlessness; — th' ecstatic  fit 
^reads  wide;  though  special  mysteries  multiply. 
The  Saints  must  govern,  is  their  common  cry : 
And  BO  they  labour,  deeming  Holy  Writ 
Disgraced  by  aught  that  seems  content  to  sit 
Beneath  the  roof  of  settled  Modesty. 
The  Romanist  exults ;  fresh  hope  he  draws 
From  the  confnsiou,  craftily  incites 
The  overweening,  personates  the  mud, — 
To  heap  disgust  upon  the  worthier  Canse : 
Totters  the  Throne ;  the  new-bom  Church  is  sad, 
For  every  wave  against  her  peace  unites. 

THE  JUNQ-PBAU  AND  THE  FALL  OF  THE  EEINB  1SSA.K 

BCHAFFHADSEN. 
The  Virgin  Mountain,  wearing  like  a  Queen 
A  brilliant  crown  of  everlasting  snow, 
Sheds  ruin  from  h^  sides ;  and  men  below 
Wonder  that  anght  of  aspect  so  serene 
Can  link  with  desolation.    Smooth  and  green, 
And  seeming,  at  a  little  distance,  slow. 
The  waters  of  the  Bhine ;  but  on  they  go 
Fretting  and  whitening,  keener  and  more  keen ; 
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Till  madness  seizes  on  the  vhole  wide  Flood, 
Tum'd  to  &  fearful  Thing  whose  nostrils  breathe 
Blasts  of  tempestnouB  smoke,  —  wherewith  he  tries 
To  hide  himself,  bnt  only  magnifies; 
And  doth  in  more  conspicaona  torment  writhe, 
Deafouiug  the  region  in  his  ireful  mood. 

Eten  such  the  contrast  that,  where'er  we  move, 
To  the  mind's  eye  Seligion  doth  present ; 
Now  with  her  own  deep  qnietness  content ; 
Then,  like  the  mountam,  tiinndering  from  above 
Against  the  ancient  pine-trees  of  the  grove 
And  the  Land's  humblest  comforts.    Now  her  mood 
Becallsthetransformstion  of  the  flood, 
Whose  rage  the  gentle  skies  in  vain  reprov^ 
Earth  cannot  check.    0  terrible  excess 
Of  headstrong  will !  Can  this  be  Ketv  P 
'  No  I  some  fierce  Maniac  hath  Usurp'd  her  name; 
And  scourges  England  struggling  to  be  free : 
Her  peace  destroy'dl  her  hopes  a  wildemessl 
Her  bleasings  cursed,  her  glory  tom'd  to  shame  I 

APFLICTIOKS  OF  ENGLAND. 
HabfI  could'st  then  venture,  on  thy  boldest  string 
The  feintest  note  to  echo  which  the  blast 
Oanght  from  the  hand  of  Moses  as  it  pass'd 
O'er  Sinai's  top,  or  from  the  Shepherd-king, 
Early  awake,  by  Siloa's  brook,  to  sing 
Of  dread  Jehovah;  then  should  wood  and  waste 
Hear  also  of  that  name,  and  mercy  cast 
OS  to  the  mountains,  like  a  covering 
Of  which  the  Lord  was  weary.    Weep,  0 !  weep. 
Weep  with  the  good,  beholding  King  and  Priest 
Despised  by  that  stem  God  to  whom  they  raise 
Their  suppliant  hands:  but  holy  is  the  feast 
He  keepeth ;  like  the  firmament  His  ways ; 
His  statutes  like  the  chambers  of  the  deep. 

Walton's  book  of  LiVBa 
Theke  are  no  colours  ia  the  fairest  sky 
So  fair  as  these.    The  feather,  whence  the  pen 
Was  shaped  that  traced  the  lives  of  these  ^;ood  men, 
Dropp'd  from  au  Angel's  wing.    With  moisten'd  eye 
We  read  of  faith  and  purest  charity 
In  Statesman,  Priest,  and  humble  Citiaea: 
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0,  coald  we  copy  their  mild  TirtneB,  then 
What  joy  to  live,  what  blessedneBS  to  diel 
Hethinks  their  very  names  ehiiio  still  and  bright; 
Apart — like  glow-worms  on  a  snmmcr  night ; 
Or  lonely  tapere  when  from  far  they  fling 
A  guiding  ray;  or  seen — like  stars  on  high, 
Satellites  burning  in  a  lucid  ring 
Around  meek  Walton's  heayenly  memory, 

PBBSECnriOK  OF  THE  SOOITIBH  00TENANTEE3. 
When  Alpine  Vales  threw  forth  a  suppliant  cry, 
The  majesty  of  England  interposed 
And  the  sword  stopp'd;  the  bleeding  wounds  were  closed; 
And  Faith  preserred  her  ancient  parity. 
How  little  boots  that  precedent  of  good, 
Soom'd  or  foi^ofcten.  Thou  canst  t^tify. 
For  England's  shame,  O  Sister  Bealm  I  from  wood, 
Moantain,  and  moor,  and  crowded  street,  where  lie 
The  headless  martyrs  of  the  Covenant, 
Slain  by  Gompatriot-protestants  that  draw 
From  con  noils  senseless  as  intolerant 
Their  warrant.     Bodies  fall  by  wild  sword-lav ; 
But  who  would  force  the  Soul,  tilts  with  a  atrav 
Against  a  Champion  cased  in  adamant. 

PLACES  OF  WOBSHIP. 
As  star  that  shines  dependent  upon  star 
Ib  to  the  sky  while  we  look  up  in  love ; 
As  to  the  deep  fair  ships  which  though  they  move 
Seem  flx'd,  t«  eyes  that  watch  them  from  f^ar; 
Ab  to  the  sandy  desert  fountains  are, 
With  palm-grov^  shaded  at  wide  intervals. 
Whose  fruit  around  the  sun-burnt  Native  falls 
Of  roring  tired  or  desultory  war, — 
Such  to  this  British  Isle  herChristian  Fanes, 
Fach  link'd  to  each  for  kindred  aorvicea ; 
Her  Spires,  her  Steeple-towers  with  glittering  vaaoa 
Far-kenu'd,  her  Chapels  lurking  among  trees, 
Where  a  few  villagers  on  bended  kneca 
Find  solace  which  a  busy  world  diadaios. 

PASTORAL  CHABACTEB. 

A  OENiAL  hearth,  a  hospitable  board. 

And  a  refined  rusticity,  oelong 

To  the  neat  mansioii,  where,  his  flock  among, 
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The  learned  Pastor  dwellB,  their  wtttchf^l  Lord. 
Tbongh  meek  and  patient  as  a  sheathM  swonl ; 
Though  pride's  least  lurkiag  thought  appear  a  wrong 
To  humaa  kind ;  though  peace  be  on  his  tongue, 
Gentleoeas  in  his  heart, — can  Earth  afford 
Such  genuine  state,  pro-eminence  so  free. 
As  when,  array'd  in  Christ's  authority, 
Ee  from  the  pnlpit  lifts  hia  awful  hand; 
Conjures,  implores,  and  labours  all  he  can 
For  re-subjecting  to  divine  command 
The  stubborn  spirit  of  rebellious  manP 

spoireoB3. 

Father  !  to  Ood  himself  we  cannot  give 
A  holier  name!  then  lightly  do  not  bear 
Both  names  conjoin'd,  but  of  thy  spiritual  care 
Be  duly  mindful:  still  moro  sensitive 
Do  Thou,  in  truth  a  second  Mother,  strive 
Against  disheartening  cnstom,  that  by  Thee 
Watch'd,  and  with  love  and  pious  industry 
Tended  at  need,  th'  adopted  Plant  may  thrive 
For  everlasting  bloom.    Benign  and  pure 
This  Ordinance,  whether  loss  it  would  supply. 
Prevent  omiesion,  help  deficiency. 
Or  seek  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure. 
Shame  if  the  consecrated  Vow  be  found 
An  idle  form,  the  Word  an  empty  sonndt 

CATECHISING. 

Feom  Little  down  to  Least,  in  due  degree. 
Around  the  Pastor,  each  in  new-wrought  vest. 
Each  with  a  vernal  posy  at  his  breast, 
Wo  stood,  a  trembling,  earnest  Company! 
With  low  soft  murmur,  like  a  distant  bee, 
Some  spake,  by  thought-perplexing  fears  betray'd; 
And  some  a  bold  unerring  answer  made: 
How  flutter'd  then  thy  anxious  heart  for  me, 
Betovfid  Mother!  thou  whose  happy  hand 
Had  bound  the  flowers  I  wore,  with  faithful  tie; 
Sweet  flowers!  at  whose  inaudible  command 
Her  countenance,  phantom-like,  doth  re-appear: 
0,  lost  too  early  for  the  frequent  tear. 
And  ill  requited  by  this  heartfelt  sigh  I 
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ECCLEaiASIIOAX  BOSITETS. 
CONFIBXATIDN. 

I  SAV  a  mother's  eye  iotensely  bent 

UpoD  a  Maiden  trembling  as  she  knelt; 

In  and  for  vhom  the  pions  Mother  felt 

Thin^  that  we  judge  of  by  a  light  too  faint; 

Tell,  if  ye  may,  some  Btar-crowtrd  Muse,  or  Saint! 

Tell  what  rush'd  in,  from  what  she  was  relieved, — 

Then,  when  her  Child  the  hallowing  touch  received. 

And  Buch  vibration  through  the  Mother  went 

That  tears  burst  forth  amain.    Did  gleams  appear? 

Open'd  a  vision  of  that  blissfnl  place 

where  dwells  a  Sister-child?    And  was  power  givea 

Part  of  her  lost  One's  gloiy  back  to  trace 

Even  to  this  Rite  ?    For  thus  She  knelt,  and,  ere 

The  sammer-leaf  had  faded,  pass'd  to  Heaven. 


Would  that  oar  scmpulons  Sires  had  dared  to  leave 
Ijcss  scanty  measure  of  those  graceful  rites 
And  usages,  whose  due  return  invites 
A  stir  of  mind  too  natural  to  deceive ; 
Giving  to  Memoi-y  help  when  she  wonld  weave 
A  crown  for  Hope  I — I  dread  the  boasted  lights 
That  all  too  often  are  bnt  fiery  blights. 
Killing  the  bud  o'er  which  in  vain  we  grieve. 
Go,  seek,  when  Chriatmaa  snows  discomfort  brings 
The  counter  Spirit  fonnd  in  same  gay  chsrch 
Green  with  fresh  holly,  every  pew  a  perch 
In  which  the  linnet  or  the  thrash  migbt  sing, 
Merry  and  loud  and  safe  from  prying  search. 
Strains  ofler'd  only  to  the  genial  Spring. 

MUTABnjTT. 
Fboh  low  to  high  doth  dissolution  climb, 
And  sink  from  nigh  to  low,  ulong  a  scale 
Of  awful  notes,  whose  concord  shall  not  fail ; 
A  musical  but  melancholy  chime, 
"Which  they  can  hear  who  meddle  not  with  crime, 
Nor  avarice,  nor  over-nnzions  care. 
Truth  fails  not;  but  her  outward  forms  that  bear 
The  longest  date  do  melt  like  frosty  rime, 
That  in  the  morning  whiten'd  hill  and  plain 
And  is  no  more;  drop  like  the  tower  sublime 
Of  yesterday,  which  royally  did  wear 
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His  crown  of  weeds,  bat  could  not  eTen  snatain 
Some  casual  shout  that  broke  the  silent  air, 
Or  th'  nuimagiuable  touch  ot  Time. 

OLD  ABBEYS 

Monastic  Domes  1  f oUowing  my  downward  my, 

Untonoh'd  by  due  regret  I  marl^'d  your  £aU  I 

Now,  ruin,  beauty,  ancient  atillness,  all 

Dispose  to  judgments  temperate  as  we  lay 

On  our  past  selves  iii  life's  declining  day: 

For  as,  by  discipline  of  Time  made  wise. 

We  learn  to  tolerate  th'  inJirmities 

And  faults  ot  others,  —  gently  as  he  may, 

So  with  our  own  the  mild  Instructor  deals, 

Teaching  us  to  forget  them  or  forgive. 

Perversely  curious,  then,  for  hidden  ill, 

Why  should  we  break  Time's  charitable  seals  P 

Once  ye  were  holy,  ye  are  holy  still; 

Your  spirit  freely  let  me  drink,  and  livel 

CATHEDRAL^  ETC. 
Open  your  gates,  ye  everlasting  Piles  I 
Types  of  the  spiritual  Church  which  God  hath  retu-'d: 
Mot  loth  we  quit  the  nowly-hallow'd  swusi 
And  humble  altar,  'mid  your  sumptuous  aisles 
To  kneel,  or  thrid  your  intricate  defiles. 
Or  down  the  nave  to  pace  in  motion  slow ; 
Watching,  with  upward  eye,  the  tall  tower  grow 
And  mount,  at  every  step,  with  living  wiles 
Instinct,  —  to  rouse  tho  heart  and  le^  the  will 
By  a  bright  ladder  to  the  world  above. 
Open  your  gates,  ye  Monuments  of  love 
Divine!  thou  Lincoln,  on  thy  sovereign  hill  I 
Thou,  stately  York  I  and  Ye,  whose  splendours  cheer 
Isis  and  Cam,  to  patient  Science  dearl 
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Tax  not  the  royal  Saint  with  vain  expeoee. 

With  ill-match'd  aims  the  Architect  who  phuin'd — 

Albeit  labouring  for  a  scanty  band 

Of  white-robed  Scholars  onl^  —  this  immense 

And  glorious  Work  of  fine  mtelligence ! 

Qive  all  thon  caust;  high  Heaven  rejects  the  Iwe 

Of  nioely-calcniated  less  or  more  : 
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So  deem'd  tbe  mMi  irlio  fastuon'd  for  the  sense  . 
These  loftv  pillars,  sproad  that  branching  roof 
Self-poised,  and  scoop'd  into  ten  thonaanu  cells, 
Where  light  and  shade  repose,  whore  music  dwells 
lingering,  —  and  wandenng  on  as  loth  to  die; 
Like  thoughts  whose  ver^  sweetness  yieldeth  proof 
That  thej  were  bom  for  immortality. 


What  awfnl  pSrspective !  while  from  onr  sight 
With  gradual  stealth  the  lateral  windows  hide 
ITieir  Portraitures,  their  stone-work  gliomiers,  dyed 
In  the  soft  eheqaerings  of  a  sleepy  light. 
Martyr,  or  King,  or  sainted  Eremite, 
Whoe'er  yo  be,  that  thus,  yonrselTes  unseen, 
Imbne  your  prison-bars  with  solemn  sheen, 
-   Shine  on,  until  ye  fade  with  coming  Night!  — 
But,  from  the  arms  of  silence  —  list!  0  list!  — 
The  music  bursteth  into  second  life ; 
The  notes  Inxnriate,  every  stone  is  kiss'd 
By  sound,  or  ghost  of  sound,  in  mazy  strife ; 
Heart-thrilling  strains,  that  cast,  before  the  eye 
Of  the  devout,  a  veil  of  ecstasy  I 

CONTIJrnED. 

Thet  dreamt  not  of  a  perishable  home 
Who  thus  could  build.    Be  mine,  in  hours  of  fear 
Or  grovelling  thought,  to  seek  a  refuge  here ; 
Or  through  the  aisles  of  WeatmiDSter  to  roam ; 
WTiere  bubbles  bursty  and  folly's  dancing  foam 
Kelts  if  it  cross  the  threshold ;  where  the  wreath 
Of  awe-struck  wisdom  droops:  or  let  mv  path 
Lead  to  that  younger  Pile,  whose  sky-lite  dome 
Hath  typified  by  reach  of  dariug  art 
Infinity's  embrace ;  whose  guardian  crest. 
The  silent  Cross,  among  the  stars  shall  spread 
As  now,  when  she  hath  also  seen  her  breast 
Fill'd  with  mementos,  satiate  with  its  part 
Of  grateful  England's  overflowing  Dead* 
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ON  THE  POWER  OF  SOTTND. 


The  Ear  addresMil,  u  occupied  by  a  aplritnal  ninotloDUTi  la  commuDloa  with 
MHinds,  incliridnal,  or  combined  In  Btudlod  hBrmonf.— Bonrceg  and  cIRicle  of 
those  eoundB.—  Thepon-eroTiDiulOi  wtaonoe  proceeding,  exemplUed  in  Ike  Idiot.  — 
Origin  or  music,  and  Ita  effect  In  early  Beea.  —  The  mind  reoBlled  to  sonnde  acting 
caBiially  and  severally.  — Wish  attered  ttiatUiesecould  be  united  Intoascbeme  or 

Sslem  Tor  moral  tnlereste  and  inl^eetaal  coQtemplatioii.  —  The  Pytba|K>t«an 
eaty  of  niimberiand  mnelc,  with  their  supposed  power  over  the  motlonB  of  the 
nnlTeree  — inuglnatiODB  coDSOnant  with  mioh  a  uieory. — Wish  expraaeed.  re- 
alised In  some  degree,  by  the  representatioo  of  all  goanda  under  me  Ibrm  of 
thaobs^Tlng  to  the  Creator.  —  The  dealruction  of  eatth  and  the  pianelary  lyBton 
—  tho  survival  of  audible  barmoDv.  and  its  aupport  in  the  Divlue  Nature,  as  re. 
vealed  In  Holy  Writ.  '^'^  ^ 

Tht  functions  are  ethereal, 

Aa  if  within  thee  dwelt  a  glancing  mitd, 

Organ  of  vision!    And  a  Spirit  aerittl 

Informs  the  cell  of  Hearing,  dark  and  blind; 

Intricate  labyrinth,  more  dread  for  thought 

To  enter  than  oracnlar  cave ; 

Strict  passage,  throngh  which  sighs  are  brought, 

And  whisperB  for  the  heart,  their  slave ; 

And  shrieks,  that  revel  in  abase 

Of  shivering  flesh ;  and  warbled  air, 

Whose  piercing  sweetness  can  unloose 

The  chains  of  frenzy,  or  entioe  a  smile 

Into  the  ambush  of  despair ; 

Hosannas  pealing  down  the  long-drawn  aisle, 

And  requiems  answer'd  by  the  pulse  that  beats 

Devoutly,  in  life's  last  retreats  f' 

The  headlong  streams  and  fountains 

Serve  Thee,  invisible  Spirit,  with  nntirid  powers; 

Cheering  the  wakeful  tent  on  Syrian  mountains, 

They  Inll  perchance  ten  thonsand  thousand  dowers. 

ThcU  roar,  the  prowling  lion's  Here  lam. 

How  fearful  to  the  desert  wide! 

Tliat  bleat,  how  tender!  of  the  dam 

Calling  a  straggler  to  her  side. 

Shout,  cuckoo  r —  let  the  vernal  soul 

Go  with  thee  to  the  frozen  zone; 

Toll  from  thy  loftiest  perch,  lone  bell-bird,  toUl 

At  the  still  hour  to  Mercy  dear, 

I  am  not  quite  clear  us  to  the  meaning  of  UiIb.  "  The  pulse  that  lieats  devoutly,  la 

._  .__. .._. .  _|||y  mean  the  Innermost  fteellngs  of  thf  ' ■      "— " '— * 

luosed  to  hold  out  longest;  or  Jtmavi .,  ^., 

inil  servant"  In  hU  ilying  moments.   If  tho 


lilVs  la«t  retreats,"  may  niean^thcjnnermost  fbcUn^s  of  Uie  hoart.  — nielingi 


su|HH>sedto  hold  out  longest;  or  it  mar  mean  tho  devout  ftoelluga 
the  pulse 


Uinil  servant"  In  his  dying  moments.   If  tho  hitter,  then  "n- 

... the  pulse,  Ac,  must  be  taken  iDthescnieof  "requiems  opsajbiiv 

in  oecurdnHM  utfA  tho  pnfse,"  Ac. 
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Mercy  from  hor  twilight  throne 
Listening  to  nun's  faint  throb  of  holy  fear, 
To  sailope  prayer  breathed  from  a  darkening  sea, 
Or  widoVe  cottage-lullaby. 

Ye  Voices,  and  ye  Shadows 

And  Images  of  Toice, — to  hound  and  horn 

From  rocky  steep  and  rook-bestudded  meadows 

Flung  back,  and  in  the  sky's  blue  caves  reborn,  — 

On  with  your  pastime  1  till  the  chorcb-toirer  bells 

A  greeting  give  of  measured  glee ; 

And  milder  echoes  from  their  cells 

Eepeat  the  bridal  symphony. 

Then,  or  far  earlier,  let  us  rove 

■Where  mists  are  breaking  up  or  gone. 

And  from  aloft  look  down  into  a  cove 

Besprinkled  with  a  careless  quire, 

Happy  railk-maidH,  one  by  one 

Scattering  a  ditty  each  to  her  desire, 

A  liquid  concert  matchless  by  nice  Art, 

A  stream  as  if  from  one  full  heart 

Blest  be  the  song  that  brightens 

The  blind  m^s  gloom,  exalts  the  veteran's  mirth ; 

TJnecom'd  the  peasant's  whistling  breath,  that  ligbtetu 

His  duteous  toil  of  furrowing  the  green  earth. 

For  the  tired  slave.  Song  lifts  the  languid  oar, 

And  bids  it  aptly  fall,  with  chime 

That  beautifies  the  fairest  shore. 

And  mitigates  the  harsheat  cUme. 

Yon  pilgrims  see,  —in  lagging  file 

They  move ;  but  soon  th'  appointed  way 

A  choral  Ave  Marie  shall  beguile. 

And  to  their  hope  the  distant  shrine 

Glisten  with  a  livelier  ray : 

Nor  friendless  he,  the  prisoner  of  the  mine. 

Who  from  the  well-spring  of  his  own  clear  breast 

Can  draw,  and  sing  his  griefs  to  rest. 

When  civic  renovation 
Dawns  on  a  kingdom,  and  for  needful  haste 
Best  eloquence  avails  not.  Inspiration 
Mounts  with  a  tune,  that  travels  like  a  blast 
Piping  through  cave  and  battlemeuted  tower; 
Then  starts  the  sluggard,  pleased  to  meet 
That  voice  ol  Freedom,  in  its  power 
Of  promises,  shrill,  wild,  and  swcetl 
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Who,  from  a  maTti&l  pageant,  BpteaAa 

Incitements  of  a  battle-day, 

Thrilliag  th'  uoweapon'd  crovd  with  plameleaa  bead*?— 

Even  She  *  whose  Ljdian  aire  inspire 

Peaceful  striving,  gentle  play 

Of  timid  hope  and  innocent  desire 

Shot  from  the  dancing  Graces,  as  they  more 

Fana'd  by  the  pUusive  wings  of  Love. 

How  oft  along  thy  mazes, 

Begent  of  sound,  nave  dangerous  Passions  trod! 

0  Thon,  throngh  whom  the  temple  rings  with  praiBe^ 

And  blackening  clouds  in  thnnder  speas  ol  God, 

Betray  not  by  the  cozenage  of  sense 

Thy  votaries,  wooingly  resign'd 

To  a  ToluptnouB  inflnence 

That  taints  the  purer,  better  mind ; 

Bnt  lead  sick  Fancy  to  a  harp 

That  hath  in  noble  tasks  been  tried; 

And,  if  the  virtnons  feel  a  pang  too  sharp, 

Soothe  it  into  patience,  —  stay 

Th'  uplifted  arm  of  Suicide ; 

And  let  some  mood  of  thine  in  firm  array 

Knit  every  thought  th*  impending  issue  neediv 

Ere  mari;yr  bums,  or  patriot  bleedsl 

As  Conscience,  to  the  centre 

Of  being,  smites  with  irresistible  pun. 

So  shalla  solemn  cadence,  if  it  enter 

The  mouldy  vaults  of  the  dull  Idiot's  brun, 

Tnmsmute  him  to  a  wretch  from  quiet  horl'd,  — 

Convulsed  as  by  a  jarring  din; 

And  then  aghast,  as  at  the  world 

Of  reason  partially  let  in 

By  concords  windmg  with  a  sway 

Ten-ible  for  sense  and  soul ; 

Or,  awed,  ho  weeps,  stmggting  to  qaell  diamay. 

Point  not  these  mysteries  to  an  Art 

Lodged  above  the  starry  pole ; 

Pnre  modulations  flowing  from  the  heart 

Of  divine  Love,  where  Wisdom,  Beauty,  Truth 

With  Order  dwell,  in  endless  youth? 


I,  whon  Wordgworft  elaa- 


„„,, HcralninrecAUedI<vdHi'>wf»i 

10  itnclnnt  Greek  modea  or  ki^.  which  vrero  derived  nwn  Lydlii,  and 
muglawaaoriipsUicilcaiiilmaUliiscluiaotoT.    See  pace  IH,  Dott  i. 
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Oblivion  may  not  cover 

All  treasures  hoarded  by  the  miser,  Time. 

Orphean  Insight  I  tnith'a  undanntod  lover, 

To  the  first  le^aee  of  tator'd  paesion  climb, 

When  Music  dcign'd  within  this  grosser  sphere 

Her  subtle  essence  to  enfold. 

And  voice  and  shell  drew  forth  a  tear 

Softer  than  Nature's  self  could  mould. 

Yet  strenuous  was  the  infant  Age:' 

Art,  darisg  because  souls  could  feel, 

Stirr'd  nowhere  but  an  urgent  equipage 

Of  rapt  imagination  aped  her  march 

Through  the  realms  oJ  woe  and  weal : 

Hell  to  the  lyre  bow'd  low  j  the  upper  arch 

Bejoiced  that  clamorons  spell  and  magic  verse 

Her  waa  disasters  could  disperse.* 

The  Gift  to  ting  Amphion 

That  wall'd  a  city  with  its  melody 

Was  for  belief  no  dream:' —  thy  skill,  Aricn! 

Could  humanise  the  creatures  of  the  sea. 

Where  men  were  monsters.'    A  last  grace  he  craves. 

Leave  for  one  chant ;  —  the  dulcet  sound 

Steala  from  the  deck  o'er  willing  waves. 

And  listening  dolphins  gather  round. 

Self-cast,  as  with  a  desperate  coui-sc, 

'Mid  that  strange  andienoe,  he  bestrides 

A  proud  One  docile  as  a  managed  horse; 

t  Tbe  undent  mftlii  or  Orpheus,  AmpbioD,  sod  Arion  ai 

BJunvLo^  that  the  olU  Greek  aenaiUilitT  to  muj^ic  wfv  much  m 

Hun  that  of  any  modera  poopJo.    Classical  poetry  anil  f 

darlDg  Bud  by^erbolleal  repregentMions  of  the  po— - — ' 

mm  of  an  ansfrerlag  snnpMby  la  the  popular  reel 

bihlies,  those  ropreseoutiODa  appear  BO  einrsTaga ._  , 

■oHoinc,  tDliiaeuar  tlfBli>inuiut,ieaaifcaot  aadeut oratwa,  tluU " tbeli 

—  ■---' —  — "-''laelhan  tbatwhich  modem  orators  aspire  to;" 

~    rpronion  and  delivery  In  Ibe  anolenl  s 
Ba  from  Demosthenes  and  Cicero  irhii 
wholly  monstrous  and  jrigantio." 
na  or  the  eky,  vhosc  direl\illeet  pon 
>y  lyrical  and  mnsiosl  incantations. 

— iia  [hot  "Hell  to  the  lyre  bow'd  low,"  yielding 

Khls  beloved  Eniydice  to  the  divine  compulsion  of  his  music.  —  Amphion  was 
Dg  of  (he  Grecian  Thebes^  his  harp  aud  voice  so  slTi;uteil  the  stones  that  tbey 
OHuunotchooae  hut  march  to  their  places,  and  BO  girdled  the  city  with  a  wall. 

1  Arion  itbb  a  Aimous  Greek  bard  and  player  on  the  harp.  The  story  Is,  that  be 
wntto  Sicily  to  take  part  in  a  musical  contest;  and,  havlogwon  the  prize,  was 
nine  home  to  Uorinlh  by  sea,  leden  with  presents,  when  the  rude  sailors  coveted 
Us  wealth  and  were  bent  on  murdering  him.    After  trying  In  vain  to  break  their 


be  quite  ludicroas.   An<l 
hUAer  powers  of  expression  and  dt 


was  iDBiutelr  ™oi<K>i'>l'tBe  ihui  thatwhich  modem  orators  aspire  lo;"  though  ho 
-■^'- -'^-  '-  "-"-^ ■  -   --'  -"— ' — .y  In  Ibe  ancient  speakers : 


5  be  at  last  got  leave  to  play  once  more  on  the  harp;  so,  potllng  on  l^sCal  at 
-. — J. — ._  .K r  .i;„  „•.!_  t„  iiToke'l.the  gods  In  inspired  strains. 

■M  of  soDg-loving  dolphins  had  t^h- 
>d  safe  to  UiMntli. 


ilng  in  the  prow  dr  the  ship,  he  Invokeil.the  gods  in  inspired  st 
r  tiimseir  into  the  sea.    But  a  Book  of  soog-loving  dolphins  had  rath- 
~  "    n  took  the  bard  on  Its  back,  and  carded  bus  to 
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And  BiDgios,  while  th'  accordtuit  hand 
Sweeps  his  harp,  the  If  aster  rtdes ; 
So  shall  he  touch  at  length  a  frigidly  Ktraod, 
And  he,  with  hia  preserver,  shine  sta^bright 
In  memory,  through  silent  night. 

The  pipe  of  Pan,  to  shepherds 

Gonch'd  in  thu  shadow  of  Mssnalian  piaes,^ 

Was  passing  sweet;  the  eyeballs  of  the  leopards. 

That  in  high  triumph  drew  the  Lord  of  Tines, 

How  did  they  sparkle  to  the  cymbal's  clang  I 

While  Fauns  and  Satyrs  beat  the  ground 

In  cadence,' — and  Silenus  swang 

This  way  and  that,  with  wild-flowers  crown'd. — 

To  life,  to  life  giTe  bock  thine  ear: 

Ye  who  are  longing  to  be  rid 

01  fable,  though  to  truth  subservient,  hear 

The  little  sprinkling  of  cold  earth  that  fell 

Echo'd  from  the  coffln-lid ; 

The  convict's  summons  in  the  steeple's  knell ; 

"The  vain  distress-gun,"  from  a  leeward  shore, 

Bepeated,  —  beard,  and  beard  no  morel 

For  terror,  joy,  or  pity, 

Vast  is  the  compass  and  the  swell  of  notes: 

From  the  babe's  first  cry  to  to  ice  of  regal  city. 

Rolling  a  solemn  sea-like  bass,  that  floats 

Far  as  the  woodlands,  —  with  the  trill  to  blraid 

Of  that  shy  songstress  whose  love-tale 

Might  tempt  an  angel  to  descend, 

While  hovering  o'er  the  moonlit  Tale- 

Ye  wandering  Utterances,  has  Earth  no  scheme, 

Ko  scale  of  moral  masic,  to  unite 

Powers  that  sunriTe  but  in  the  faintest  dream 

Of  memory  ?  —  0,  that  ye  might  stoop  to  bear 

T  SfanaliOK  Is  tbe  bboui  *a  Jrtadian;  UimaltH  belnn  the  nune  of  tbe  moimtalBa 
in  AnsailiA.  trtiicb  were  celebratad  as  tho  &TOurlte  haunts  of  (he  «>il  Pan. 
Areata  Is  tbe  old  name  of  Uie  central  portion  of  Pelopanaesiu.  The  Arcadiana 
mn  noted  u  a  simple  pastoral  people,  paasiooalol;  (bnd  of  mauc,  and  devoted  to 
tba  worship  of  Fan. 

8  Fooni  and  Satm  appear  to  hare  been  much  the  same,  only  the  former  were 
Boman,  the  latter  Grecian.  The;  were  among  Che  minor  diTinitles  of  the  ancient 
ai7tholag7:  In  fomii  half  man  and  half  goM>  with  horna;  TsBtlr  stren  to  mncio 
■ndwliie,  andloiensaal  pleasures  of  all  sorts.  Silenus  was  their  chief,  and  ftTerr 
fniiD7  Kod  wIttutL  He  was  generall;  Intoxlmted.  and  is  described  as  a  Jorlal  ola 
man,  wilh  a  bald  head,  a  pack  nose,  fsc  and  round  like  his  wine-iwKi  whleh  he 
always  carried  wllb  him.  Ue  was  specluiy  glTcn  to  doncinK,  and  so  was  oallsd 
thtioHcer:  in  oUmt  respects,  his  addiction  was  aboat  equally  diTlded  between  wine, 
sleep,  and  muBlo.  But  his  main  pecullaritT  la;  in  his  being  aa  inspired  prmibet, 
who  knew  aU  the  past  and  the  remoteat  fuEure,  and  also  a  aage  who  despised  ■]! 
the  sUts  of  fottnne.  tnien  drank  or  asleep,  be  was  in  the  power  of  martals,  who 
eanid  ctmipel  him  ta  prophesy  and  sluf  by  ^iag  him  op  with  cbaina  of  flowera. 


OH  THE  POWEB  OF  BOCKD. 

GlLains,  Buch  firecioas  chtuus  of  sight 
Ab  labour'd  minstrelsies  tbroagh  ages  vear  I 
0,  for  a  balance  fit  the  truth  to  tell 
Of  th'  TJnsabstantial,  ponder'd  well! 

By  one  pervading  spirit 

Of  tones  and  numbers  all  things  are  controU'd, 
As  sages  taught,  where  faith  was  foond  to  merit 
Initiation  in  that  mystery  old.* 
'  The  heavens,  whose  aspect  makes  oar  minds  as  still 
As  they  themselves  appear  to  be. 
Innumerable  voices  fill 
With  everlasting  harmony ; 
The  towering  headlands,  orown'd  with  miat, 
Their  feet  among  the  billows,  know 
That  Ocean  is  a  mighty  harmonist ; 
Thy  pinions,  nniveraal  Air, 
Ever  waving  to  and  fro. 
Are  delegates  of  harmony,  and  bear 
Strains  that  support  the  S^sons  in  their  round; 
Stem  Winter  loves  a  dirge-like  sonnd. 

Break  forth  into  thanksgiving, 

Ye  banded  instraments  of  wind  and  chorda ; 

TTnite,  to  minify  the  Ever-living, 

Your  inarticulate  notes  with  the  voice  of  words! 

Nor  burfi'd  be  sei-vice  from  the  lowing  mead. 

Nor  mute  the  forest  bum  of  noon; 

Thou  too  be  beard,  lone  eagle !  freed 

From  snowy  peak  and  cloud,  attune 

Thy  hungry  barkings  to  the  hymn 

Of  joy,  tJiat  from  her  utmost  walls 

The  six-days'  Work,  by  darning  Seraphim, 

Transmits  to  Heaven  I    As  Deep  to  Deep 

Shouting  through  one  valley  calls. 

All  worlds,  all  natures,  mood  and  measure  keep 

For  praise  and  ceaseless  gratulation,  pour'd 

Into  the  ear  of  God,  their  Lord! 


SttU  qotibiK  M  tb«  jiiung^red  cberabln*." 
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A  Voice  to  Light  gave  Being ; 

To  Time,  and  Siaxt  his  carth-bom  chronieler ; 

A  Voice  shall  finish  donbt  ud  dim  foresefllng^ 

And  sweep  away  life's  visionary  stir: 

The  trumpet,  (we,  intoxicate  with  pride, 

Arm  at  its  blast  for  deadly  wars,) 

To  archangelic  lips  applied, 

The  grave  shall  open,  qacnch  the  stars. — 

0  Silence  1  are  Man's  noisy  tootb 

No  more  than  moments  of  thy  life  ? 

le  Harmony,  blest  queen  of  smiles  and  ieaxe. 

With  her  smooth  tones  and  discords  jnst, 

Temper'd  into  raptnrons  strife, 

Thy  destined  bond-slave?  No  I  tbongh  Earth  be  dust 

And  vanish,  though  the  heavens  dissolve,  ber  stay 

Is  in  the  Wobd,  that  shall  not  pass  away.^  [IE 


ODE. 


The  CbUd  Is  FaOier  of  the  Hu; 
And  I  could  irlsli  my  days  to  bo 
Bonuil  each  to  each  uf  aaCantl  pie^. 


Thebe  was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove,  and  stream. 
The  earth,  and  every  common  eight. 
To  me  did  seem 
Apparell'd  in  celestial  light. 
The  glory  and  the  freshness  of  a  dream. 
It  is  not  now  as  it  hath  been  of  yore;  — 
Turn  whereso'er  I  may. 
By  night  or  day. 
The  things  which  I  have  seen  I  now  can  see  no  more. 

I  This  has  long  seemed  to  me  one  or  the  aathor'i  ffTealeet  poemB;  hudlj  infe- 
>r,  tndeedplo  liti  Ode  an  Imraortaiitu,  though  lesB  celebrated  than  that.  The  cluBBi. 
1  alluaiuns,  or  which  ttiera  arc  many,  are  selected  with  rare  juUgineiit,  and  used 
lUi  consummate  art:  the  BC0|>e  of  the  piece  ts  as  nide-sweopinK  aod  Inclnslre  as 
e  thcmo  can  well  admit  of;  yet  ^  the  parts  are  toneil  and  balanced  In  exqoMH 
rmony;  and  the  effcclof  the  whole  la  iDBpirinB  and  soul-UfttDS  in  me  highest  de- 
es.  Nor  can  its  ihishnesH  be  exhauBted :  after  a  close  ntmlliarit 


itjof  more 
J  powers  o 
:re  gathered 
rith  tbe  d«i 

._     „  _. ^_^, LOn  blmdlni,  „ 

that  leave*  BO  part  of  oiuemoCkiiial  nature  unloached.   Iliiis  much 


qnita  bojond  my  powers  cf  ex- 
'  of  the  world  were  gathered  mad 

,  — -jHIng  the  heart  with  the  deepest 

soothing  it  with  the  Boltest  notes  of  Joy,  and  anon  blmdlng  tke 
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The  rainbow  comes  aod  goes. 
And  lovely  is  the  Hose ; 
The  Moon  doth  with  delight 
Look  round  her  when  the  hcarenB  ore  bare; 
Waters  on  a  starry  night 
Are  beantifal  and  fair ; 
The  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth  ; 
But  yet  I  know,  where'er  I  go, 
That  there  hath  past  away  a  glory  from  the  earth. 


Kow,  while  the  birds  thns  ring  a  joyous  song. 

And  while  the  young  lambe  Sonnd 

As  to  the  tabor's  sonnd, 

To  me  alone  there  came  a  thonght  of  grief : 

A  timely  utterance  gave  that  thought  relief, 

And  I  again  am  strong: 
The  cataracts  blow  their  trumpets  from  the  steep ; 
No  more  shall  grief  of  mine  the  season  wrong ; 
I  hear  the  Echoes  throngh  the  monntaios  throng; 
The  Winds  come  to  me  from  the  fields  of  ale^, 
And  all  the  earth  is  gay; 
Land  and  sea 
Give  themselves  np  to  Jollity, ' 

lhi>  Ode.  —  Id  h!a  notes  dictaled  1S4S,  tbo  nntlior  hu  the  foUowing:  "TUawM  oom- 
poeed  iJnrlns  my  reEldenno  MTnwnead,  Cramiare.  TwDvura  M  )«ut  paased  ho- 
tneenUienritlDgc^  UttOrBtfRar  Btanua  and  the  rcBUluuiB  part.  To  tbeattentjv« 
and  compelenl  rcailsr  Chu  wbolo  RufBci«ntty  explains  Itself;  but  tlicro  may  be  uo 
bam  ill  uilTertlDK  hero  lo  particular  HioUtikb  or  ixperiencw  of  joj  own  minil  unwhicb 
the  etracture  of  the  poem  partly  reals.  HatUng  waa  mom  difficult  fur  me  in  child- 
hood than  to  admit  the  notion  of  death  us  a  Btato  applicable  to  my  own  being.  I 
used  to  brood  over  the  atorlea  or  fioooh  and  BUlab,  and  slDioM  Co  peraimle  myself 
Out,  vhaterer  migtat  beconw  of  others.  I  should  he  tmaslateil.  In  somethinK  of  the 
•juoe  way,  to  Heaven-  With  a  feeling  couceaiBl  to  this,  I  waa  eflen  unable  to  think 
of  external  thmgs  ae  having  external  exiftencs;  and  £  comamned  with  all  that  £ 
MB  as  Gomethlng  not  apart  from,  but  inherent  In,  my  own  immaterial  nature.  Many 
time*  while  Edng  to  school  have  t  grasped  at  a  waU  or  tree,  tn  recnll  myself  from 
ttali  abyss  of  Iriealiam  to  the  reality.  At  lliat  time  I  nas  aOraid  ef  such  processes. 
In  later  pciiods  of  life  I  have  deplored,  as  we  at]  have  reason  Co  4ri,  a  subjugalioo 
Dfan  opposite  charact«r.  To  that  dream-like  tiddnesa  and  spteadour  which  uiTest 
objects  of  Bight  in  childhood,  every  one,  I  believe,  tf  he  would  lookback,  coaM  bear 
testimony,  and  I  need  not  dwell  npon  H  here ;  biK.  having  In  ttia  poan  lenrded  It 
la  presumptive  evidence  of  a  prior  state  of  existence,  I  tbiuk  U  right  to  protest 
agunetaconclnaion,  which,  has  given  pain  to  some  good  and  pious  persons,  that  I 
Bwant  to  Inculcate  sncii  a  belteC  But  let  ns  bear  bi  mind  titat.  Ihoagli  the  idea  Is 
not  advanced  in  reveUMatu  there  is  uothlng  there  to  contradict  )t.  and  (be  Tall  of 
■an  preseiitB  an  analogyin  Bs  fhFonr.  Acconlingtj-.  a  pre-exialcnt  slat*  has  en. 
tend  Into  the  popular  creeds  of  many  natiana;  asd,  snong  all  pcraons  ncanainled 
Kltti  dosaio  llteratme,  Is  known  as  an  in^nedioot  in  the  PiaConiu  pbllosopby.  Ar. 
«UmedeasiildfliMk««onli1moTeth«worid,  ITbo  l>ad  a  polat  whereon  tn  rest  his 
■aaebine.  Who  has  not  felt  the  aamo  aspirations  as  regards  the  world  of  his  own 
■h*l?  Having  to  wiMld  some  of  Its  denionts  when  Iwas  Impelled  tow-""  "■'- 
~—--'he*ImiBort«lit»afthe9ou"  ■■--'- ■-"--•" —  — '~ 

niclaiit  fbnndotlon  la  buma 

Be  of  It  1  could  aa  a  poet," 


■BM?  Having  to  wiMld  some  of  Its  denionts  when  Iwas  Impelled  to  write  this 
poem  on  the  *  Immortallt*  at  the  SouU*  I  look  hold  of  the  notion  «f  pre-eilstonce  as 
Uving  aufflciaiit  fbnndotlon  la  bumauit;  for  aathori£iD|  me  to  make  A>r  my  purpose 
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And  with  the  heart  of  May 
Doth  every  Beast  keep  holiday;  — 
Thou  Child  of  Joy, 
Shoat  round  me,  let  mo  hear  thy  shouts,  thoa  happy 

Shepherd-boy ! 


Ye  blessed  Creatures,  I  have  heard  the  call 

Ye  to  each  other  make ;  I  see 
The  heavens  lau^h  with  you  in  your  jubilee; 

My  heart  la  at  your  festival, 

My  head  bath  its  coronal, 
The  fulness  of  your  bliss,  I  feel — I  feel  it  alL 

0  evil  day  I  if  I  were  sullen 
While  Earth  herself  is  adorning, 

This  sweet  May-morning, 
And  the  children  are  colling 
On  every  side. 
In  a  thousand  valleys  far  and  wide, 
Fresh  flowers;  white  the  Sun  shines  warm. 
And  the  Babe  leaps  up  on  his  mother's  arm : 

1  hear,  I  hear,  with  joy  I  hear!  — 
But  there's  a  Tree,  of  many,  one, 

A  single  Field  which  I  have  looked  upon. 
Both  of  them  speak  of  something  that  is  gone  : 
The  Pansy  at  my  feet 
Doth  the  same  tale  repeat: 
Whither  is  fled  the  visionary  gleam  ? 
Where  is  it  now,  the  glory  and  the  dream  ? 


Our  birth  is  but  a  sleep  imd  a  f oi^tting : 
The  Soul  that  rises  with  qb,  our  hfe's  Star, 

Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting. 
And  Cometh  from  afar: 

Not  in  entire  forgetf ulnesB, 

And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
But  trailing  clouds  of  glory  do  we  come 

From  God,  who  la  our  home : 
Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  infancy  1 
Shades  of  the  prison-house  begin  to  oloae 

Upon  the  growing  Boy, 
But  He  beholds  the  light,  and  whence  it  flows^ 

He  sees  it  in  his  joy ; 
The  Youth,  who  daily  further  from  the  East 
Must  travel,  still  is  Nature's  Priest, 
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And  bj^  the  viaion  splendid 

Is  on  liis  tray  attended ; 
At  length  the  M^i  perceives  it  die  away. 
And  fade  into  the  light  of  common  day. 


Earth  fills  her  lap  with  pleasures  of  her  own; 
Yearnings  she  hath  in  her  own  nataral  kind. 
And,  eyen  with  something  of  a  Mother's  mind. 
And  no  unworthy  aim. 

The  homely  Nurse  doth  all  she  can 
To  make  her  Foster-child,  her  Inmate  Man, 

Forget  the  glories  he  hath  known, 
And  that  impenal  palace  whence  he  came. 


Behold  the  Ohild  among  his  new>boni  blisses 
A  six  years'  Darling  of  a  pigmy  size  1 
See,  where  'mid  worlr  of  his  own  hand  he  lies. 
Fretted  by  salliea  of  his  mother's  kisses, 
With  light  upon  bim  from  his  father's  eyes ! 
See,  at  nis  feet,  some  little  plan  or  chart, 
8ome  fragment  from  his  dream  of  human  life, 
Shaped  by  himself  with  newly-Ieam^d  art ; 

A  wedding  or  a  featiTal, 

A  monmiDg  or  a  funeral ; 

And  this  hath  now  his  heart. 

And  unto  this  he  frames  his  song: 

Then  will  he  fit  his  tongue. 
To  dialogues  of  business,  lore,  or  strife; 

But  it  will  not  be  long 

Ere  this  be  thrown  aside, 

And  with  new  joy  and  pride 

The  little  actor  cods  anotliier  part; 

Filling  from  time  to  time  his  "humorous  sfa^e'' 

With  all  the  Persons,  down  to  palsied  Ago, 

That  Life  brings  with  her  in  her  equipage; 

As  if  hia  whole  vocation 

Were  endless  imitation. 

vin. 
Thou,  whoso  exterior  semblance  doth  belie 

Thy  soul's  immensity ; 
Thou  best  Philosopher,  who  yet  dost  keep 
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Thj  heritage,  thon  Eye  among  the  blind. 
That,  deaf  and  silent,  read'et  th'  eternal  deep^ 
Haunted  for  ever  by  th'  eternal  mind, — 

Mighty  Prophet!  Seer  blest  I 

On  wliom  those  ti-uths  do  jest, 
Which  we  are  toiling  all  our  hves  to  find. 
In  darknesB  lost,  the  darkness  of  the  grave;* 
Thon,  over  whom  thy  Immortality 
Broods  like  the  Day,  a  Master  o'er  a  Slare, 
A  Presence  which  is  not  to  be  pnt  by ;  • 
Thon  little  Child,  yet  glorions  in  the  might 
Of  heayen-bom  freedom  on  thy  being's  height, 
Why  with  such  earnest  pains  dost  thon  provoke 
The  years  to  bring  th'  inevitable  yoke, 
Thus  blindly  with  thy  blessedness  at  strife? 
Full  soon  thy  Soul  shall  have  hor  earthly  freight. 
And  custom  lie  npon  thee  with  a  weight. 
Heavy  as  frost,  and  de^  almost  as  life ! 

4  As  the  matleT  la  here  Tiewed,  tbe  child,  tmra  tbe  BtreDKCh  or  insCbictiTe  scUon 
or  SD  [nwurd  law.  reeCa  in  the  full  convictioD  w  agBonnee  of  that  truth,  naoielT, 
tbe  Imiuortallty  of  the  soul,  vhlch  the  mature  miud  ia  ever  elruggUng  to  make  good 
bveiteninl  proof  anil  inference;  t>ecAuee  tho  Isttcr,  ns  the  item  tacU  of  ciiir  con- 
dltloD  press  upon  it,  Keta  lost  in  tbe  "  dark  valle; ; "  (hat  is,  tba  tiSTS  outa  off  Omm 
It  the  vision  of  a  lite  bejouil. 

5  The  preceding  port  of  this  etanzahae  alwayaboeu  flomethlTi^  of  a  poser  ta  me. 
1  hare  never  been  auKe  able  to  get  over  ColeHdge's  coiDment  span  It :  "Id  what 
tense  ia  a  child  or  that  age  a  phUoiophir  t  In  what  aeiue  doea  be  reud  '  tti'  etonul 
deep'?  In  what  sense  iabe  doclaieato  be  'for  aier  hatmted  by  tbo  SnprcineBein>>? 
or  BO  inspired  aa  to  deserve  the  tlclea  of  a  mightu  prophet,  a  iltut-1  iixrt  By  r^eo- 
Hon?  by  Knowledge?  by  eonsoioDS  intnlUoD?  or  by  on^  form  or  inmlillcaUau  of  con. 
■cionsueaa?  These  would  b«  tidings  Indeed;  bntsnchaa  iraiild  ure^uppoae  aa  int. 
mediate  revelation  to  Uie  buplicd  eoMmanlcator,  and  require  miracles  to  anlhenti- 
cate  hie  iaaplmtion.  But  if  this  bo  too  Wild  and  ciorliitaut  to  be  auepecled  aa  hnv- 
Ing  be^  tbe  poet's  meaalng:  IT  these  ntyBtralouB  gUls,  fiMtolliDS,  and  operruions  are 
nof  accompanied  with  conaciaamiee*.  who  tta  is  eooacloua  uf  thcmF  or  how  can  It 
be  called  the  ehild.  if  it  be  do  part  of  the  child's  cooscions  being?"  And  again: 
"  In  what  eeose  can  the  inngniflcent  attrlbntea,  above  qaoted,  be  aOT>n>priaIed  to  a 
chitd,  which  would  not  ms^  tbem  eaoally  snltablo  to  a^i»,  ur  a  dog,  ernfitld  ofcomi 
or  oven  to  a  sbtp,  or  to  tho  wind  and  waves  Ibot  propel  it?  The  omnipi-csent  Spirit 
wortsequally  InMonaalntheehlld;  and  the  obild  la  equally  naconsclous  of  ft  at 
ttaoy.'*-^n  the  other  hand,  Worda  worth,  in  hiaEasagupoti  EpiUkphi,  puisuea  the  theme 
in  ahighatroinof  diBcouneDvmwbicb  t  mnal  be  content  togiveaBhon  extrout: 
"Forlorn,  and  cut  off  bum  commanlcaUon  with  tbe  beat  part  of  bis  nature,  muM 
that  man  bo.  who  ahould  derive  the  aenee  of  Imoiortnlity,  as  it  eiiata  in  the  mind 
el'  a  child,  trom  tbe  aamo  unthinking  gaiety  or  UvdlneflS  of  animal  ipiiUs  with 
which  the  lanih  in  the  meadow,  or  any  other  irrational  creature  ta  endowed;  who 
ahould  ascribe  it,  In  abort,  (o  blank  tgnonmce  in  tlte  child ;  to  an  luabU%  arlalnc 
rrom  the  imperlbct  state  of  his  HicnlUes  to  come,  In  any  point  of  bit  being.  Into  oM- 
tact  with  a  notion  of  death :  or  to  an  unreflecting  acquleiicaiee  fii  what  bid  boea  in. 
■tilled  into  him  t  Hoasnch  aa  nntblder  of  tba  uysteriea  of  natnra,  though  bamav 
have  IbrgoUon  hie  (lirmer  self,  ever  noticed  the  early,  obstinate,  and  vnappeiBable 
inqnialbveness  of  childienupon  thesubJactof  flvlgiuatlon?  This  single  B& vrDToa 
outwanUy  the  monBtrouiincaa  of  those  sapposltlous :  fOr,  IfweliBd  no  direct  exter- 
nal testimony  that  tbemlnds  of  (eryyonngchildren  meditate  fCdingly  njKoi  doatb 
and  immortnlity,  theae  Inquiries,  which  we  all  know  tbey  are  neipottially  niaUiut 
concerning  the  wtteace,  do  neceasaiUy  ini^ude  correaponaing  baluts  oT  interrogation 
concerning  tbe  uhitlitr.  Oi'lgin  and  tendency  are  notions  Inseparablr  oo,iciatlr«. 
We  may,  Qion,  be  jnatlfled  In  aaserting,  that  tbe  aense  of  imroort^t;,  If  not  »  ea. 
existent  and  twin  birth  with  Reaaon,  Is  among  the  earliest  of  her  olbprlng :  and  we 
may  flirtber  osiert.  that  from  these  conjoined,  and  nnder  Itiair  ooant(£iiDe«,  Uhe 
bnmao  aO^otLons  are  gradnallj  lOimed  and  opraiod  onL" 


JHTIMA.TIOKB  OF  IHKORTAUTT. 


0  joy!  that  in  our  embers 
la  something  that  doth  live, 
That  natnre  yet  remembers 
What  was  so  fugitive ! 
The  thought  ol  our  past  years  in  me  doth  breed. 
Perpetual  benediction :  not  indeed 
For  that  which  is  most  worthy  to  be  bleat,  — 
Delight  and  liberty,  the  simple  creed 
Of  Childhood,  whether  buar  or  at  reet, 
With  new-fledgod  hope  still  flnttering  in  his  breast :  — 
Not  lot  these  I  raise 
The  song  of  thanks  and  praise ; 
But  for  those  obstinate  questionings 
Of  sense  and  outward  things  ;* 
Fallings  from  ns,  vanishings; 
Blank  misgiviiigs  of  a  Creature 
Uoving  about  la  worlds  not  reaJiaed ; 
nigh  instincts  before  which  our  mortal  Natnre 
Did  tremble  like  a  guilty  Thing  surpriaed : 
But  for  those  itrst  affections, 
Those  shadowy  recolleotioDB, 
Which,  be  they  what  they  may. 
Are  yet  the  fountam  light  of  sH  our  day. 
Are  yet  a  master-light  of  all  our  seeing ; 
ITphold  ue,  cherish,  and  have  power  \x>  make 
Our  noiay  years  seem  momenta  in  the  being 
Of  the  eternal  Silence:  truths  that  vake, 

Toperiah  never; 
Which  neither  listlessnese,  nor  mad  endeavour. 
Nor  Man  nor  Boy, 
Nor  all  that  is  at  enmity  with  joy, 
Can,  utterly  abolish  or  destroy  1 

e  These  "qoeetiODlnKS  of  rtaae  uid  oDtimrd  thingii"  are,  I  lapwHa,  Ibe  qnee- 
boDe  whicli  the  soul  puts  to  Ita  visible  Burrouniliage,  ever  seeking  nvm  them  what 
Ibey  have  not  to  give :  Hint  la,  the  sonl  le  so  unable  to  unuiesoe  la  deMb  bb  the  end 
«f  Its  beins,  tAat  it  camiot  chooM  bat  keep  latarrugBtiiUE  the  world  of  sense  for 
answers  miich  mnst  come  ftvm  a  higher  source ;  and  this  is  taken  as  arguing  that 
the  soul  Is  IROlf  ftuned  utd  aituneil  lo  a  wortd  aboie  and  bevmid  (he  preaent. 
Thna  the  poet  fludacMseto  i^oice  in  themaml  diaappolatmenls  helms  Eiiauined.— 
loreJolcelbattiieglorieabeBawinchlldhoi  "  *        '■      --^-- 


A  under  the  pressure  afeEperleiKV 


and  death  is  nnkno 


Wre  lire  Is  ODfalllDV  and  death  isnnknoi 

, —  — r— F — In  queation,  the  "  plulaaopliic  mind  "  more 

0w  iOBS  Of  tbe  tnatincUve  tklOi  of  childhood.    Wordsworth  tu 
UHinRhtlsMleiutanKid  ana  for  poeUcal  sse;  and  I  think  " 
gDoOone  trtt  ptacHcal  nse.    Fur,  in  fad,  the  strongeat  narun 

Dais,  that  the  higher  needs  and  instincts  of  our  menil  beli.„    _., ._  

fiam:  In  other  words,  coaaeieDce  and  the  present  aiate  of  (huig  do  not  so  togcUier; 
Hwone  does  not  answer  to  the  other;  and  the  world  is  fuii  of  beglniiliigB  that  are 
tol)eaniBbodela«rhere,iriniBbaaa(aU.   S«e page U4, note 4. 
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Hence  in  a  season  of  oalm  weather, 
Though  inland  far  we  be, 

Our  souls  have  sight  of  that  immortal  sea 
Which  brought  us  hither. 
Can  in  a  moment  trayel  thither. 
And  see  the  Children  sport  upon  the  shore, 
And  hear  the  mighty  waters  rolling  «Tfirmore, 


Then  sing,  yo  Birds,  sing,  sing-  a  joyous  song! 

And  iet  the  young  Lambs  bound 

Ab  to  the  tabor's  sound ! 
We  in  thought  will  join  your  throng. 

Ye  that  pipe  and  ye  that  play, 

Ye  that  through  your  hearts  to-day 

Feel  the  gladness  of  the  May ! 
What  though  the  radiance  which  was  once  so  bnght 
Be  now  for  ever  taken  from  my  sight. 

Though  nothing  can  bring  back  the  hour 
Of  splendour  in  the  graaa,  ofgloiy  in  the  flower; 

We  will  grieve  not,  rather  find 

Strength  in  what  remains  behind ; 

In  the  primal  sympathy 

Which  uaving  been  mnst  ever  be; 

In  the  soothing  thoughts  that  sprii^ 

Out  of  hnman  suffenng ; 

In  the  faith  that  looks  through  death, 
In  years  that  bring  the  philosophic  mind. 


And  0,  ye  Fountains,  Meadows,  Hills,  and  Groves, 
K?rebode  not  any  severing  of  our  loves  I 
Yet  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I  feel  your  might; 
I  only  have  rclinquish'd  one  delight 
To  live  beneath  your  more  habitual  away. 
I  love  the  Brooks  which  down  their  channels  tretf 
Even  more  than  when  I  tripp'd  lightly  as  they; 
The  innocent  brightness  of  a  new-bom  Day  " 

Is  lovely  yet ; 
The  Clouds  that  gather  round  the  setting  San 
Do  take  a  sober  colouring  from  an  eye 
That  hath  kept  watch  o'er  man's  mortality: 
Another  race  hath  been,  and  other  palms  are  won. 
Thanks  to  the  human  heart  b^  which  we  liv^ 
Thanks  to  its  tendeinea^  its  joya,  and  fears, 


^vGotit^le 


THE  PRKLnDR  — INTBODUOTION. 


To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  eati  give 

Thonghta  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears.*       [1805-6. 


THE  PRELUDE, 

OB  GKOWTH  OF  A  FOBT'b  HINI). 


wu  bsfiin  obiIt  ia  I'M,  «iid  VM  flnlsbwl  Id  I 
,  Ibe  Hubor,  Mbe  himi^telliiu,waauiedilatl 
EC«iirtlDi>lbniu  apart;  andlir  wBr  of  preuratl 
lieaadertMdctareoonI,lnT«we,  Ibeorlgliiuid  praanM  oru*oi 
B  ba  wu  aoqiuiDled  with  Itaem."   Aod  tw  >dtl(  the  fillowlng:  '~ 


. „  _, Hi  propoBei.  .. 

ud  the  two  woiki  haro  ttao  saiBe  kind  of  relation  to  each  other.  If  he  may  BoeipteM 
Umself,  ai  the  Asle-ehspcl  luu  to  the  bodv  of  a  OotUc  ChunA."—  The  Prelude  wu 
addreesed  to  Coleridn,  who  was  reeldlng  in  Malta  tor  the  re" — •'—  -'  >■'-  •—'■■• 


pieuratoiT  poem  la  autobiographicai,  end  oonducts  the  hiitory  of  the  auUior'a  mlDd 
lo  uu  point  whoa  be  ww  emnbldened  to  hope  that  hi*  flteallie*  wwe  salBi^oatlr 
matured  for  enteriiur  open  the  aiduoiu  labour  which  he  had  propoeeil  lo  himielf; 

—■"■-■ —  woika  tATO  th< u-j-.—.— .— . 1.  ..t^'i.t 

he  Asle-ehspc 

1  Coleridn,  w — , 

m  the  greater  nait  or  it  wu  oompoeed.    ^ 

read  the  poem  to  htm:  and  Hie  impieulon  it  made  apon  liim  i<  ■etn)rthin  bubiu  iDijr 
noble  venea  addreesod  to  WordBwoiUi,  which  wiu  be  fonnd  among  the  poems  br 
Coleridge  glTon  in  this  Tolnme.  Wordsworth  apeaka  of  Tike  Prrimfe  as  being  •'  ad. 
dieawdio  a  dear  fMcud,  moat  dlsllngnlBhed  Ibr  his  kDowledse  and  genlns.  aed  to 
wbmn  ttie  author's  intelleetla  HoejflJ  tndeblod."— The  poon  was  DOt^ablieheil  till 
UNI.  soon  aftar  Ibe  author's  death.  On  its  first  appeanocet  it  waa,  1  think,  rather 
disappointing  to  the  lOTBra  of  Wordsworth ;  bnt  It  wears  well,  aod,  if  mr  own  ox. 
peiieoce  be  aaj  test,  nerer  taUe  lo  ImproTe  on  farther  acqDalntance.->The  whole 
poem  conalsta  of  fonrteen  Books.  Of  these,  I  eIto  tbo  Ural  two  Books  eullre,  and 
portions  of  geTeml  oUiere:  which  b  all  I  can  make  room  fitr.wlUioiitexcliidlnf  other 
piecei  that  aeem  better  Bulled  lo  the  pnrpase  of  this  Tolnme. 


BOOK  FIEST. 

IHTEODDCnON  —  CHILDHOOD  AND  SCHOOL-TIUB. 
0,  THEBB  is  blessing  in  this  gentle  breeze, 
A  visitant  that  while  it  fims  my  cheek 
Doth  seem  half.conscioiis  of  the  jo;  it  brings 
From  the  green  fields,  and  from  yon  azure  sky. 
Whate'cr  its  mission,  the  soft  breeze  can  come 
To  none  more  gi-ateful  than  to  me;  escaped 

T  Jlda  gr^t  0 

ong,  indeed,  is  the  ondercnrreot  of  Biought,  anil  B( 
-ipresBlon  bj-  —■---'•  ■' -■ — "--  — '— " — ' 


neb  anil  Taricd  the  Imageir  and  eipresBlon  bj-  which  ttioBe  depths  are  Bymholized, 
that  one  mar  convGrso  with  It  every  divy  for  a  lifetime,  without  exhausting  Hi  sig- 
ilkaiux.    I  must  dismiea  it  with  a  brief  comment  from  Coleridge;  "To  the  CUc  ui 


lalimationtof  Jmmoria'ifyfrom  SwaUectiona  af  Earlu  ChUdhoal,  the  poet  might 
re  pieOicd  the  linoa  vhich  Dante  addressed  to  one  of  his  own  Oanzoni : 


•  O  lyric  song,  there  will  be  few.  think  1, 
Who  may  Lhv  Import  anderBtand  aright; 

rm. rt  for /*em  so  arduous  and  BO  high  r 

iT  snch  readers  only  as  had  been  at 


a  flax  and  reflux  o 

A  they  know  that  the  eCtribnleB  of  time  and  spiee  are  ir 
—I..-, -aonot  he  ooow/nd  aaw  ' "^       -'  *' — 

te  ia  anffioiently  plain." 


deep  interest  In  modes  of  Inmost  beinir,  la 
yhMi  they  know  that  the  eCtribnleB  of  time  and  epiee  are  inapplieabie  and  alien, 
bUirtiieh  yet  cannot  be  ooow/nd  aava  In  Bymbola  of  timo  aod  space.    FV>r  sueb 


_.(Ki'^le 
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From  the  vast  citrf,*  vhere  I  lone  had  pined 

A  discontented  Bojourner:  now  freej 

Free  as  a  bird  to  settle  where  I  will. 

What  dwelling  shall  receive  me  ?  in  what  vale 

Shall  he  my  harbour  ?  nnderneath  what  grove 

Shall  I  take  up  my  home  P  and  what  clear  stream 

Shall  with  ita  murmur  lull  mo  into  rest  ? 

The  earth  is  all  befoi-e  me.    With  a  heart 

Joyous,  nor  scared  at  its  own  liberty, 

I  look  about;  and,  should  the  ebosen  gnide 

Be  nothing  better  than  a  wandering  cloud, 

I  cannot  miss  my  way.    I  breathe  again ! 

Trances  of  thought  and  mountings  of  the  mind 

Come  fast  upon  me;  it  ia  shaken  off. 

That  burthen  of  my  own  unnatural  self. 

The  heavy  weight  of  many  a  weary  day 

Not  mine,  and  such  as  were  not  inade  for  me 

Long  months  of  peace,  (if  sucli  bold  word  accord 

With  any  promiBcs  of  human  life,) 

liOng  months  of  ease  and  undistnrb'd  delight 

Are  mine  in  prospect:  wither  shall  I  turn. 

By  road  or  pathway,  or  through  trackless  field. 

Up  hill  or  down,  or  shall  some  floating  thing 

Upon  the  river  point  me  out  my  conrse  ? 

Dear  Liberty!    Yet  what  would  it  avail 
But  for  a  gift  that  consecrates  the  joy? 
For  I,  metbonght,  while  the  sweet  breath  of  heaven 
Was  blowing  on  my  body,  felt  within 
A  correspondent  breezG,  that  gently  moved 
With  quickening  virtue,  but  is  now  become 
A  tempest,  a  redundant  energy, 
Vexing  its  own  creation.    Thanks  to  both, 
And  their  congenial  powers,  that,  while  they  join 
In  breaking  up  a  long-continued  frost. 
Bring  with  them  vernal  promises,  the  hope 
Of  active  days  urged  on  by  flying  hours, — 
Pays  of  sweet  leisure,  tax'd  with  patient  thought 
Abstruse,  nor  wanting  punctual  service  high, 
Matins  and  vespers  of  harmonious  verse  I 

Thus  far,  0  Friend !  did  I,  not  used  to  make 
A  present  gov  the  matter  of  a  song, 
'^        '     "-1  tnat  d 


Pour  forth  tnat  day  my  soul  in  measured  strains 

1  This  waa  tba  cit;  of  Goslar,  la  aennan}>,  where  WordeiroTth  and  bla  sWer  spait 
Tt  or  the  Winter  of  17BS-ee.  havlnK  arrived  there  on  the  eth  of  October.  The  VTIbur 
.  IS  iutenHClycuU,  — Ihe  coldest  or  the  whole  centucr;  bo  that  the  poet  had  Ut  keep 
within  doors  fhr  more  Uiao  he  wBBuseil  to  do.  He  left  there  Febmarr  lUh,  and  waa 


^,o(H;ie 
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That  wonld  not  be  forgotten,  and  are  here 

Itecorded :  to  the  open  fields  I  told 

A  prophecy:  poetio  numbers  came 

Spontaneously  to  clothe  in  priestly  r«bo 

A  renovated  spirit  singled  oat. 

Such  hope  vaa  mine,  for  holy  eerrices. 

My  own  voice  cheer'd  me,  and,  far  more,  the  niiud'i 

Internal  eofio  of  th'  imperfect  Boand; 

To  both  I  liaten'd,  drawing  from  them  both 

A  cheerful  confidence  in  things  to  come. 

Content,  and  not  uawilling  now  to  give 
A  respite  to  this  passion,  I  paced  on 
With  brt»k  and  eager  steps ;  and  came,  at  length, 
To  a  green  shady  place,  where  down  I  sat 
Beneath  a  tree,  slaokenins  my  thoughts  by  ohoic^ 
And  settling  into  gentler  nappineaa. 
Twaji  Aatnmn,  and  a  clear  and  placid  day. 
With  warmth,  as  much  as  needed,  from  a  Sun        > 
Two  hoars  declined  towards  the  West;  a  day 
With  silver  clouds,  and  sunshine  on  the  grasa. 
And  in  the  shelter'd  and  the  sheltering  grove 
A  perfect  stillness.    Many  were  the  thoughts 
Encouraged  and  dismiss'd,  till  choice  was  made 
Of  a  known  Vale,*  whither  my  feet  should  turn, 
Nor  rest  till  they  had  reach'd  tlic  very  door 
Of  the  one  cott^^  wliich  methoaghb  I  saw. 
No  pictarfl  ol  mere  memory  ever  look'd 
So  fair ;  and,  while  upon  too  fauoiod  scene 
I  gazed  with  growing  love,  a  higher  power 
Than  Fancy  gave  asgurauoe  of  some  work 
Of  glory  ttwre  forthwith  to  be  begun. 
Perhaps  too  there  perform'd.    Thus  long  I  mused. 
Nor  e'er  lost  sight  of  what  I  mused  itpon. 
Save  when,  amid  the  atately  grove  of  oaks. 
Now  here,  now  there,  an  acoru,  fi'om  its  cup 
Dislodged,  through  sere  leaves  rustled,  or  at  once 
To  the  bare  earth  dropp'd  with  a  startling  sound. 
From  that  6oft  couch  I  rose  not,  till  the  Sun 
Had  almost  touch'd  th'  horizon;  casting  then 
A  backward  glance  upon  the  curling  cload 
Of  city  smoke,  by  distance  ruraliaed; 
Keen  as  a  Truant  or  a  Furtive, 
But  as  a  Pilgrim  resolute,  1  took, 
Even  with  the  chance  equipment  of  that  hour, 

>r  GnMmere,  when  the  yo«t  anl  Ua  ilHer  took  up  tboiT  sbode  mmm 


I:  WOBDSWOBTH. 

The  road  that  poioted  toward  the  choBen  Val& 

It  was  a  splendid  evening,  mid  mj  soul 

Once  more  made  trial  of  her  atrength,  nor  lack'd 

JSolian  vigitatione ;  but  the  harp 

Was  soon  defrauded,  and  the  banded  host 

Of  harmony  dispersed  in  straggling  BonndB> 

And  lastly  utter  silence !    "  Be  it  so ; 

Why  think  of  any  thing  but  present  good  ?  " 

So,  like  a  home-bound  labourer  I  pursued 

My  way  beneath  the  mellowing  Sun,  that  shed 

Mild  influeace ;  nor  left  in  me  one  wish 

Again  to  bend  the  Sabbath  of  that  time 

To  a  servile  3^oke.     What  need  of  many  words? 

A  pleasant  loitering  journey,  through  three  days 

Continued,  brought  me  to  my  hermitage. 

I  spare  to  tell  of  what  ensued,  tho  life 

In  common  things,  —  the  endless  store  of  things 

Bare,  or  at  least  so  seeming,  every  day 

Found  all  about  mc  In  one  neighbourhood, — 

The  self- congratulation,  and,  ft-om  mom 

To  night,  unbroken  cheerfulness  serene. 

But  speedily  an  earnest  longing  rose 

To  brace  myself  to  some  determined  aim. 

Beading  or  thinking ;  either  to  lay  up 

New  stores,  or  rescue  from  decay  the  old 

By  timely  interference :  and  therewith 

Came  hopes  still  higher,  that  with  oatwwd  life 

I  might  endue  some  airy  phantasies 

That  had  been  floating  loose  about  for  years, 

And  to  Buoh  beings  temperately  deal  forth 

The  many  feelings  that  oppresa'd  my  heart. 

That  hope  hath  been  discouraged;  welcome  light 

Dawns  from  the  East,  bat  dawns  to  disappear 

And  mock  me  with  a  sky  that  ripens  not 

Into  a  steady  morning :  if  my  mind, 

Eemembering  the  bold  promise  of  the  past. 

Would  gladly  grapple  with  some  noble  theme. 

Vain  is  her  wish;  where'er  she  tuiiis  she  finds 

Impediments  from  day  to  day  renewed. 

And  now  it  would  content  me  to  yield  up 
Those  lofty  hopes  awhile,  for  present  gifts 
Of  humbler  industry.    Bnt^  0,  dear  Friend  I 
The  Poet,  gentle  creature  as  he  is. 
Hath,  like  the  Lover,  his  unruly  times; 
His  fits  when  he  is  neither  sick  nor  well. 
Though  no  distress  be  near  him  bnt  his  own 
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ITnmaDSgeable  thoughts:  his  mind,  best  pleased 
Wliile  she  as  dnteons  as  the  mother  dove 
Sits  brooding,  lives  not  alvays  to  that  end. 
Bat  like  the  innocent  bird,  hath  goadings-on 
That  drive  her  as  in  troable  throagh  the  groves : 
With  me  is  now  such  passion,  to  be  blamed 
No  otherwise  than  as  it  lasts  too  long. 

When,  as  becomes  a  man  who  womd  prepare 
For  SQch  an  ardnoQS  work,  I  throngh  myself 
Make  rigorous  inquisition,  the  report 
Is  often  cheering;  for  I  neither  seem 
To  lack  that  first  great  gift,  the  vital  soul. 
Nor  general  Truths,  which  are  themselves  a  sort 
Of  Elements  and  Agents,  Under-powers, 
Snrbordinate  helpers  of  the  living  mind; 
Nor  am  I  naked  of  external  things, 
Forms,  images,  nor  nnmerons  other  aids 
Of  less  regard,  though  won  peiiiapa  with  toil, 
And  neetunl  to  build  up  a  Poet's  pruse. 
Time,  place,  and  manners  do  I  seek,  and  these 
Are  found  in  plenteous  store,  but  nowhere  such 
As  may  be  singled  out  with  steady  choice ; 
No  little  band  of  yet  remember'd  names 
Whom  I,  in  perfect  confidence,  might  hope 
To  summon  back  from  lonesome  banishmrait. 
And  make  them  dwelleni  in  the  hearts  of  men 
Now  living,  orto  live  in  fntui-e  years. 
Sometimes  th'  ambitious  Power  of  ohoioe,  mistaking 
Proud  spring-tide  swellings  for  a  regular  sea. 
Will  settle  on  some  British  theme,  some  old 
Bomantic  tale  by  Milton  left  unsung : 
More  often  turnmg  to  some  gentle  place 
Within  the  groves  of  Ohivalir,  I  pipe 
To  shepherd  swains,  or  seated,  harp  in  hand. 
Amid  reposing  koigbts  by  a  river  side 
Or  fountain,  listen  to  the  grave  reports 
Of  dire  enchantments  faced  and  overcome 
By  the  strong  mind,  and  tales  of  warlike  feats. 
Where  spear  encounter'd  spear,  and  sword  with  avord 
Fonght,  as  if  conscious  of  the  blazonry 
That  the  shield  bore,  so  glorious  was  the  strife ; 
Whence  inspiration  for  a  song  that  winds 
Through  ever-changing  scenes  of  votive  qaeat 
Wron^  to  redress,  hairnoniouB  tribute  paid 
To  patient  courage  and  unblemish'd  truth, 
To  arm  devotion,  zeal  unquenchable, 
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And  ChriBtiaa  meekneae  hftllowiiu;  faithful  Iotbh, 

Sometimes,  more  sternly  moved,  I  would  relate 

How  vanquish'd  Mithridates  northward  pasa'd. 

And,  hidden  in  the  cload  of  yearc^  became 

Odin,  the  Father  of  a  race  by  whom 

Pcrish'd  the  Roman  Empire:  how  the  friendB 

And  followers  of  Sertorions,  oat  of  Spain 

Flying,  found  shelter  in  the  Fortnnate  lAsa, 

And  left  their  usages,  their  arts  and  laws, 

To  disappear  by  a  slow  nadnal  death, 

To  dwindle  and  to  perish  one  by  one. 

Starved  in  those  narrow  bonds;  but  not  the  lonl 

Of  Liberty,  which  fifteen  hundred  years 

Survived,  and,  when  the  Enropean  came 

With  skill  and  power  that  mi^ht  not  be  withstood, 

Did,  like  a  pcBtilenoe,  maintain  its  hold 

And  wasted  down  by  ^lorions  death  that  race 

Of  natural  heroes :  or  I  would  record 

How,  in  tyrannio  times,  some  high-sonl'd  nuiD, 

Unnamed  among  the  chronicles  of  Idnga, 

SuSer'd  in  silence  for  Truth's  sake :  or  tell, 

How  that  one  Frenchman,*  throngh  continaed  t<xtoe 

Of  meditation  on  th'  inhuman  deeds 

Of  those  who  conquered  first  the  Indian  lales, 

Went  single  in  his  ministry  across 

The  Ocean ;  not  to  comfort  the  oppress'd, 

But,  like  a  thirsty  wind,  to  roam  about, 

Withering  the  Oppressor:  how  Onstavns  sought 

Help  at  hiH  need  in  Dalecarlia's  mines: 

How  Wallace  fought  for  Scotland;  left  the  name 

Of  Wallace  to  be  found,  like  a  wild  fioww, 

All  over  his  dear  Country ;  left  the  deeds 

Of  Wallace,  like  a  family  of  Ghosts, 

To  people  the  steep  rocks  and  river  banks, 

Her  natural  sanctuaries,  with  a  local  soul 

Of  independence  and  stem  liberty. 

Sometimes  it  suits  me  better  to  invent 

A  tale  from  my  own  heart,  more  near  akin 

To  my  own  passions  and  habitual  thoughts ; 

Some  variegated  story,  in  the  main 

Lofty,  but  th'  nnsubatantial  structure  melts 

Before  the  very  Sun  that  brightens  it, 

JUist  into  air  dissolving !     Then  a  wish, 

3Iy  best  and  l^vonrite  aspiration,  mounts 

1   DomLnlqne  de  Oonrgea.  a  French.  geDtlemnn  irbo  went  to  Florida  In  IIH>>  to 
avenge  (be  mnuacre  or  the  French  br  UuSpanlBide  then. 
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With  jearning  toward  eome  philosoiduo  sraig 
Of  IVath  that  cherishes  oar  daily  hfe ; 
With  meditations  passionate  fTom  deep 
Beceeses  in  man's  heart,  immortal  verse 
Thoughtfully  fitted  to  th'  Orphean  lyie: 
Bnt  from  this  awful  barthen  I  full  soon 
Take  refnge  and  begaile  myself  with  trost 
That  mellower  years  will  bring  a  riper  mind 
And  clearer  insight    Thna  mr  days  are  put 
In  contradictioa ;  with  no  skill  to  part 
Vague  longing,  haply  bred  by  want  of  power. 
From  paramount  impulse  not  to  be  withstood, 
A  timorous  capacity  from  prudence, 
From  circumspection,  infinite  delay. 
Humility  and  modest  awe  themselreB 
Betray  me,  serving  often  for  a  cloak 
To  a  more  subtle  seifishness ;  that  now 
Locks  every  function  up  in  blank  reeerre, 
Now  dupes  me,  trusting  to  an  anxious  eye 
Tha£  with  intrnsive  restlessness  beats  oa 
Simplicity  and  self-preeented  trnth. 
Ah !  better  far  than  this,  to  stray  abont 
Voluptuously  throngh  fields  and  rural  walk^ 
And  ask  no  record  of  the  hours,  reaign'd 
To  vacant  musing,  nn  reproved  neglect 
Of  all  things,  and  delib^to  holiday. 
Far  better  never  to  have  heard  the  name 
Of  zeal  and  just  ambition,  than  to  live 
Baffled  and  plagaed  by  a  mind  that  every  hour 
Toms  recreant  to  her  task;  takes  heart  again^ 
Then  feels  immediately  some  hollow  thon^t 
Hang  like  an  interdict  upon  her  hopes. 
This  is  my  lot ;  for  either  still  I  find 
Some  imperfection  in  the  chosen  theme. 
Or  see  of  absolute  accomplishment 
Much  wanting,  so  much  wanting,  in  myself. 
That  I  recoil  and  droop,  and  seek  repcMe 
In  listlessnesB  from  vam  perplexity, 
TJu^ffofitably  travelling  toward  the  grave. 
Like  a  false  steward  who  hath  much  received 
Asd  renders  nothing  back. 

Was  it  for  this 
That  one,  the  fairest  of  all  rivers,  loved 
To  blend  his  murmurs  with  my  nurse's  song. 
And,  from  his  alder  shades  and  rocky  falls. 
And  from  bis  fords  and  shallows,  sent  a  voice 
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That  flow'd  aloDg  ray  dreams  ?    For  this,  didst  thon, 

0  Derwent!  winding  among  graeey  holms 

Where  I  waa  looking  on,  a  oabe  in  arms, 

Make  ceaseless  music  that  composed  my  thoughts 

To  more  than  infant  eoftness,  giving  me 

Amid  the  fretful  dwellings  of  mankind 

A  foretaste,  a  dim  earnest,  of  the  calm 

That  Nature  breathes  among  the  hills  and  groves  ? 

When  he  bad  left  the  mountains  and  received 

On  his  smooth  breast  the  shadow  of  those  towers 

That  yet  survive,  a  shatter'd  monament 

Of  feudal  away,  the  bright  blue  river  paes'd 

Along  the  margin  of  our  terrace  walk ; 

A  tempting  playmate  whom  we  dearly  loved. 

0,  many  a  time  have  I,  a  five  years'  child. 

In  a  small  mill-race  sever'd  from  his  stretun, 

Made  one  long  bathing  of  a  Summer's  day; 

Bask'd  in  the  sun,  and  plunged  and  basked  again 

Alternate,  all  a  Summer's  day,  or  scour'd 

The  Bandy  fields,  leaping  through  flowery  groves 

Of  yellow  ragwort ;  or,  when  rock  and  hill. 

The  woods,  and  distant  Skiddaw's  lofty  height, 

Were  bronzed  with  deepest  radiance,  stood  alone 

Beneath  the  sky,  as  if  I  had  been  bom 

On  Indian  plains,  and  from  my  mother's  hut 

Had  run  abroad  in  wantonness,  to  sport, 

A  naked  savage,  in  a  thnnder-shower. 

Fair  seed-time  had  my  aocl,  and  I  grew  np 
Foater'd  alike  by  beauty  and  by  fear ; 
Much  favour'd  m  my  birth-place,  and  no  lees 
la  that  beloved  Yale  to  which  erelong 
We  were  transplanted;  —  there  were  we  let  loose 
For  sports  of  wider  range.    Ere  I  had  told 
Ten  birth-days,  when  among  the  mountain  slopes 
Frost,  and  the  breath  of  frosty  wind,  had  snapp'd 
The  last  autumnal  crocus,  'twas  my  joy 
With  store  of  springes  o'er  my  shoulder  hung 
To  range  the  open  heights  where  woodcocks  run 
Along  the  smooth  green  turf.    Through  half  the  nigh^ 
Scudding  away  from,  snare  to  snare,  I  plied 
That  anxious  visitation ;  —  Moon  and  stars 
Were  ahining  o'er  my  head.    I  was  alone, 
And  seem'd  to  be  a  trouble  to  the  peace 
That  dwelt  among  them.    Sometimes  it  befell 
In  these  night  wanderings,  that  a  strong  desire 
O'erpower'd  my  better  reason,  and  the  bii'd 
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Which  was  the  captive  of  another's  toil 

Became  my  prey ;  and  Then  the  deed  was  done 

I  heaj-d  among  the  solitary  hills 

Low  breathing  coming  af  tor  me,  and  sounds 

Of  nndistingaiBliable  motion,  steps 

Almost  ae  silent  as  the  tnrf  they  trod. 

Nor  less  when  Spring  had  warm'd  the  cultnred  Vale, 
Uoved  we  as  planderers  where  the  mother-bird 
Had  in  high  places  built  her  lodge :  thongh  mean 
Onr  object  and  inglorious,  yet  the  end 
Was  not  ignoble.    0,  whon  I  have  hnng 
Above  the  raven's  nest,  by  knots  of  grass 
And  half-inch  fissures  in  the  slippery  rook 
But  ill  sustain'd,  and  almost  fso  it  seem'd) 
Suspended  by  the  blast  that  blew  amain, 
Shouldering  the  naked  crag,  O,  at  that  time, 
While  on  the  perilons  ridge  I  hung  alone. 
With  what  strange  utterance  did  the  loud  dry  wind 
Blow  through  my  ear  I  the  sky  seem'd  not  a  sl^ 
Of  earth; — and  with  what  motion  moved  the  clouds  I 

Dast  aa  we  are,  th'  immortal  spirit  ^rows 
Like  harmony  in  music ;  there's  a  dars 
Inscrutable  workmanship  that  reconciles 
Discordant  elements,  makes  them  cling  together 
In  one  society.    How  strange  that  all 
The  terrors,  pains,  and  early  miseries, 
Kegrets,  vexations,  lassitudes  interfused 
Within  my  mind,  should  e'er  have  borne  a  part. 
And  that  a  needful  part,  in  making  up 
The  calm  existence  that  is  mine  when  I 
Am  worthy  of  myself  I    Praise  to  the  end  I 
Thanks  to  the  means  which  Nature  deign'd  to  employ ; 
Whether  her  fearless  visitings,  or  those 
That  came  with  soft  alarm,  like  hurtless  light 
Opening  the  peaceful  clouds ;  or  she  may  use 
Severer  interventions,  nunistry 
More  palpable,  as  best  might  suit  her  aim. 

One  summer  evening,  led  by  her,  I  found 
A  little  boat  tied  to  a  willow  tree 
Within  a  rocky  cave,  its  usual  home. 
Straight  I  unloosed  her  chain,  and  stepping  in 
Pushed  from  the  shore.    It  was  an  act  of  stealtik 
And  troubled  pleasure,  Bor  without  the  voice 
Of  mountain-echoea  did  my  boat  move  on ; 
Leaving  behind  her  still,  on  either  side, 
Small  circles  gUttering  idly  in  the  moon, 
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Until  they  melted  all  into  one  track 

Of  eparkling  light    But  hot,  like  one  who  row^ 

Proud  of  his  BkiU,  to  readi  a  chosen  point 

With  an  unswerving  line,  I  fiz'd  my  Tieir> 

Upon  the  summit  of  a  craggy  ridg^ 

Tn'  hoiizon's  utmost  bonndary;  far  above 

Was  nothing  but  the  stars  ana  the  gray  sky. 

She  was  an  eldn  pinnace :  lustily 

I  dipp'd  my  oars  into  the  silent  lake, 

And,  as  I  rose  upon  the  stroke,  my  boat 

Went  heaving  through  the  water  like  a  swan ; 

When,  from  behind  that  craggy  steep  tiU  tbea 

Th'  horizon's  bound,  a  hugs  peak,  black  and  huge. 

As  if  with  voluntary  power  instinct 

Uprear'd  its  head.    I  struok  and  straok  again. 

And  growing  still  in  statture  the  grim  shape 

Tower'd  up  netween  me  and  the  stars,  aha  still. 

For  so  it  seem'd,  with  purpose  of  its  own 

And  measured  motion  like  a  living  thing, 

StrodS  after  me.    With  trembling  oara  jT tum'd. 

And  through  the  silent  water  stole  my  way 

Back  to  the  covert  of  the  willow  tree ; 

There  in  her  mooring-place  I  left  my  baric, — • 

And  through  the  mt^ows  homeward  went,  in  grave 

And  serious  mood:  but,  after  I  had  eeou 

That  spectacle,  for  many  days,  my  brain 

Work'd  with  a  dim  and  undetermiDed  sense 

Of  unknown  modes  of  being ;  o'er  my  tboughta 

There  hung  a  dai-kness,  call  it  solitude 

Or  blank  desertion.    Ho  familiar  shapes 

Bemain'd,  no  pleasant  images  of  trees, 

Of  sea  or  aky,  no  colours  of  green  fields ; 

But  huge  and  mighty. forms,  that  do  not  live 

Like  living  men,  moved  slowly  through  the  mind 

By  day,  and  were  a  trouble  to  my  di^ma. 

Wisdom  and  Spirit  of  the  unlTerae! 
Thou  soul  that  art  th'  etemil^  of  thought^ 
That  giv'st  to  forms  and  images  a  breath 
And  everlasting  motion,  not  in  vain 
By  day  or  Btar-iight  thus  from  my  first  dawn 
Of  childhood  didst  thou  intertwine  for  ms 
The  pasnons  that  build  up  our  homan  saul; 
Not  with  the  mean  and  vulgar  works  of  man. 
But  with  high  objects,  with  enduring  things,— 
With  life  and  nature,  pnrifying  thus 
The  elements  of  feeling  and  of  thonght 
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And  eanctifying,  by  snch  ducipline, 
Both  pain  tmi.  lear,  natil  we  reoognise 
A  grandeur  in  the  beatings  of  the  heart 
Nor  was  this  fellowahip  vonohaofed  to  me 
With  stinted  kindness.    In  Kovember  days, 
When  Tapoua  rolline  down  Uie  ralley  made 
A  lonely  scene  more  lonesome,  among  woods. 
At  noon  and  'mid  the  calm  of  summer  nighb^ 
When,  by  the  margin  of  the  tremblii^  l^e, 
Beneath  the  gloomy  hills  homeward  I  went 
In  solitude,  such  iutercouree  was  mine ; 
Uiiie  was  it  in  the  fields  both  day  and  night, 
And  by  the  waters,  all  the  Summer  long. 
And  in  the  frosty  season,  when  the  Son 
Was  set,  and  viBibfe  for  many  a  mile 
The  cottage  windows  blazed  through  twilight  gloom, 
I  heeded  not  tb^  euminone :  happy  time 
It  was  indeed  for  all  of  us,  —  for  me, 
It  was  a  time  of  rapture!    Oleor  and  lond 
The  rill^  dock  toll'd  six,  —  I  wheel'd  about, 
Proud  and  exulting  like  an  un tired  horse 
That  cares  not  for  bis  home.    All  shod  with  steel, 


And  woodland  pleasures,  —  the  resounding  horn, 

The  pack  loud  chiming,  and  the  hunted  bare. 

So  throngh  the  darkness  and  the  cold  we  flew. 

And  not  a  Toice  was  idle;  with  the  din 

Smitten,  the  precipices  rang  aloud; 

The  leafless  trees  and  evetr  icy  crag 

Tinkled  like  iron ;  while  far  distant  hills 

Into  the  tnmult  sent  an  alien  sound 

Of  melaucholy  not  unnoticed,  irtiile  the  stars 

Eastwu^l  were  sparkling  clear,  and  lu  the  West 

The  orange  sky  of  erening  died  away. 

Not  seldom  from  the  upro^  I  rdiirea 

Into  a  silent  bay,  or  sportiyeiy 

Glanced  sidewar,  leaving  the  tumultuous  throngs 

To  cut  across  the  reflex  of  a  star 

That  fled,  and,  flying  still  before  me,  gleam'd 

Upon  the  glassy  plain ;  and  oftentimes. 

When  we  had  pvem  our  bodies  to  tJie  wind, 

And  all  the  shadowy  haakB  on  either  aide 

Game  sweeping  throngh  i^e  darkness,  spinning  still 

The  rapid  line  of  motion,  then  at  onca 

Have  I,  reclining  book  upon  mj  heels. 
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Stopp'd  short;  yet  still  Ifae  solitary  cliffs 
Wheel'd  by  me,  — even  as  if  the  Earth  had  roll'd 
With  visible  motion  her  dinmal  roandl 
Behind  me  did  they  stretch  la  solemn  tiwii, 
Feebler  and  feebler,  and  I  stood  and  watch'd 
Till  all  was  tranquil  as  a  dieamlesssleep. 

Ye  Presences  of  Nature  in  the  sky 
And  on  the  Earth  I    Ye  Visions  of  the  hills ! 
And  Sonis  of  lonely  places  I  can  I  think 
A  Ttilgar  hope  was  yonrs  when  ye  employ'd 
Such  minietry,  when  ye  throogh  many  a  year 
Haunting  me  thns  among  my  boyish  sports 
On  caves  and  trees,  upon  the  woods  and  hills, 
Impress'd  npon  all  forms  the  characters 
Of  danger  or  desire;  and  thus  did  make 
The  surface  of  the  nniversal  Earth 
With  triumph  and  delight,  with  hope  and  fear, 
Work  like  a  sea  'i 

N'ot  uselessly  employ'd, 
Might  I  pursue  this  theme  through  every  change 
Of  exercise  and  play,  to  which  the  year 
Did  summon  us  in  his  dellghtEul  round. 

We  were  a  noisy  crew;  the  Snn  in  heaven 
Beheld  not  vales  more  beautiful  than  oura ; 
Nor  saw  a  baud  in  happiness  and  joy 
Richer,  or  worthier  of  the  ground  they  trod. 
I  could  record  with  no  reluctant  voice 
The  woods  of  Autumn,  and  their  hazel  bowers 
With  milk-white  clusterB  hung;  the  rod  and  line. 
True  symbol  of  hope's  foolishness,  whose  strong 
And  unreproved  enchantment  led  us  on 
By  rocks  and  pools  shut  out  from  every  star, 
All  the  green  Summer,  to  forlorn  cascades 
Among  the  windings  bid  of  mountain  brooks.— 
Unfading  recollectioua  1  at  this  hour 
The  heart  is  almost  mine  with  which  I  felt. 
From  some  hill-top  on  sunny  afternoons, 
The  paper  kite  high  among  fleecy  clouds 
Pull  at  ner  I'ein  like  an  impetuous  coarser; 
Or,  from  the  meadows  sent  on  gusty  days. 
Beheld  her  breast  the  wind,  then  suddenly 
Dash'd  headlong,  and  rejected  by  the  storm. 

Ye  lowly  cottM^  wherein  we  dwelt, 
A  ministration  of  your  own  was  yonrs: 
Can  I  forget  you,  being  as  you  were 
So  beaatilul  among  the  pleasant  fi^ds 
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In  vhich  ye  stood?  or  cod  I  here  foreet 

The  plain  and  seemly  Goantenance  with  which 

Ye  dealt  out  yoar  plain  comforts  P    Yet  had  ye 

Delights  and  exultations  of  your  own. 

Eager  and  nerer  weary  we  pursued 

Our  home-am DBemeuta  by  uie  warm  peat^-fire 

At  evening,  when  with  pencil,  and  smooth  slate 

In  square  divisions  parcell'd  out  and  aJl 

With  crosses  and  with  ciphers  scribbled  o'er. 

We  schemed  and  puzzled^  head  opposed  to  head 

In  stri&  too  hnmble  to  be  named  m  verse : 

Or  round  the  naked  table,  snow-white  deal, 

Cherry,  or  raaple,  sat  in  close  array. 

And  to  the  combat,  Loo  or  Whist,  led  on 

A  thick-ribb'd  army;  not,  as  in  the  world, 

Neglected  and  ungratefuUy  thrown  by 

Even  for  the  very  service  they  had  wrought, 

Bnt  husbanded  through  many  s  long  campaign. 

tlncouth  assemblage  was  it,  where  no  few 

Had  changed  their  functions;  some  plebeian  card^ 

Which  Fate,  beyond  the  promise  of  their  birth, 

Had  dignified,  and  call'd  to  represent 

The  persons  of  departed  potentates. 

6,  with  what  echoes  on  toe  board  they  fell  1 

Ironic  diamonds,  —  olnbs,  hearts,  diamonds,  spades, 

A  congregation  piteousty  akin  1 

Cheap  matter  ofter'd  tliey  to  boyish  wit, 

Those  sooty  knaves,  precipitated  down 

With  scoffs  and  taunts,  like  Vulcan  out  of  Heaven ; 

The  paramount  ace,  a  Moon  in  her  eclipse. 

Queens  gleaming  through  their  splendour's  last  decay, 

And  monarehs  surly  at  the  wrongs  sustained 

By  royal  visagea    Meanwhile  abroad 

Incessant  rain  was  falling,  or  the  frost 

Raged  bitterly,  with  keen  and  silent  tooth ; 

And,  interrupting  oft  that  eager  game, 

From  under  Esthwaite's  splitting  fields  of  ice 

The  pent-np  air,  struggling  to  free  itself 

Gave  out  to  meadow-grounds  and  liills  a  loud 

Protracted  yelling,  like  the  noise  of  wolves 

Howling  in  troops  along  the  Bothnic  Alain. 

Nor,  sedulous  as  I  have  been  to  trace 
How  Nature  by  extrinsic  passion  first 
Peopled  the  mind  with  forms  sublime  or  fair. 
And  made  me  love  them,  may  I  here  omit 
How  other  pleasores  have  been  mine,  and  joys 
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Of  Bnbtler  origin ;  how  I  have  felt. 
Not  seldom  even  in  that  t^npestog^  time, 
Those  hallow'd  and  pnre  motiona  of  the  Beam 
Which  seem,  in  their  simplioil^,  to  owa 
An  intellectaal  chaim;  that  calm  delight 
Which,  if  I  err  not,  snrely  must  belong 
To  those  first-born  affinities  that  fit 
Our  new  existence  to  existing  things, 
And,  in  our  davn  of  being,  oonstitate 
The  bond  of  union  between  life  and  joy* 

Tes,  I  remunber  when  the  changeful  earth. 
And  twice  fiTe  Snmmera  on  my  mind  had  stamp'd 
The  faces  of  the  moTing  year,  eren  then 
I  held  unconscious  intercourse  with  beauty 
Old  as  creation,  drinking  in  a  pnre 
Organic  pleasure  from  the  silver  wreaths 
Of  curling  mist,  or  from  the  level  plain 
Of  waters  colonr'd  by  impending  clouds. 

The  sands  of  Westmoreland,  the  cree]^  and  bays 
Of  Cambria's  rocky  limits,  they  can  tell 
How,  when  the  Sea  threw  oS  his  evening  ^ade. 
And  to  the  shepherd's  hat  on  distant  hiUs 
Sent  welcome  notice  of  the  rising  Moon, 
How  I  have  stood,  to  fancies  suoh  as  these 
A  stranger,  linking  with  the  spectacle 
No  conscions  memory  of  a  kindred  sight. 
And  bringing  with  me  no  peculiar  sense 
Of  quietness  or  peaoe;  yet  nave  I  stood, 
Even  while  mins  eye  hath  moved  o'er  many  a  leagne 
Of  shining  water,  gathering  as  it  seem'd 
Throagh  every  hair-breadth  in  that  field  of  light 
New  pleasnre  like  a  bee  among  the  flowers. 

Thus  oft  amid  those  fits  of  vulgar  joy 
Which,  through  ail  seasons,  on  a  child's  pairsuits 
Are  prompt  attendants,  'mid  that  giddy  bliss 
Which,  like  a  tempest,  works  along  the  blood 
And  is  forgotten ;  even  then  I  felt 
Gleams  like  the  fiashing  of  a  shield ;  —  theSartb 
And  common  face  of  Nature  spake  to  me 
Bememberable  things ;  sometimes,  'tis  trae^ 
Bj  chance  collisions  and  quaint  accidents, 
(Like  those  ill-sortod  unions,  work  snpposed 
Of  evil-minded  fairiee,)  yet  not  vain 
Nor  profitless,  if  haply  tiiey  imprees'd 
Collateral  objects  and  appeaiaooes. 
Albeit  lifeless  then,  and  oooia'd  to  eitep 
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Uniil  maturer  seasons  cali'd  th«n  forth 

To  impregnate  and  to  olevate  tbe  mind.— 

And  if  the  vulgar  joy  by  its  own  weight 

Wearied  itself  ont  of  the  memoiy, 

The  scenes  which  were  a  witness  of  that  J07 

Bem^n'd  in  their  suhstantial  lineaments 

Depicted  on  the  brain,  and  to  the  eye 

Were  visible,  a  daily  sight;  and  thns, 

By  the  impressive  disciphne  of  fear, 

By  pleasnre  and  repeated  happiness, 

So  frequently  repeated,  and  by  force 

Of  obscure  feelings  representative 

Of  things  forgotten,  these  same  scenes  ao  bright. 

So  beautiful,  so  majestic  in  themseives, 

Though  yet  tbe  day  was  distant,  did  become 

H^itually  dear,  ajid  all  their  forms 

And  changeful  colours  by  invisible  links 

Were  fast^'d  to  th'  affections. 

I  began 
My  story  early, — not  misled,  I  trusty 
By  an  infirmity  of  love  for  days 
Disbwn'd  by  memory,  —  ere  the  breath  of  Sprii^ 
Planting  my  snowdrops  among  winter  snows: 
Nor  will  it  seem  to  thee,  O  Friend!  so  prompt 
In  sympathy,  that  I  have  lengthen'd  out 
With  fond  and  feeble  tongue  a  tedious  tala 
Meanwhile  my  hope  has  feen,  that  I  might  fetch 
Invigorating  thoughts  from  former  years  j 
Might  fix  the  wavering  balance  of  my  mind. 
And  haply  meet  reproaches  too,  whose  power 
May  spur  me  on,  in  manhood  now  mature, 
To  hononrable  toil.    Yet  should  these  hopes 
Prove  vain,  and  thns  should  neither  I  bo  taught 
To  understand  myself,  nor  thon  to  know 
With  better  knowledge  how  the  heart  was  framed 
Of  him  thou  lovest ;  need  I  dread  from  thee 
Harsh  judgments,  if  the  song  be  loth  to  quit 
Those  rectulected  hours  that  have  the  charm 
Of  visionary  things,  those  lovely  forms 
And  sweet  sensations  that  throw  back  our  life^ 
And  almost  make  remotest  infancy 
A  visible  scene,  on  which  the  Sun  is  shining  ? 

One  ^id  at  least  hath  been  attaiu'd:  my  mind 
Hath  been  revived,  and,  if  this  genial  mood 
Desert  me  not,  forthwith  shall  be  brought  down 
Through  later  years  the  story  of  my  life. 
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The  road  lies  plain  before  me ;  —  'tis  a  theme 
Single  and  ot  detennined  bonnds;  and  henoe 
I  cbcKtse  it  rather  at  this  time  than  work 
Of  ampler  or  more  varied  argument. 
Where  I  might  be  discomfits  and  lost : 
And  certain  hopee  are  irith  me,  that  to  thee 
This  labour  will  be  welcome,  hoQOur'd  Friend! 
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Thus  for,  0  Friend !  have  we,  thongh  leaving  mnch 

UnTiaited,  endeavonr'd  to  retrace 

The  simple  wavs  in  which  my  childhood  walk'd ; 

Those  chiefly  tliat  flrat  led  me  to  the  love 

01  riverB,  woodg,  and  fields.    The  passion  yet 

Was  in  its  birth,  snstain'd,  as  might  befall. 

By  nonrishment  that  came  nnsonght ;  for  still 

From  week  to  week,  from  month  to  month,  we  lived 

A  round  of  tnmolt.    Duly  were  our  games 

Frolong'd  in  Summer  till  the  daylight  fail'd: 

No  chair  remain'd  before  the  doors ;  the  bench 

And  threahold-stepa  were  empty ;  fast  asleep 

The  labourer,  and  the  old  man  who  had  sat 

A  later  lingerer;  yet  the  revelry 

Continued  and  the  loud  uproar:  nt  las^ 

When  all  the  ground  Was  dark,  and  twinkling  stars 

Edged  the  black  clouds,  homo  and  to  bed  we  went, 

Feverish  with  weaiy  joints  and  beating  minds. 

Ah  I  is  there  one  who  ever  has  been  young, 

Nor  needs  a  warning  voice  to  tame  the  pnde 

Of  intellect  and  virtue's  self-esteem  ? 

One  is  there,  thongh  the  wisest  aud  the  best 

Of  all  mankind,  who  covets  not  at  times' 

Union  that  cannot  be ;  —  who  would  not  give, 

If  80  he  might,  to  duty  and  to  truth 

The  eagerness  of  infantine  desire  ? 

A  tranqnilljziug  spirit  presses  now 

On  my  corporeal  frame,  so  wide  appears 

The  vacancy  between  me  and  those  days 

Which  yet  have  such  self -presence  in  my  mind. 

That,  musing  on  them,  often  do  I  seem 

Two  conscioasnesses,  conscious  of  myself 

And  of  some  other  Being.    A  rude  mass 
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Of  natiTe  rock,  left  midway  in  tbfl  square 
Of  oar  small  market-Tillage,  was  the  goal 
Or  centre  of  these  sports ;  and  when,  retum'd 
After  long  absence,  thither  I  repair*)!. 
Gone  was  the  old  gray  stone,  and  in  its  place 
A  smart  Assembly-room  nsurp'd  the  ground 
That  had  been  oars.    There  let  the  fiddle  scream. 
And  be  ye  happy  I    Yet,  my  Friends  I  I  know 
That  more  than  one  of  von  will  think  with  me 
Of  those  soft  starry  nignts,  and  that  old  Dame 
From  whom  the  stone  was  named,  who  there  had  sat, 
And  watch'd  her  table  with  its  huckster's  wares 
Assidnous,  through  the  length  of  sixty  years. 

We  ran  a  boisterous  conrse ;  the  year  span  ronnd 
With  giddy  motion.     But  the  time  approach'd 
That  brought  with  it  a  regalar  desire 
For  calmer  pleasures,  when  the  winning  forms 
Of  Kature  were  collaterally  attach'd 
To  every  scheme  of  holiday  delight 
And  every  boyish  sport,  less  grateCul  else 
And  languidly  pursued. 

When  Summer  came, 
Onr  pastime  was,  on  bright  half-holidays. 
To  sweep  along  the  triain  of  Windermere 
With  rival  oars ;  and  the  selected  bourne 
Was  now  an  Island  musical  with  birds 
That  sang  and  ceased  not ;  now  a  Sister  Isle 
Beneath  the  oaks'  umbrageous  covert,  sown 
With  lilies  of  the  valW  l3ce  a  field ; 
And  now  a  third  small  Island,  where  survived 
In  solitude  the  ruins  of  a  shrine 
Once  to  Our  Lady  dedicate,  and  served 
I>aily  with  chanted  rites.    In  such  a  race 
So  ended,  disappointment  could  bo  none, 
XTneasinese,  or  pain,  or  jealousy : 
We  rested  in  the  shade,  all  pleased  alike, 
Conqner'd,  and  conqueror.    Thus  the  pride  of  strength 
And  the  vainglory  of  superior  skill 
Were  temper'a;  thus  was  gradually  prodaced 
A  quiet  independence  of  the  heart ; 
And,  to  my  Friend  who  knows  me,  I  may  odd, 
Fearless  of  blame,  that  hence  for  future  days 
Ensued  a  diffidence  and  modesty. 
And  I  was  taught  to  feel,  periiapa  too  much. 
The  self-sufficing  power  of  Solitude. 

Onr  daily  meals  were  frugal,  Sabine  fate  t 
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More  than  ve  irish'd  we  kneir  the  bleeeing  thai 
01  vigoroas  hanger, — heoce  corporeal  atrength 
Unaapp'd  by  delicate  Tiands ;  for,  exclude 
A  little  weeldy  stipend,  and  we  lived 
Through  three  diYisiona  o(  the  qnarter'd  year 
In  penoiless  poTerty.    But  now  bo  school 
IVom  the  haH-yearly  holidays  retam'd, 
We  came  with'  weightier  purseB,  that  soffioed 
To  fnmish  treats  more  costlv  than  the  Doioe 
Of  th'  old  gray  stone,  from  her  scant  board,  aiip]died. 
Hence  rustic  dinners  on  the  cool  green  gronnd, 
Or  in  the  woods,  or  by  a  rirer  side 
Or  shady  fountains,  while  among  the  leaves 
Soft  airs  were  stirring,  and  the  mid-day  Son. 
TJnfelt  shone  brightly  round  us  in  oar  joy. 
Nor  is  my  aim  neglected  if  I  tell 
How  sometimes,  in  the  length  of  those  half-years, 
We  from  onr  funds  drew  largely ; — proud  to  coxb, 
And  eager  to  spur  on,  the  guloping  steed ; 
And  with  the  conrteous  ion-keeper,  whose  stad 
Supplied  our  want,  we  haply  might  employ 
^y  subterfuge,  if  the  adventure's  bound 
Were  distant ;  some  famed  temple  where  of  yore 
The  Druids  worshipp'd,  or  the  antique  walls 
Of  that  large  abbey,  whore  within  the  Vale 
Of  Nightshade,  to  Saint  Mary's  hononr  built. 
Stands  yet  a  monldering  pile  with  fractured  arch, 
Belfrv,  and  images,  and  hving  trees, 
A  holy  scene !    Along  the  smooth  green  turf 
Onr  horses  grased.    To  more  than  inland  peaoo 
Left  by  the  west  wind  sweeping  overhead 
.  From  a  tnmultaous  ocean,  trees  and  towers 
In  ftat  seqneeter'd  valley  may  be  seen. 
Both  silent  and  both  motionless  alike; 
Such  the  deep  shelter  that  ia  there,  and  such 
The  safeguard  for  repose  and  quietness. 

Our  steeds  remounted  and  the  summons  given, 
With  whip  and  spur  we  through  the  channti^  flew 
In  uncouth  race,  and  left  the  cross-legg'd  kmght. 
And  the  stone-abbot,  and  that  single  wren 
Which  one  day  sang  so  sweetly  in  the  nave 
Of  the  old  church,  that — though  from  recent  Hhowexs 
The  earth  was  comfortless,  and,  tonoh'd  by  faint 
Internal  breezee,  sobbings  of  the  place 
And  respirations,  from  the  roofless  walls 
The  Juddering  ivy  dripp'd  lai^  drops — yet  stiU 
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So  sweetly  'mid  the  gloom  th'  mviaiUe  tnrd 

Sang  to  berBelf,  that  there  I  could  have  made 

My  dwellmg-plaee,  and  lived  for  erer  there 

To  hear  such  mnsic.    Through  the  walls  we  flew 

And  down  the  valley,  and,  a  circuit  made 

In  wantonnoBs  of  heart,  throngh  rough  and  ranooth 

We  scamper'd  homcwarda.     0,  ye  rocks  and  streams. 

And  that  still  spirit  shed  from  evening  air! 

Even  in  this  joyous  time  I  sometimes  lelt 

Tour  presence,  when  with  elaoken'd  step  we  breathed 

Along  the  sides  of  the  steep  hills,  or  when 

lighted  hy  gleams  of  moonlight  from  the  sea 

"We  beat  with  thnndering  hoofs  the  level  sand. 

Uidwar  on  long  Winander's  eastern  shore. 
Within  the  crescent  of  a  pleasant  bay, 
A  tavern  stood;  no  homelj-featnred  boTue 
Primeval  like  its  neighbonring  cottages, 
Bat  'twas  a  splendid  place,  the  door  beset 
With  chaises,  grooms,  and  liveries,  and  within 
Decanters,  glasses,  and  the  blood-red  wine. 
Jn  ancient  times,  and  ere  the  Hall  was  built 
On  the  largo  island,  had  this  dwelling  been 
More  worthy  of  a  poet's  love,  a  hat 
Proud  of  its  own  bright  fire  and  sycamore  shade. 
But  —  though  the  rhymes  were  gone  that  once  inscribed 
The  threshold,  and  lai^e  golden  charactera. 
Spread  o'er  the  spangled  si^-board,  had  dislodged 
Tn'  old  Lion  and  nsurp'd  Ms  place,  in  slight 
And  mockery  of  the  rustic  pamter's  hand — 
Yet,  to  this  nour,  the  spot  to  me  is  dear 
With  all  its  foolish  pomp.    The  garden  lay 
Upon  a  elope  surmounted  by  a  plain 
Of  a  email  howling-green ;  beneath  ns  stood 
A  grove,  with  gleams  of  water  throngh  the  trees 
And  over  the  tree-tops ;  nor  did  we  want 
Befreshment,  strawberries  and  mellow  cream. 
There,  while  through  half  an  afternoon  we  play'd 
On  the  smooth  platform,  whether  skill  prevail'd 
Or  happy  blunder  trinmph'd,  bursts  of  glee 
Made  aJlthe  mountains  ring.     But,  ere  night-fid], 
When  in  onr  pinnace  we  retum'd  at  leisure 


Over  the  abadowr  lake,  and  to  the  beach 
Of  some  small  island  steer'd  our  course  with  one, 
The  Minstrel  of  the  Troop,  and  left  him  there, 
And  row'd  off  gently,  while  he  blew  his  flute 
Alone  upon  the  rock,  —  O,  then  the  calm 
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Aud  dead  stiU  water  lay  upon  my  mind 
Evea  with  a  weight  of  pleasure,  and  the  ekj. 
Never  before  so  beaatiful,  sank  down 
Into  my  heart,  and  held  me  like  a  dream  I 
Thus  were  my  sympathies  enlarged,  and  thus 
Daily  the  common  range  of  visihle  things 
Grew  dear  to  me :  already  I  began 
To  loYe  the  San ;  a  boy  I  loved  the  Sun, 
Not  as  I  since  have  loTed  him,  as  a  pledge 
And  sarety  of  our  earthly  life,  a  light 
Which  we  behold  and  feel  we  are  ^Itc  ; 
Nor  for  his  bounty  to  so  many  worlds ;  — 
But  for  this  cause,  that  I  had  seen  him  lay 
His  beauty  on  the  moming  hills,  had  seen 
The  western  mountain  touch  his  setting  orb. 
In  many  a  thoughtless  hour,  when,  from  oxcdsa 
Of  happiness,  my  blood  appear'd  to  flow 
For  its  own  pleasure,  and  I  breathed  with  joy. 
And,  from  like  foelings,  bumble  though  intense, 
To  patriotic  and  domestic  love 
Analogous,  the  Moon  to  me  was  dear;  . 

For  I  could  dream  away  my  purposes. 
Standing  to  gaze  upon  her  while  she  hung 
Midway  hetween  the  hills,  as  if  she  knew 
No  other  region,  hut  belong'd  to  the^ 
Yea,  appertain'd  by  a  peculiar  right 
To  thee  and  thy  gray  huts,  thou  one  dear  V^et 
Those  incidental  charms  which  first  attach'd 
My  heart  to  rural  objects  day  by  day 
Grew  weaker,  and  I  hasten  on  to  tell 
How  Nature,  interrenient  till  this  time 
And  secondary,  now  at  length  was  sought 
For  her  own  sake.    But  who  shall  parcel  out 
His  intellect  by  geometric  rules. 
Split  like  a  province  into  round  and  S(^uare  ? 
Who  knows  the  individual  hour  in  whioh 
His  habits  were  first  sown,  even  as  a  seed  P 
Who  that  shall  point  as  with  a  wand  and  si^, 
"  This  portiou  of  the  river  of  mr  mind 
Game  uom  you  fountain  F  "    Tnou,  my  Friend  I  ait  o 
More  deeply  read  in  thine  own  thoughts :  to  thee 
Science  appears  bnt  what  in  truth  she  is. 
Not  as  our  glory  and  onr  absolute  boast, 
Bnt  as  a  succedanenm,  and  a  prop 
To  our  infirmity.     No  oflicious  slave 
Art  thou  of  that  false  secondary  power 
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,   By  which  ve  maltiplr  distinotiona,  then 
Deem  that  our  puiiy  boundaries  are  thioga 
That  we  perceive,  and  not  that  we  have  maaie. 
To  thee,  unblinded  bj  these  fonnal  art^ 
The  anity  of  all  hath  been  reveal'd ; 
And  thou  wilt  doubt,  with  me  less  apt);  skiU'd 
Than  many  axe  to  range  the  faculties 
In  scale  and  order,  cla^  the  cahioet 
Of  their  sensations,  and  in  voluble  phrase 
Ban  through  the  history  aud  birth  of  each 
Aa  of  a  single  independent  thing. 
Hard  task,  vain  hope,  to  analyze  the  mind. 
If  each  most  obvious  and  particular  thought. 
Not  in  a  mystical  and  idle  sense. 
But  in  the  words  of  Beason  deeply  weigh'd. 
Hath  no  beginning. 

Blest  the  intaat  Babe, 
(For  with  my  best  conjecture  I  would  trace 
Onr  Being's  earthly  progress,)  blest  the  Babe, 
Nnrsed  in  hia  Mother's  arms,  who  sinks  to  slaep 
Bock'd  on  bis  Mother's  breast;  who  with  hia  aoul 
Drinks  in  the  feelings  of  his  Mother's  eye! 
For  him,  in  one  dear  Presence,  there  exists 
A  virtue  which  irradiates  and  exalte 
Objects  through  widest  intercoarse  of  sense. 
No  outcast  he,  bewilder'd  and  depress'd ; 
Along  his  infant  veins  are  interfused 
The  gravitation  and  the  filial  bond 
Of  nature  that  connect  him  with,  the  world. 
Is  there  a  flower  to  which  he  points  with  hand 
Too  weak  to  gather  it,  already  love, 
Drawn  from  love's  purest  earthly  fount,  for  him 
Hath  beautified  that  fiower;  already  shades 
Of  pity  cast  from  inward  tenderness 
Do  fall  around  him  upon  aught  that  bears 
TTnsightly  marks  of  violence  or  harm. 
Emphatically  snch  a  being  lives, 
IFrail  creature  as  he  is,  helpless  aa  frail, 
An  inmate  of  this  active  universe. 
For  feeling  has  to  him  imparted  power 
That  through  the  growing  faculties  of  sense 
Doth  like  an  agent  of  the  one  great  Mind 
Create,  creator  and  receiver  both, 
Working  but  in  alliance  with  the  works 
Which  it  beholda.— Such,  verily,  is  the  first 
Poetic  spirit  vt  our  hun^an  life, 
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By  nnifonn  control  ot  after  Tears, 
In  most,  abated  or  Buppresa'd ;  in  some, 
Thron^h  every  change  of  growth  and  of  decay. 
Pre-eminent  till  deaUi. 

Prom  early  day% 
Beginning  not  long  after  that  first  time 
In  which,  a  Babe,  by  intercourse  of  toach 
I  held  mnte  dialogaes  with  my  Mother's  heart, 
I  hare  endeavoar'd  to  display  the  means 
Whereby  this  infant  sensibility. 
Great  birthright  of  onr  being,  was  in  me 
Augmented  and  sastain'd.    Yet  is  a  path 
More  diffiotilt  before  me ;  and  I  fear 
That  in  its  broken  windings  we  shall  need 
The  chamois'  Bnews  and  the  eagle's  wing : 
For  now  a  trouble  came  into  my  mind 
From  nnknown  caases.    I  was  left  alone 
Seeking  the  visible  world,  nor  knowing  why. 
The  props  of  my  affections  vrere  removed. 
And  yet  the  bmlding  stood,  ta  if  snstain'd 
By  its  own  spirit!    All  that  I  beheld 
Was  dear,  and  hence  to  finer  infiuzes 
The  mind  lay  <^n,  to  a  more  exact 
And  close  communion.    Many  are  onr  joys 
In  youth,  bnt,  0,what  happiness  to  live 
When  CTery  boor  brings  palpable  access 
Of  knowledge,  when  aD  knowledge  is  deligb^ 
And  sorrow  is  not  there  1     The  seasons  came. 
And  every  season  wheresoe'er  I  moved 
Unfolded  transitory  quajities, 
Which,  but  for  this  most  watchful  power  of  lor^ 
Had  been  n^leoted ;  left  a  raster 
Of  permanent  relationB,  else  unknown. 
Hence  life,  and  change,  and  beauty,  solitad» 
More  active  even  than  "best  society," — 
Society  made  sweet  as  solitude 
By  silent  inobtruaive  sympathies, 
uid  gentle  ac^tatious  of  the  mind 
{""rom  manifold  dietiBCtions,  dlflorenoe 
'ereeived  in  things,  where,  to  th'  nnwatchfol  ejB, 
'To  difference  is ;  and  henoe,  from  the  same  Bourco^ 
'ublimer  joy :  for  I  would  walk  alone, 
Tnder  the  quiet  stars,  and  at  that  time 
[ave  felt  wnate'er  there  is  of  power  in  sound 
i?o  breathe  ui  rievated  mood,  by  form 
Or  image  unprofaned ;  and  I  woold  standf 
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It  the  night  blscken'd  vith  a  coDiiag  itonn, 
Beaeath  some  rook,  listeoiag  to  notes  that  are 
The  ghostly  Isngtuige  of  the  aacient  Earth, 
Or  make  their  dim  abode  in  distant  -winds. 
Thence  did  I  drink  the  Tisionary  power ; 
And  deem  not  profitless  those  fleeting  mooda 
Of  shadowy  exaltation :  not  for  this, 
That  ther  are  kindred  to  our  purer  mind 
And  intellectual  life ;  bnt  that  the  booI, 
Bemembering  how  she  felt,  bat  what  she  felt 
Sememhering  not,  retains  an  obscure  i^se 
Of  poBsible  sublimity,  whereto 
With  growing  facolties  she  doth  aspire. 
With  fecnlties  still  growing,  feeling  still 
That,  whatsoever  point  they  gwn,  they  yet 
Have  something  to  parens. 

And  not  alone 
'Mid  gloom  and  tamnlt,  bnt  no  less  'mid  fair 
And  tranqoil  aoenes,  that  nniveraai  power 
And  fitness  ui  the  latent  qualities 
And  esB^ices  of  things,  by  which  the  mind 
Is  moTed  with  feelings  of  delight,  to  me 
Came,  strengthen'd  with  a  saperadded  eonl, 
A  Tirtae  not  its  own.    My  morning  walks 
Were  early; — oft  bttfore  the  hours  of  school 
I  travell'd  round  onr  little  lake,  five  miles 
Of  pleasant  wandering.    Hi^py  time!  more  dear 
For  this,  that  one  was  by  my  side,  a  Friend 
Then  passionately  loved ;  with  heart  how  full 
Would  he  pnrene  these  lines  I    For  many  yeara 
Have  since  flow'd  in  between  us,  and,  oar  minds 
Both  Bilent  to  each  other,  at  this  time 
We  live  as  if  those  hours  had  never  been. 
Not  seldom  did  I  lift  oar  cottage  latch 
Far  earlier,  ere  one  smoke-wreath  had  risen 
From  human  dwelling,  or  the  vernal  thrush 
WsB  audible;  and  sat  among  the  woods 
Alone  upon  some  jotting  emin»ice, 
At  the  first  gleam  of  dawn-light,  when  the  Vale, 
Yet  slumbering,  lay  in  utter  solitude. 
How  shall  I  seek  the  origin  ?  where  find 
Faith  in  the  marvellous  things  which  then  I  teii  ? 
Oft  in  these  momenta  such  a  holy  calm 
Woald  overspread  my  soul,  that  bodily  eyes 
Were  utteriy  forgotten,  and  what  I  saw 
Appear'd  lice  nuaetbing  in  mys^,  a  dream. 
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A  prospect  in  the  mind. 

'Twere  long  to  tell 
What  Spring  and  Aatanm,  what  the  winter  snows. 
And  what  the  summer  shade,  what  day  and  night. 
Evening  and  morning,  sleep  and  waldag,  thought 
From  sources  inexhaastible,  pour'd  forth 
To  feed  the  spirit  of  relieioas  love 
In  which  Z  walk'd  with  Katare.     Bnt  let  Hm 
Be  not  forgotten,  that  I  still  retain'd 
My  first  creative  sensibility ; 
That  by  the  regular  action  of  the  world 
Mr  soul  was  unsnbdned.     A  plastic  power 
Aoode  with  me;  a  forming  hand,  at  times 
Bebellious,  acting  in  a  devious  mood; 
A  local  spirit  of  Lis  own,  at  war 
With  general  tendency,  but,  for  the  most, 
Subservient  strictly  to  external  things 
With  which  it  o6mmuned.    An  auxuiar  light 
Came  from  my  mind,  which  on  the  setting  Son 
Bestow'd  new  splendour ;  the  meloilioaB  birds. 
The  fluttering  breezes,  fountains  that  run  on 
Murmuring  so  sweetly  in  themselves,  obey'd 
A  like  dominion,  and  the  midni^t  storm 
Grew  darker  in  the  presence  of  my  eye: 
Hence  my  obeisance,  my  devotion  hence, 
And  hence  my  transport. 

Nor  should  this,  perchaao^ 
Pass  unrecorded,  that  I  still  had  loved 
Tlie  exercise  and  produce  of  a  toil. 
Than  analytic  industry  to  me   , 
More  pleasing,  and  whose  character  I  deem 
Is  more  poetic,  as  resembling  more 
Creative  agency.    The  soag  would  m>eak 
Of  that  interminable  building  rear'd 
By  observ^on  of  affinities 
In  objects  where  no  brotherhood  exists 
To  passive  minds.     My  seveateeoth  year  was  come; 
And,  whether  from  this  habit  rooted  now 
So  deeply  in  my  mind,  or  from  excess 
In  the  great  social  principle  of  life 
Coercing  all  things  into  sympaUiT, 
To  nnorganic  natures  were  transferr'd 
My  own  enjoyments;  or  the  power  of  Ixnth, 
Coming  ia  revelation,  did  converse 
With  tnings  that  really  are ;  I,  at  this  time. 
Saw  blessings  spread  arotind  me  like  &Be& 
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Thus,  while  the  days  fiew  W,  and  yean  pasa'd  on. 

From  Nature  and  her  overfiowing  soul 

I  had  received  bo  mnch,  that  all  my  thoughts 

Were  steep'd  in  feeling;  I  vaa  only  then 

Contented,  when  with  bliss  ineffable 

I  felt  the  sentiment  of  Being  spread 

O'er  all  that  moves  and  all  ta&t  seemeth  still; 

O'er  all  that,  lost  bOTond  the  reach  of  thought 

And  human  knowledge,  to  the  homan  eye 

Invisible,  yet  liveth  to  the  heart; 

O'er  all  tlut  leaps  and  mns,  and  shouts  and  sings. 

Or  beats  the  gladsome  air;  o'er  all  that  glides 

Beneath  the  ware,  yea,  in  the  wave  itself, 

And  mighty  depth  of  waters.     Wonder  not 

If  high  the  trannmrt,  great  the  joy  I  felt, 

Commnning  in  this  sort  throng^  earth  and  he«T«n 

With  OTery  fonn  of  creatnre,  as  it  look*d 

Towards  th'  Uncreated  with  a  coantenanoe 

Of  adoration,  with  an  eye  of  love. 

One  song  they  sang,  and  it  was  audible, 

Moat  audible  then,  when  the  fleshly  ear, 

O'ercome  by  humblest  prelude  of  tnat  strain. 

Forgot  her  functions,  and  slept  undistnrb'd. 

If  thiB  be  error,  and  another  faith 
Find  easier  access  to  the  pious  mind. 
Yet  were  I  grossly  destitute  of  all 
Those  huthui  sentiment*  that  make  this  Earth 
So  dear,  if  I  should  tail  with  grateful  voice 
To  speak  of  you,  ye  mountains,  and  ye  lakes 
And  sounding  cataracts,  ye  mists  and  winds 
That  dwell  among  the  hills  where  I  was  bom. 
If  in  my  youth  I  nave  been  pnre  in  heart, 
If,  mingling  with  the  world,  I  am  content 
With  my  own  modest  pleasures,  and  have  lived 
With  God  and  Nature  c6mmuning,  removed 
From  little  enmities  and  low  desires, 
The  gift  is  years;  if  iu  these  times  of  fear, 
This  melancholy  waste  <rf  hopes  o'erthrown. 
If,  'mid  indifference  and  apathy. 
And  wicked  exultation,  when  good  men 
On  every  side  fall  off,  we  know  not  how. 
To  sel&shnesB,  di^nised  in  gentle  names 
Of  peace  and  quiet  and  domestic  love, 
yet  mingled  not  unwillingly  with  sneers 
On  visionary  minds ;  if,  in  this  time 
Of  dereliction  and  dismay,  I  yet  .  .  . . 
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Despair  not  of  onr  nature,  bnt  retun 

A  more  than  Boman  confidence,  a  faith 

That  fails  not,  in  all  eorrow  mj  support. 

The  blessing  of  my  life ;  the  gift  is  yours, 

Te  vinds  and  sonnding  cataracts  1  'tis  yours, 

Ye  monntains  I  thine,  O  Nature  I    Thou  fawt  bid 

My  lofty  speculations;  and  in  thee, 

For  this  nne&sy  heart  of  ours,  I  find 

A  never-failing  principle  of  joy 

And  purest  passion. 

Thou,  my  Friend,  wsrt  lear'd 
In  the  great  city,  'mid  far  other  scenes; 
Bnt  we,  by  difEereait  roads,  at  length  have  gain'd 
The  self-same  bourne.    And  tor  Hub  cause  to  thee 
I  speak,  nnapprehensive  of  contempt, 
Tlr  insinnated  scofF  of  coward  tongues. 
And  all  that  silent  language  which  so  oft 
In  ooDTCiBation  between  man  and  mui 
Blots  from  the  hnman  countenance  all  traee 
Of  beauty  and  of  love,    for  thou  hast  sought 
The  tmtn  in  solitude,  and,  since  the  days 
That  gave  thee  liberty,  full  long  desired. 
To  servein  Nature's  temple,  thou  hast  been 
The  most  asaidnons  of  her  ministers ; 
la  many  things  my  brother,  chiefly  hexe 
la  this  our  deep  devotion. 

fare  thee  well  1 
Health  and  &e  quiet  of  a  healthful  mind 
Attend  thee  I  seeking  oft  the  haunts  of  men. 
And  yet  more  often  living  with  thyself, 
And  for  thyself;  so,  haply,  shall  thy  days 
Be  many,  and  a  blessing  to  nutnkind. 


FIRST  TEAR  IN  COLLEGE. 

(From  tliePravdt,Bookiii.) 
Th'  Etakoelisi  Saint  John  my  patron  wav: 
Three  Gothic  courts  are  his,  and  in  the  first 
Was  my  abiding-place,  a  nook  obscure ; 
Right  underneath,  the  College  kitchens  made 
A  humming  sound,  less  tuneable  than  bees. 
But  hardly  less  industrious;  with  shrill  notes 
Of  sharp  commttod  and  scolding  interraix'd. 
Near  me  hung  Trinity's  loquacious  clook, 
Who  nev^r  let  the  quarter^  night  or  day> 
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Sli^  by  him  nnpFocl&im'd,  and  told  the  boon 
Twice  over  with  a  male  and  female  voice. 
Her  pealing  organ  vae  my  nei^hbonr  too;       * 
And  from  mv  pillow,  looking  forth  by  light 
Of  Moon  or  favouring  stars,  I  could  beh^d 
The  ant«chapel  where  the  statue  stood 
Of  Newton  with  his  prigm  and  silent  face, 
The  marbJe  index  of  a  mind  for  ever 
Voyaging  through  strange  seas  of  Thought,  ftlona. 

Of  College  Ubonrs,  of  the  Lectnrer'B  room 
All  studded  ronnd,  as  thick  as  oliairs  could  stsod, 
With  loyal  students  faithful  to  their  booki, 
Half-and-half  idlers,  hardy  recuBants, 
And  honest  dauoes;  of  important  days, 
ExamiaatioRB,  when  the  man  was  weigh'd 
As  in  a  balance ;  of  excessive  hopes. 
Tremblings  withai  and  o6mmendable  fears, 
Small  jealouBiee,  and  triumphs  good  or  bad,— 
Let  others  that  know  more  epettk  as  they  know. 
Such  glory  was  but  little  sought  by  me, 
And  httle  won.    Yet,  from  the  first  crude  days 
Of  settling-time  in  this  untried  abode, 
I  was  disturb'd  at  times  by  pmdent  thoughts, 
Wishing  to  hope  without  a  hope,  some  fwrs 
About  my  future  worldly  maintenance, 
And,  more  than  all,  a  etrangeness  in  the  mind, 
A  feehng  that  I  was  not  for  that  hour, 
Nor  for  that  place.    But  wherefore  be  oast  down  f 
For  (not  to  speak  of  Reason  and  her  pure 
Beflective  acts  to  fix  the  moral  law 
Deep  in  the  conscience,  nor  of  Christian  Hop^ 
Bowing  her  bead  before  her  sister  Faith 
As  one  far  mightier)  hither  I  had  come, 
Bear  witness  Truth,  endow'd  with  holy  powers 
And  facnlties,  whether  to  work  or  feet 
Oft  when  the  dazzling  show  no  longer  new 
Had  ceased  to  dazzle,  ofttimes  did  I  quit 
My  comrades,  leave  the  crowd,  buildings  and  gtova, 
And,  as  I  paced  alone  the  level  fields 
Far  from  those  lovely  sights  and  sounds  sublime 
"With  which  I  had  been  conversant,  the  mind 
Droop'd  not;  but  there  into  herself  retnrDing 
With  prompt  rebound  seem'd  fresh  as  heretofore. 
At  least  I  more  distinctly  recognised 
Her  native  instincts :  let  me  dare  to  speak 
A  higher  language,  say  that  now  I  felt 
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What  indepeDdent  solaces  were  mine, 

To  mitigate  th'  injuriouB  sway  of  place 

Or  circDmstaDce,  now  far  soever  cDanged 

In  youth,  or  to  be  changed  in  manhood's  prime; 

Or  for  the  few  who  sh^l  be  call'd  to  look 

On  the  long  shadows  in  onr  evening  years, 

Ordain'd  precorsors  to  the  night  of  death. 

As  if  avaken'd,  snmmon'd,  roused,  consfx^'df 

I  look'd  for  nniversal  things ;  perused 

The  common  countenance  of  earth  and  eky : 

Earth,  nowhere  nnimbellish'd  by  some  trace 

Of  that  first  Paradise  whence  man  was  driven ; 

And  sky,  whose  bea«ty  and  bonnty  are  express'd 

By  the  proad  name  she  bears,  —  the  name  of  Heaveo. 

I  call'd  on  both  to  teach  me  what  thoy  might ; 

Or  turning  the  mind  in  upon  herself 

Pored,  watch'd,  expected,  liaten'd,  spread  my  thonght^ 

And  spread  them  with  a  wider  creeping;  felt 

Incnmboncies  more  awful,  visitiogs 

Of  the  Upholder  of  the  tranquil  soul, 

That  tolerates  th'  indignities  of  Time, 

And,  from  the  centre  of  Eternity, 

All  finite  motions  OTemtling,  Uvea 

In  glory  immutable.    But  peace  I  enough 

Here  to  record  that  I  was  mounting  now 

To  such  community  with  highest  truth,-^ 

A  track  pursning,  not  untrod  before, 

Frota  strict  analogies  by  thought  supplied 

Or  conaciousnesses  not  to  be  subdaed. 

To  ererj  natoral  form,  rock,  fruit  or  flower. 

Even  the  loose  stones  that  cover  the  high-way, 

I  gave  a  moral  life :  I  saw  them  feel. 

Or  link'd  them  to  some  feeling:  the  great  mass 

Lay  bedded  in  a  quickening  soul,  and  all 

That  I  beheld  respired  with  inward  meaning. 

Add  that  whate'er  of  Terror  or  of  Love 

Or  Beauty  ^Nature's  daily  face  put  on 

From  transitory  passion,  unto  this 

I  was  as  sensitive  as  waters  are 

To  the  sky's  infiu^ice  in  a  kindred  mood 

Of  passion ;  was  obedient  as  a  late 

That  waits  upon  the  touches  of  the  wind. 

Unknown,  unthought  of,  yet  I  was  most  rich^— 

I  bad  a  world  about  me, — 'twas  my  own; 

I  made  it,  for  it  only  lived  to  me. 

And  to  the  Gkid  who  sees  into  the  heart 
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Snch  Bympathies,  though  rarely,  were  betraj'd 

By  outward  ^torea  and  by  Tisible  looks : 

Some  call'd  it  modneaB, —  so  indeed  it  vbs. 

If  childlike  frnitfnlncss  in  passing  joy, 

If  steady  moods  of  thonghuulneas  matured 

To  inspiration,  sort  vitn  inch  a  name ; 

Lf  prophecy  be  madness ;  if  things  view'd 

By  poets  in  old  time,  and  higher  np 

By  the  first  men,  Etuth's  first  inhaoitanti^ 

May  in  these  tntor'd  days  no  more  be  eeou 

With  undisorder'd  sight    But,  leaving  thi^ 

It  iras  no  madness,  for  the  bodily  eye 

Amid  my  strongest  workings  ovennoro 

Was  searching  out  the  lines  of  difiercmce, 

As  they  lie  hid  in  all  external  forms, 

Kear  or  remote,  minute  or  vast ;  an  evo 

Which  from  a  tree,  a  stone,  a  witber'a  leai^ 

To  the  broad  oeean  and  the  azure  heavens 

Spangled  with  kindred  multitudes  of  stars, 

Could  find  no  surface  where  its  power  might  sleep ; 

Which  spake  perpetual  logic  to  my  soul. 

And  by  an  unrelonting  agency 

Did  bind  mv  feelings  even  as  in  a  chain. 

Full  oft  the  quiet  and  exalt«d  thoughts 
Of  loneliness  gave  way  to  empty  noise 
And  BuperScial  pastimes ;  now  and  then 
Forced  labour,  and  more  frequently  forced  hopei; 
And,  worst  of  all,  a  treasonable  growth 
Of  indecislTe  judgments,  that  impair 'd 
And  shook  the  mmd's  simplicity. —  And  yet 
This  ^as  a  gladsome  time.     Gould  I  behold,— 
Who,  less  insensible  than  sodden  clay 
In  a  sea-river's  bed  at  ebb  of  tide. 
Could  have  beheld  F — with  undelighted  heari^ 
So  many  happy  youths,  so  wide  and  fair 
A  congregation  m  its  budding-time 
Of  he^th  and  hope  and  beauty,alX  at  onco 
So  many  divers  samples  from  the  growth 
Of  life's  sweet  season, —  could  have  seen  nnmored 
That  miscellaneous  garland  of  wild  flowers 
Decking  the  matron  temples  of  a  place 
So  famous  through  the  world  ?    To  me,  at  least, 
It  was  a  goodly  prospect :  for,  in  sooth. 
Though  X  had  learnt  betimes  to  stand  nnpropp'd. 
And  independent  musings  pleased  me  so 
That  spells  seem'd  on  me  when  I  was  alone. 
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Yet  could  I  only  cleave  to  solitade 
In  loaelj  places ;  if  a  throng  was  near 
That  way  I  lean'd  by  nature ;  for  my  heart 
Was  social,  and  loved  idleness  and  joy. 

Not  seeking  those  who  might  participate 
My  deeper  pleasures,  easily  I  pass'd 
From  the  remembrances  of  better  things, 
And  slipp'd  into  the  ordinary  works 
Of  careless  yonth,  nnburthen'd,  unalarm'd. 
Caverns  there  were  within  my  mind  which  bod 
Conld  never  pwietrate,  yet  did  there  not 
Want  store  of  leafy  armmrs  where  the  light 
Mi^ht  enter  in  at  will.     Companionships, 
Fneadsbips,  acqnaintances,  were  welcome  aU, 
We  eaunter'd,  play'd,  or  rioted;  we  talk'd 
Unprofitable  talk  at  morning  honrs ; 
Drifted  about  along  the  streets  and  walks. 
Bead  lazily  in  trivial  books,  went  forth 
To  guJlop  through  the  country  in  blind  zeal 
Of  senseless  horsemanship,  or  on  the  breast 
Of  Cam  saii'd  boisterously,  and  let  the  stars 
Come  forth,  perhaps  without  one  quiet  thought. 

Such  was  the  tenonr  of  the  second  act 
In  this  new  life.     Imagination  slept. 
And  yet  not  utterly,    I  could  not  print 
Qround  where  the  grass  had  yieldwl  to  the  stepa 
Of  generations  of  ifiustrions  men, 
TJnmoved.     I  could  not  always  lightly  pass 
Throngh  the  same  gateways,  sleep  where  they  had  slei 
Wake  where  they  had  waked,  range  that  inclosore  old 
That  garden  of  great  intellects,  undisturb'd. 
Place  also  by  the  side  of  this  dark  sense 
Of  Doble  feeling,  that  those  spiritual  men, 
Even  the  great  Newton's  own  ethereal  self, 
Seem'd  humbled  in  these  precincts,  thence  to  be 
The  more  endear'd.     Their  several  memories  here 
(Even  like  their  peraous  in  their  portraits  clothed 
With  the  accustom'd  garb  of  daily  life) 
Put  on  a  lowly  and  a  touching  grace 
Of  more  distinct  humanity,  tnat  left 
All  genuine  admiration  unimmir'd. 

Beside  the  pleasant  MiU  at  Trompington 
I  langh'd  with  Chaucer  in  the  hawtnom  shade ; 
Heam  him,  while  birds  were  warbling,  tell  his  tales 
Of  amorons  passion.     And  that  gentle  Bard, 
Chosen  by  the  Muses  for  their  Pf^  of  State,  — < 


FIBST  TRUL  l«  OOtLEOE. 

Bweet  Spenser,  moving  throagh  his  clonded  heaven 
With  the  Mood's  beauly  and  the  Mood's  soft  paoe, 
I  eall'd  him  Brother,  Ihighshman,  and  Priendl 
Yea,  our  bliDd  Poet,  who,  Id  his  later  day, 
Stood  almost  single ;  Dttering  odious  truth,  — 
Darkness  before,  and  danger's  voice  behind,  — 
Soul  awfal, — if  the  Earth  has  ever  lodged 
Ad  awfal  sonl; — I  eeem'd  to  see  him  here 
Familiarly,  aad  in  his  schoiar'a  dress 
Bounding  before  me,  yet  a  stripling  yoath,  — 
A  boy,  no  better,  with  his  rosy  cheeKs 
Angelical,  keen  eye,  coara^eoss  look. 
Ana  conscdous  step  of  punty  and  pride. 
Among  the  band  of  my  eompeers  was  one 
Whom  chance  had  itation'd  in  the  very  room 
Hononr'd  by  Milton's  name.    0  temperate  Bard  t 
£e  it  Gonfeat  that,  tor  the  first  time,  seated 
"Within  tl^  innocent  lodge  and  oratory, 
One  of  a  festive  circle,  I  ponr'd  ont 
Zjibations,  to  thy  memory  drank,  till  pride 
And  gratitude  grew  dizzy  in  a  brain 
Ifcver  excited  by  the  fumes  of  wine 
Sefore  that  hoar,  or  since.     Then  forth  I  rui 
From  the  assembly ;  through  a  length  of  streeta, 
Han,  ostrich-like,  to  reach  oar  chapel-door 
In  Dot  a  desperate  or  opprobrious  ume, 
Albeit  long  after  the  importunate  bell 
£ad  stop^d,  with  wearisome  Cassandra  voice 
Ho  longer  hanntiDg  the  dark  winter  night. 
Call  back,  0  Friend!  a  moment  to  thy  mind 
The  place  itself  and  fashion  of  the  rites. 
"With  careless  ostentation  shouldering  up 
My  sorplice,  throngh  th'  inferior  throng  I  elove 
Of  the  plain  Bargheifi,  who  in  audience  stood 
On  the  last  skirts  of  their  permitted  ground. 
Under  the  pealing  organ.     Empty  thonghts ! 
I  am  ashamed  of  them :  and  that  great  Bard, 
And  thoa,  O  Friend!  who  in  thy  ample  mind 
Bitst  placed  me  high  above  my  boat  deserts. 
Ye  wnl  forgive  the  weakness  of  that  hour. 
In  some  of  its  unworthy  vanities. 
Brother  to  many  more. 

In  this  mix'd  sort 
The  months  pass'd  on,  remissly,  not  given  up 
To  vrilfal  alienation  from  the  right, 
Or  walks  of  open  scandal,  bnt  in  vague 
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And  loose  mdiffereoce,  easy  liking  aina 

Of  a  low  pitch, — duty  mid  zeal  diamiss'd, 

Yet  nature,  or  a  happy  course  of  things 

Not  doing  in  their  stead  the  needfnl  work. 

Tlie  memoiy  languidly  lerolved,  the  heart 

£eposed  in  noontide  rest,  the  inner  pulse 

Of  contemplation  almost  faii'd  to  b^t. 

Such  life  might  not  inaptly  be  compared 

To  a  floating  island,  an  amphibiouB  spot 

Unsound,  of  spongy  texture,  yet  withai 

M'ot  wanting  a  fair  face  of  water-weeds 

And  pleasant  flowers.    The  thirst  of  linoe  pniae^ 

Fit  reverence  for  the  glorions  Dead,  the  eight 

Of  those  long  vistas,  sacred  catacombs. 

Where  mighty  minds  lie  visibhr  entomb'd, 

Have  often  stirr'd  the  heart  of  youth,  and  bred 

A  fervent  love  of  rigorous  discipline. — 

Alas !  such  high  emotion  touch 'd  not  me. 

Look  was  there  none  within  these  walls  to  Bhame 

My  easy  spirits,  and  discountenance 

Their  light  composure,  far  less  to  instil 

A  calm  resolve  of  mind,  firmly  address'd 

To  puissant  efforts.    Nor  was  this  the  blame 

Of  others,  but  my  own ;  I  should,  in  truth, 

Aa  far  as  doth  concern  my  single  self, 

Misdeem  most  widely,  lodgingit  elsewhere. 

But  peace  to  vain  regrets !   We  see  but  darklr 
Even  when  we  look  behind  us,  and  best  things 
Are  not  80  pure  by  nature  that  they  noeda 
Must  keep  to  all,  aa  fondly  all  believe. 
Their  highest  promise.    H  the  mariner. 
When  at  reluctant  distance  he  hath  paea'd 
Some  tempting  island,  could  but  know  the  ills 
That  must  have  fall'n  upon  him  had  he  brought 
His  bark  to  laud  upon  the  wiah'd-for  shore. 
Good  cause  would  oft  be  his  to  thank  the  surf 
Whose  white  belt  scared  him  thence,  or  wind  th^  blew 
Inexorably  adverse :  for  myself 
Igrieve  not;  happy  is  the  gowned  youth, 
Who  only  misses  what  I  miaa'd,  who  faila 
No  lower  than  I  felL 
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ORBkT  and  benign,  icdeed,  must  be  the  power 
01  liring  Natare,  which  could  thus  so  long 
Petain  me  from  the  best  of  other  guides  * 
And  dearest  helpers,  left  unthank^,  uupraised, 
Even  in  the  time  of  lisping  infancy; 
And  later  down,  in  prattling  childhood  even, 
While  I  was  traTelling  back  among  those  days, 
How  could  I  ever  play  an  ingrate's  part  ? 
Once  more  should  I  hara  mt^o  those  bowers  resonnd. 
By  intermingling  strains  of  thankfulness 
With  their  own  thoughtless  melodies;  at  least 
It  might  have  well  beseem'd  me  to  repeat 
Some  simply-fashion'd  tale,  to  tell  again. 
In  slender  accents  of  sweet  verse,  some  tale 
That  did  bewitch  me  then,  and  soothes  zne  now. 
O  Friend  I  0  Poet!  brother  of  my  soul. 
Think  not  that  I  could  pass  along  untonch'd 
By  these  remembrances.     Yet  wherefore  speak  ? 
Why  call  upon  a  few  weak  words  to  say 
What  is  already  written  in  the  hearts 
Of  all  that  breathe  ?— what  in  the  path  of  all 
Drops  daily  from  the  tongue  of  every  child. 
Wherever  man  is  found  ?    The  trickling  t«ar 
Upon  the  cheek  of  listening  Infancy 
Proclaims  it,  and  th'  insuperable  look 
That  drinks  as  if  it  never  could  be  full. 
That  portion  of  my  story  I  shall  leave 
There  register'd:  whatever  else  of  power 
Or  pleasure  sown  or  f  oster'd  thus,  may  bo 
Peculiar  to  myself,  let  that  remain 
Where  still  it  works,  though  hidden  from  all  seardi 
Among  the  depths  of  time.    Yet  is  it  just 
That  here,  in  memory  of  all  books  which  lay 
Their  sure  foundations  in  the  heart  of  man, 
Whether  by  native  prose  or  numerous  veree, 
That  in  the  name  of  all  inspirdd  souls. 
From  Homer  the  great  Thunderer,  from  the  voice 
That  roars  along  the  bed  of  Jewish  song. 
And  that  more  varied  and  elaborate. 
Those  tnimpet- tones  of  harmony  that  shake 
Onr  shores  in  England, — from  those  loftiest  notes 
Down  to  the  low  and  wren-like  warblings,  made 
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For  cottwers  and  spinners  at  the  wheel, 

And  sun-Eumt  trsTolters  resting  their  tired  limbs, 

Stretch'd  nnder  wayside  hedge-rows,  balhid  tone^ 

Food  for  the  hangry  ears  of  Tittle  ones. 

And  of  old  men  who  have  sarrived  their  joys;  — 

Tis  just  that  in  hehalf  of  these,  the  worl^. 

And  of  the  men  that  framed  them,  whether  known 

Or  sleeping  nameless  In  their  scatter'd  graves. 

That  I  should  here  assert  their  rights,  attest 

Their  honours,  and  should,  once  for  all,  pronoooce 

Their  beuodiction ;  speak  of  them  as  Powers 

For  over  to  be  hallow'd ;  only  less, 

For  what  we  are  and  what  we  may  become. 

Than  Katnre's  self,  which  is  the  breath  of  God, 

Or  His  pure  Word  by  miracle  reyeal'd. 

Barely  and  with  reluctance  would  I  stoop 
To  transitory  themes;  yet  I  rejoice. 
And,  by  these  thoughts  admonisb'd,  will  ponr  out 
Thanks  with  uplifted  heart,  that  I  was  r^r'd 
Safe  from  an  evil  which  these  days  have  laid 
Upon  the  children  of  the  land,  a  pest 
That  might  have  dried  me  up,  body  and  soul. 
This  verse  is  dedicate  to  Kature's  self. 
And  things  that  teach  aa  Nature  teaches :  then, 
0,  where  nad  been  the  Man,  the  Poet  where,  '' 

Where  had  we  been,  we  two,  belovfid  Friend ! 
If  in  the  season  of  nnperilons  choice. 
In  heu  of  wandering,  as  we  did,  through  valea 
Rich  with  indigenous  produce,  open  ground 
Of  Fancy,  happy  pastures  ranged  at  will. 
We  had  Deen  followed,  hourly  wateh'd,  and  noosed. 
Each  in  his  several  melancholy  walk 
String'd  like  a  poor  man's  heiier  at  its  feed. 
Led  trirough  the  lanes  in  forlorn  servitude; 
Or  rather  like  a  stalled  ox  debarr'd 
From  touch  of  growing  grass,  that  may  not  taste 
A  flower  till  it  have  yielded  up  its  sweets 
A  prelibatioii  to  the  mower's  scythe. 

Behold  the  parent  hen  amid  her  brood, 
Though  fledged  and  fcather'd,  and  well  pleased  to  part 
And  straggle  from  her  preecuco,  still  a  brood, 
And  she  nerself  from  the  maternal  bond 
Still  undischarged;  yet  doth  she  little  more 
Than  move  with  them  in  tenderness  and  love, 
A  centre  to  the  circle  which  tbcy  make; 
And  now  and  then,  fthke  from  need  of  tb&n 


And  call  of  her  own  natnral  appetites, 

She  ECratchee,  raneacks  np  the  earth  for  food, 

Which  they  partake  at  pleasure.    Earl;  died 

My  honoar'd  Mother,  she  who  was  the  heart 

And  hinge  of  all  our  learnings  and  our  loves: 

She  left  OS  destitote,  and,  as  we  niight^ 

Trooping  together.     Little  suits  it  me 

To  break  upon  the  sabbath  of  her  rest 

With  any  thought  that  looks  at  others'  blame ; 

Nor  woiud  I  praise  her  but  in  perfect  lavo. 

Hence  am  I  cneck'd :  bat  let  me  boldly  eay. 

In  gratitude,  and  for  the  sake  of  tratli, 

TTnneard  by  her,  that  she,  not  falsely  tanght, 

fetching  her  goodness  rather  from  times  past 

Than  shaping  novelties  for  times  to  come, 

Had  no  presumption,  no  such  jealousy, 

Kor  did  Dy  habit  of  her  thoughts  mistmst 

Oar  nature,  but  had  virtual  faith  that  He 

Who  fills  the  mother's  breast  with  innocent  milk. 

Doth  also  for  our  nobler  part  provide, 

Under  His  great  correctioa  and  control. 

As  innocent  instiacts  and  as  inuoceut  food ; 

Or  draws  for  minds  that  are  left  free  to  trust 

In  the  simplicities  of  opening  life 

Sweet  honey  out  of  spurn'd  or  dreaded  weeds. 

This  was  her  creed,  and  therefore  she  was  pnre 

From  anxious  fear  of  error  or  mishap, 

And  evil,  overweeningly  so  call'd ; 

Was  not  pufE'd  up  by  Mse  unnatural  hopes, 

If  or  selfisn  with  nunecessair  cares, 

Nor  with  impatience  from  the  season  ask'd 

More  than  its  timely  produce ;  rather  loved 

The  hours  for  what  they  are  Uian  from  regard 

Glanced  on  their  promises  in  restless  pride. 

Such  was  she;  not  from  faculties  more  strong 

Than  others  have,  but  from  the  times,  perhaps, 

And  spot  in  which  she  lived,  and  through  a  grace 

Of  modest  meekness,  simple-mindedness, 

A  heart  that  found  benignity  and  hope. 

Being  itself  benign. 

My  drift  I  fear 
Ib  scarcely  obviona;  bat,  that  common  sense 
May  try  this  modem  system  l^  its  fruits. 
Leave  let  me  take  to  place  before  her  sight 
A  specimen  portray'd  with  faithful  hand. 
FoU  early  ^in'd  to  worship  seemliness. 
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This  model  of  a  child  ie  nerer  known 

To  laix  in  quarrcla;  that  were  far  beneath 

His  dignity;  with  gifts  he  bubbles  o'er 

As  genorons  as  a  fountain;  selfiehnesa 

May  not  come  near  him,  nor  the  little  throng 

Of  flittiae  pleasures  tempt  him  from  his  path; 

The  wandering  beggars  propagate  hia  name, 

Dumb  creatures  find  him  tender  as  a  nun, 

And  natural  or  supernatural  fear, 

Unless  it  leap  upon  him  in  a  dream. 

Touches  him  not.     To  enhance  the  wonder,  see 

How  arch  his  notices,  how  nice  his  sense 

Of  the  ridiculous;  not  blind  is  he 

To  the  broad  follies  of  the  licensed  world, 

Yet  innocent  himself  withal,  though  shrewd, 

And  can  read  Icctnrcs  upon  innocence: 

A  miracle  of  scientific  lore. 

Ships  he  can  guide  across  the  pathless  sea, 

And  tell  you  all  their  cunning;  he  can  r^d 

The  inside  of  the  earth,  and  spell  the  stare; 

He  knows  the  policies  of  foreign  lands ; 

Can  string  you  names  of  distncts,  cities,  towns, 

The  whole  world  over,  tight  as  beads  of  dew 

Upon  a  gossamer  thread ;  he  sifts,  he  weighs ; 

All  things  are  put  to  question;  he  must  live 

Knowing  that  he  grows  wiser  every  day 

Or  else  not  live  at  all,  and  seeing  too 

Each  little  drop  of  wisdom  as  it  falls 

Into  the  dimphng  cistern  of  his  heart: 

For  this  nnnatnral  growth  the  trainer  blam;^ 

Pity  the  tree.  —  Poor  human  TaDitr, 

Wert  thou  extingnish'd,  little  would  be  left 

Which  he  could  truly  love :  but  how  escape  ? 

For  ever,  as  a  thongnt  of  purer  birth 

Rises  to  lead  him  toward  a  better  clime. 

Some  intermeddler  still  is  on  the  watch 

To  drive  him  back,  and  pound  him,  like  a  stray. 

Within  the  pinfold  of  his  own  conceit. 

Meanwhile  old  grandame  Earth  is  grieved  to  find 

The  playthings,  which  her  love  dssign'd  for  him, 

TJnthought  of:  in  their  woodland  beds  the  flower* 

Weep,  and  the  river  sides  are  all  forlorn. 

0,  give  us  once  again  the  wishing  cap 

Of  Fortnnatus,  and  th'  invisible  coat 

Of  Jack  the  Giant-Eiller,  Robin  Hood, 

And  Sabra  io  the  forest  with  S^nt  Qeorge  I 


Tbe  child  whose  lore  ie  here  at  least  doth  reap 
One  precious  gam,  that  he  forgets  himself. 

These  mighty  workmen  of  onr  later  age, 
"Who,  with  a  broad  highway,  have  overbridged 
The  froward  chaos  of  futurity. 
Tuned  to  their  bidding;  they  who  have  ektli 
To  manage  books,  and  things,  and  make  them  aet 
On  infant  minds  aa  sorely  as  the  Sun 
Deals  with  a  flower ;  the  keepers  of  our  time. 
The  guides  and  wardens  of  our  faculties. 
Sages  who  in  their  prescience  would  control 
All  accidents,  and  to  the  very  road 
"Which  they  have  fashiou'd  would  confine  us  down. 
Like  engines ;  —  when  will  their  piesnmption  learn. 
That  in  th'  unreasoning  progress  of  the  world 
A  wiser  spirit  is  at  work  tor  ns, 
A  better  eye  than  theirs,  most  prodigal 
Of  blessings,  and  most  studious  of  our  good. 
Even  in  what  seem  onr  most  nnfmitful  hours  ? 

There  was  a  Boy :  ye  knew  him  well,  ye  clifla 
And  islands  of  Wmandert  —  many  a  time 
At  eveniag,  when  the  earliest  stars  began 
To  move  atoo^  the  edges  of  the  hills, 
Bieing  or  setting,  would  he  stand  alone 
Beneath  the  trees  or  by  the  glimmering  lake, 
And  ther^  with  fingers  interwoven,  both  hands 
'    Pressed  closely  palm  to  palm,  and  to  his  mouth 
TJplifted,  he,  as  through  an  instrument. 
Blew  mimic  hootinga  to  the  silent  owls. 
That  they  might  answer  him:  and  they  would  ehoat 
Across  the  watery  vale,  and  shout  again, 
Besponsive  to  his  call,  with  quivering  peals, 
And  long  hallooa  and  screams,  and  echoes  loud. 
Redoubled  and  redoubled,  —  concourse  wild 
Of  jocund  din;  and,  when  a  lengthen 'd  pause 
Of  silence  came  and  baffled  his  fest  skill. 
Then  sometimes,  in  that  silence  while  he  hnng 
Listening,  a  gentle  shock  of  mild  surprise 
Has  earned  &t  into  his  heart  the  voice 
Of  mountain  torrents ;  or  the  visible  scene 
Would  enter  unawares  into  his  mind, 
With  all  its  solemn  imagery,  its  rocks. 
Its  woods,  and  that  uncertain  heaven,  received 
Into  the  Ix^om  of  the  steady  lake. 

This  Boy  was  taken  from  his  mates,  and  died 
In  childhood,  ere  he  was  full  twelve  years  old. 
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Fair  is  the  spot,  moBi  beantifal  the  rale 

Where  he  waa  bora ;  the  grassy  churchyard  haDgg 

TJpon  a  slope  above  the  Tillage  school. 

And  through  that  churchyard  when  my  way  has  led 

On  sammer  evGaiugs,  I  believe  that  there 

A  long  half  hour  together  I  have  stood 

Mnte,  looking  at  the  grave  in  which  ho  lies  I 

Even  now  appears  before  the  mind's  clear  eye 

That  self -same  village  church ;  I  see  her  sit 

(The  throned  Lady  whom  erewhile  we  hail'd) 

On  her  green  hill,  forgetful  of  this  Boy 

Who  elnmbera  at  her  leet,  —  forgetful,  too. 

Of  all  her  silent  neighbourhood  of  graves. 

And  listening  only  to  the  gladsome  sounds 

That,  from  the  rural  school  ascending,  play 

Beneath  her  and  about  her.    May  she  long 

Behold  a  race  of  young  ones  like  to  those 

With  whom  I  herded  1  —  (easily,  indeed. 

We  might  have  fed  upon  a  fatfer  soil 

Of  arts  and  letters,  bat  be  that  forgiven,) — 

A  race  of  real  children ;  not  too  wis^ 

Too  learned,  or  too  good  j  hut  wanton,  fresh, 

And  bandied  up  and  down  by  love  and  hate ; 

Not  unresentfnl  where  BeU-jostified ; 

Fierce,  moody,  patient,  venturous,  modest,  shy; 

Mad  at  their  sports  like  wither'd  leaves  in  winds; 

Though  doing  wrong  and  suffering,  and  full  oft 

Bending  beneath  our  life's  mysterious  weight     . 

Of  pain  and  ioubt  and  fear,  yet  yielding  not 

In  happiness  to  the  happiest  upon  Earth. 

8impUcity  in  habit,  trutn  in  speech. 

Be  tnese  the  daily  strengtheners  of  their  minds ; 

May  books  and  Natnre  be  their  early  I'oy' 


And  knowledge,  rightly  honour'd  with  that  name^— 
Knowledge  not  purchased  by  the  loss  of  power ! 

A  gracious  spirit  o'er  this  Earth  presides. 
And  o'er  the  heart  of  man;  invisibly 
It  comes,  to  works  of  unreproved  delight 
And  tendency  benign,  directing  those 
Who  care  no^  know  not,  think  not  what  they  do. 
The  tales  that  charm  away  the  wakeful  night 
In  Araby,  romances ;  legends  penn'd 
For  solace  by  dim  Ught  of  monkish  lamps ; 
Fictions,  for  ladies  of  their  love,  devised 
By  youthful  squires  j  adventnrea  endless  spun 
By  the  diamanued  warrior  in  old  age. 
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Oat  of  the  bowels  of  ^hoae  very  achemea 

In  vhich  his  yoath  did  first  extravagate,  — 

These  spread  liko  Any,  and  something  in  the  shape 

Of  these  will  live  till  man  shall  be  no  more 

Dumb  yearnings,  hidden  appetites,  are  ours, 

And  they  muai  hA've  their  food.     Our  childhood  ata, 

Onr  simple  childhood  sits  upon  a  throne 

That  hath  more  power  than  all  the  olementa. 

I  guees  not  what  this  tells  of  Being  past, 

Nor  what  it  augnrs  of  the  life  to  come ; 

Bat  so  it  is,  and,  in  that  dubious  hour. 

That  twilight  when  we  first  be§in  to  see 

This  dawning  Earth,  to  recognise,  expect. 

And  in  the  long  probation  that  ensues, 

The  time  of  trial,  ere  we  leam  to  live 

In  reconcilement  with  our  stinted  powers; 

To  endure  this  state  of  meagre  vassalage. 

Unwilling  to  forego,  confess,  sabmit, 

Uneasy  and  unsettled,  yoke-fellows 

To  custom,  mettlesome,  and  not  yet  tamed 

And  humbled  down ;  0,  then  we  feel,  we  feel, 

"We  know  where  we  have  friends.    Ye  dreamers,  then, 

Forgers  of  daring  tales,  we  bless  you  then, 

Im|>ostors,  drivellers,  dotards,  as  the  ape 

Philosophy  will  call  you ;  tJien  we  feel 

With  what,  and  how  great  might  ye  are  in  league, 

"Who  make  our  wish,  our  power,  our  thought  a  deed. 

An  empire,  a  possession,  —  ye  whom  time 

And  seasons  serve ;  all  Faculties  to  whom 

Earth  crouches,  th'  elements  are  potter's  clay, 

Space  like  a  heaven  fill'd  up  with  northern  lights, 

Here,  nowhere,  there,  and  everywhere  at  once. 


SIGHTS  IN  LONDON. 

(Fivm  Vu  Pramte,  Book  kO.) 

Pass  we  from  entertainnients,  that  are  Bnoh 
Professedly,  to  others  titled  higher. 
Yet,  in  the  estimate  of  youth  at  leust. 
More  near  akin  to  those  than  names  imply,  — 
I  mean  the  brawls  of  lawyers  in  their  courts 
Before  the  ermined  judge,  or  that  great  stage 
Where  senators,  tongue-favour'd  men,  perform, 
Admired  and  envied.     0,  the  beating  heart  t 
When  one  Among  the  prime  of  these  rose  up,  — 
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One,  of  whose  name  froin  childhood  ve  had  heard 

Familiarly,  a  household  term,  like  those, 

The  Bedfords,  Glosters,  Salsba^e,  of  old 

Whom  the  fifth  Harry  talks  of.'    Sileacel  hush! 

This  is  no  trifler,  no  short-flighted  wit. 

No  stammerer  of  a  minute,  painfullT 

Dehver'd.    No  I  the  Orator  hath  yoked 

The  Hours,  like  young  Aurora,  to  hia  oar. 

Tliriee  welcome  Presence  1  how  can  patience  e'er 

Grow  weary  of  attending  on  a  track 

That  kindles  with  such  ^lory  1    All  are  charm'd, 

Astonish'd ;  like  a  hero  in  romance. 

He  winds  away  his  never-ending  horn ; 

Words  follow  words,  sense  seems  to  follow  sense: 

What  memory  and  what  logic!  till  the  strain 

Transcendent,  snperhnman  as  it  seem'd. 

Grows  tedious  even  in  a  young  man's  ear. 

Genius  of  Burke!  forgive  the  pen  seduced 
By  specious  wonders,  and  too  slow  to  tell 
Of  wnat  th'  ingenuous,  what  bewilder'd  men, 
Begiiming  to  mistrust  their  boastful  guides. 
Ami  wise  men,  willing  to  grow  wiser,  caught, 
Bapt  auditors !  from  thy  most  eloquent  tongue,  — 
Now  mute,  for  ever  mute  in  the  cold  grave. 
I  see  him  —  old,  but  vigorous  in  age  — 
Stand  like  an  oak  whose  stag-horn  branches  start 
Out  of  its  leafy  brow,  the  more  to  awo 
The  younger  brethren  of  the  grove.    But  some, — 
While  hfl  forewarns,  denounces,  lannches  forth. 
Against  all  systems  bnilt  on  abstract  rights. 
Keen  ridicule;  the  majesty  proclaims 
Of  Institutes  and  Laws,  hallow'd  by  time; 
Declares  the  vital  power  of  social  ties 
Endear'd  by  Custom ;  and,  with  high  disdain 
Exploding  npstart  Theory,  insists 
Upon  th'  allegiance  to  which  men  are  bom ; — 
Some  —  say  m  once  a  froward  multitude  — 
Murmur,  (lor  truth  is  hated,  whore  not  loved,) 
As  the  winds  fret  within  th'  ^oliitn  cave, 
Gall'd  by  their  monarch's  chain.     The  times  were  big 
With  ominous  cliange,  which,  night  by  night,  provoked 
Keen  struggles,  and  black  clouds  of  passion  raised ; 
But  memorable  moments  intervened, 
WTien  Wisdom,  like  the  Goddess  from  Jove's  brain, 

S  'ntaalliuloiilBiotbeKitu'a  ■pmchln^MketpenRi^  K%ff«ariiM*nftJv,  A< 
h.  nenB  3,  b^innlug, "  WbM^  be,  bat  viabea  m?^' 
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Broke  forth  in  armoar  of  resplendent  words. 
Startling  the  Synod.    Oonld  a  yonth,  and  one 
In  ancient  story  versed,  whose  oreaat  hath  heaved 
Under  the  weight  of  classic  eloquence. 
Sit,  see,  and  hear,  nnthankfol,  uninspired?" 

Nor  did  the  Pnlpit's  oratoir  fail 
To  achieve  its  higher  triumph.  —  Not  unfelt 
Were  its  admonishments,  nor  lightly  heard 
The  awfai  troths  deliver'd  thence  by  tongnes 
Endow'd  with  varioas  power  to  search  the  soul ; 
Yet  ostentation,  domineering,  oft 
Ponr'd  f  ortih  h^ngaes,  how  sadly  ont  of  place  I  — 
There  have  I  seen  a  comely  bachelor. 
Fresh  from  a  toilet  of  two  hours,  ascend 
His  roatnim,  with  seraphic  glance  look  up. 
And,  in  a  tone  elaborately  low 
Beginning,  lead  hia  voice  throngh  many  a  maie 
A  minuet  course;  and,  winding  op  his  month, 
From  time  to  time,  into  an  orifice 
Host  delicate,  a  larking  eyelet,  small, 
And  only  not  invisible,  again 
Open  it  ont,  diSnsing  thence  a  smile 
Oi  rapt  irradiation,  exquisite. 
Meanwhile  th'  Bvangeliste,  Isaiah,  Job, 
Moses,  and  he  who  penn'd,  the  other  day, 
The  Death  of  Abel,  Shakespeare,  and  the  Bard 
"Whose  genins  spangled  o'er  a  gloomy  theme 
"With  fancies  thick  as  his  inspiring  stars,* 
And  Ossian  (donbt  not,  'tis  the  naked  truth) 
Snmmon'd  from  streamy  Morven,  —  each  and  all 
"Would,  in  their  tnms,  lend  ornaments  and  flowers 
To  entwine  the  crook  of  eloquence  that  help'd 
This  pretty  Shepherd,  pride  of  all  the  plains, 
To  nUe  and  guide  his  captivated  flock. 


"MEK  AS  THEY  ARE  MEN." 

(fVom  ne  Prelude,  Sookrui.} 

0,  ITEXT  to  one  dear  state  of  bliss,  vouchsafed, 
Alas  I  to  few  in  this  untoward  world, 
The  bliss  of  walking  daily  in  life's  prime 

At  HrM.  Wordsworth  ileeplrresretted.  not  to  say  relented,  tb«  {cronnd  Uarko 
>k  on  the  EYencb  roTOlutioD.  The  greu,  elatesmaa,  in  his  prophvtl':  ntiitim.  then 
imetl  to  him  tittle  better  than  dnwuriKht  ur.izy.  But  lie  afterwanla  bcciinie  con- 
"  might,  that  Burke's  tbll]- was  wiser  than  (he  wistloia  of  any  or  of 

YoMag^t  Sight  IVioufAti. 
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Throagh  field  or  forest  with  the  maid  we  lore, 
While  yet  oar  hearts  are  yoang,  while  jot  we  breathe 
Nothing  but  happiness,  in  some  lone  nook. 
Deep  Tale,  or  anywhere,  the  home  of  both. 
From  which  it  wonid  be  misery  to  stir;  — 
0,  next  to  snch  enjoyment  of  oar  yonth. 
In  my  esteem,  next  to  such  dear  delight 
Was  that  of  wandering  on  from  day  to  day 
Where  I  could  meditate  in  peaoe,  and  cull 
Knowledge  that  etep  by  step  might  lead  me  on 
To  wisdom ;  or,  as  lightsomo  as  a  bird 
Wafted  apon  the  wind  from  distant  lauds, 
Sin^  notes  of  greeting  to  strange  fields  or  grovea, 
Which  lack'd  not  voice  to  welcome  me  ia  turn  : 
And,  when  that  pleasant  toil  had  ceased  to  please, 
Conyerse  with  men,  where  if  we  meet  a  face 
We  almost  meet  a  friend,  on  naked  heaths 
With  long,  long  ways  before,  by  cottage  bench. 
Or  well-epring  where  the  weary  traTeller  rests. 

Who  doth  not  love  to  follow  with  hie  eye 
The  windings  of  a  public  way?  the  sight, 
Familiar  object  as  it  is,  hath  wrought 
On  my  inu^iuation  since  the  morn 
Of  childhood,  when  a  disappearing  line. 
One  daily  present  to  my  eyes,  that  cross'd 
The  naked  summit  of  a  far-off  hill 
Beyond  the  limite  that  my  feet  had  trod. 
Was  like  an  invitation  into  space 
Boundless,  or  guide  into  eternity. 
Yea,  something  of  the  grandeur  which  ioTeets 
The  mariner  who  sails  the  roaring  sea 
Through  storm  and  darkness,  early  in  my  mind 
Surrounded,  too,  the  wanderers  of  the  eai-th; 
Grandeur  as  much,  and  loveliuess  fur  more. 
Awed  have  I  been  by  atrolling  Bedlamites ; 
From  many  other  uncouth  vagrants  (pass'd 
In  fear)  have  walk'd  with  quicker  step ;  hnt  why 
Take  note  of  this  ?    When  I  began  to  inquire, 
To  watch  and  question  those  I  met,  and  speak 
Without  reserve  to  them,  the  lonely  roads 
Were  open  schools'in  which  I  daily  read 
With  most  delight  the  paseiona  of  mankind, 
Whether  by  words,  looks,  sighs,  or  tears,  reveal'd ; 
There  saw  into  the  depth  of  human  souls, 
Sonla  that  ^pear  to  have  no  depth  at  all 
To  careless  eyes.    And — now  convinced  at  heart 


KEN  AS  THBT  ABB  KBN. 

How  little  those  formalitieB,  to  which 

With  overweening  traet  alone  we  give 

The  name  of  EdacatJon,  have  to  do 

With  real  feeling  and  just  sense ;  how  vain 

A  correspondence  with  the  talking  world 

Proves  to  the  most;  and  coll'd  to  make  good  search 

If  man's  estate,  by  doom  of  Nature  yoked 

With  toil,  be  therefore  yoked  with  ignorance ; 

If  virtue  be  indeed  so  hard  to  rear, 

And  intellectual  strength  so  rare  a  boon  — 

Iprized  snch  walks  still  more,  for  there  I  fonnd 

Hope  to  my  hope,  and  to  my  pleasure  peace 

Ana  steadiness,  and  healing  and  repose 

To  every  angry  pasBion.     There  I  heard. 

From  mouths  of  men  obscare  and  lowly,  truths 

Beplete  with  honour;  eoands  in  unison 

With  loftiest  promisee  of  good  and  fair. 

There  are  who  think  that  strong  affection,  love 
Known  by  whatever  name,  is  falsely  deem'd 
A  gift,  to  use  a  term  which  they  would  use, 
Of  vulgar  nature;  that  its  growth  requires 
Betirement,  leisure,  language  purified 
By  manners  studied  and  elaborate ; 
That  whoso  feels  enoh  passion  in  its  strength 
Must  live  within  the  very  light  and  air 
Of  courteous  usages  refined  oy  art 
True  is  it,  where  oppression  worse  than  death 
Salutes  the  being  at  his  birth,  where  grace 
Of  culture  hath  been  utterly  unknown. 
And  poverty  and  labour  in  excess 
From  day  to  day  pre-occupy  the  ground 
Of  the  aflections,  and  to  Nature's  self 
Oppose  a  deeper  nature;  there,  indeed. 
Love  cannot  oe ;  nor  does  it  thrive  with  ease 
Amon^  the  close  and  overcrowded  haunts 
Of  cities,  where  the  human  heart  is  sick. 
And  the  eye  feeds  it  not,  and  cannot  feed.— 
Yes,  in  those  wanderiogB  deeplr  did  I  feel 
How  we  mislead  each  other;  above  all. 
How  books  mislead  us,  seeking  their  reward 
From  judgments  of  the  wealthy  Few,  who  see 
By  artificial  lights ;  how  they  debase 
The  Many  for  the  pleasure  of  those  Few ; 
Efleminately  level  down  the  tmth 
To  certain  general  notions,  for  the  sake 
Of  being  understood  at  once,  or  else 
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Throagh  want  of  better  kDowIedge  in  the  heads 
That  framed  them ;  flattering  self-conoeit  with  words 
That,  while  they  moat  ambitiously  set  forth 
Extrinsic  differences,  the  outward  marks 
Whereby  society  has  parted  man 
From  man,  neglect  the  universal  heart. 

Here,  calling  up  to  mind  what  then  I  aaw, 
A  youthful  traveller,  and  see  daily  now 
In  the  familiar  circuit  of  my  home. 
Here  might  I  pauBS,  and  bend  in  reverence 
To  Nature,  and  the  power  of  human  minds. 
To  men  as  they  are  men  within  themselves. 
How  oft  high  service  is  perform'd  within, 
When  all  th'  external  man  is  rude  in  show,— 
Not  like  a  temple  rich  with  pomp  and  gold. 
Bat  a  mere  mountain  chapel,  that  prot^ts 
Its  simple  worshippers  from  sun  and  snow. 
Of  these,  said  I,  shall  be  my  song;  of  these. 
If  future  years  mature  me  for  the  task, 
Will  I  record  the  praises,  making  verse 
Deal  boldly  with  substantial  things ;  in  truth 
And  sanctity  of  passion,  speak  of  these, 
That  justice  may  ho  done,  obeisance  paid 
Where  it  ia  due:  thus  haply  shall  I  teach. 
Inspire,  through  unadulterated  eara 
Pour  rapture,  tenderness,  and  hope;  my  theme 
No  other  than  the  very  heai-t  of  man, 
As  found  among  the  best  of  those  who  live, 
Not  uneialted  by  religious  faith. 
Nor  uninform'd  by  books,  good  hooks,  though  few. 
In  Nature's  piresence :  thence  may  I  select 
Sorrow,  that  ia  not  sorrow,  but  delight ; 
And  miserable  love,  that  is  not  pain 
To  hear  of,  for  the  gloiy  that  i-edounds 
Therefrom  to  human  kmd,  and  what  we  are. 
Be't  mine  to  follow  with  no  timid  step 
Where  knowledge  leads  me :  it  shall  be  my  pride 
That  I  have  dared  to  tread  this  holy  gronQ<^ 
Speaking  no  dream,  hut  things  oracuW; 
Matter  not  lightly  to  he  heard  by  those 
Who  to  the  letter  of  the  outward  promise 
Do  read  th'  invisible  soul ;  by  men  adroit 
In  speech,  and  for  communion  with  the  world 
Accomplish'd;  miuds  whose  faculties  are  tbea 
Most  active  when  they  are  most  eloquent. 
And  elevated  most  when  moat  admired. 

L        .     I.-.  (Kittle 
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MeD  may  be  found  of  other  mould  than  these, 
Who  are  their  own  upholders,  to  themselves 
Encouragement,  and  energy,  and  will, 
iExprcssiug  liveliest  thoughts  in  lively  words 
As  native  passion  dictates.     Others,  too, 
There  aro  among  the  walks  of  homely  life 
Still  higher,  men  for  contemplation  framed, 
Shy,  and  unpractised  in  the  strife  of  phrase; 
Meek  men,  whose  veiy  eouls  perhaps  would  sink 
Beneath  them,  summon'd  to  such  mtercourso: 
Theirs  is  the  language  of  the  heavens,  the  power 
The  thought,  the  image,  and  the  silent  joy: 
Words  are  but  under-agents  in  their  souls; 
When  they  are  grasping  with  their  greatest  strength. 
They  do  not  breathe  »moog  them :  this  I  speak 
In  gratitude  to  God,  who  feeds  our  hearts 
For  His  own  service ;  knoweth,  loveth  ne, 
When  we  are  unregarded  by  the  world. 


LOYE  AND  IMAGINATION 

(Adw  the  Pnlmte,  Book  xlej 

Bx  LOTS  subsists 
All  lasting  grandeur,  by  pervading  loTe; 
That  gone,  we  are  as  dust.  —  Behold  the  fields 
In  balmy  spring-time  full  of  rising;  Sowers 
And  joyous  creatures ;  see  that  pair,  the  lamb 
And  the  lamb's  mother,  and  their  tender  ways 
Shall  touch  thee  to  the  heart :  thou  call'st  t^ij  love, 
And  not  inaptly  so,  for  love  it  is, 
Far  as  it  carries  thee.    In  some  green  bower 
Best,  and  bo  not  alone,  but  have  thou  there 
The  One  who  is  thy  choice  of  all  the  world : 
There  linger,  listening,  gazing,  with  delight 
loipassion'd,  but  deUght  how  pitiable  I 
Unless  this  love  by  a  still  higher  love 
Be  hallow'd,  love  that  breathes  not  without  awe; 
Love  that  adores,  but  on  the  knees  of  jirayer. 
By  Heaven  inspired ;  that  frees  from  chsims  the  soul. 
Lifted,  in  union  with  the  purest,  beat 
Of  earth-born  passions,  on  the  wings  of  praise 
Bearing  a  tribute  to  th'  Almighty's  Throne. 
This  spiritual  Love  acts  not  nor  can  exist 
WithtHit  Imagination,  which,  in  truth, 
la  but  another  name  for  absolute  power 
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And  clearest  insight,  amplitude  of  mind. 
And  Reason  in  her  most  exalted  mood. 
This  faculty  hath  hcen  the  feeding  sonn3e 
Of  our  long  labour :  we  have  traced  the  stream 
From  the  blind  caTem  whence  is  faintly  h^jd 
Its  natal  murmur;  follow'd  it  to  light 
And  open  day ;  accompanied  ita  course 
Among  the  ways  of  Nature,  for  a  time 
Lost  si^ht  of  it  bewilder'd  and  ingnird; 
Then  giren  it  greeting  as  it  rose  once  more 
la  strength,  reuecting  from  its  placid  breast 
The  works  of  man  and  face  of  human  life ; 
And  lastly,  from  its  progress  have  we  drawn 
Faith  in  life  endless,  the  sustaining  thought 
Of  human  Being,  Eternity,  and  God. 

Imagination  mtving  been  our  theme. 
So  also  hath  that  intellectual  Love, 
For  they  are  each  in  each,  and  camiot  stand 
Dividually.  —  Hero  must  thou  be,  0  Man ! 
Power  to  thyself ;  no  Helper  hast  thoa  here ; 
Here  keepest  thou  in  eingleness  thy  state : 
Wo  other  can  divide  with  thee  this  work : 
No  secondary  hand  can  intervene 
To  fashion  this  ability;  'tia  thine. 
The  prime  and  vital  principle  is  thine 
In  the  recesses  of  thy  nature,  far 
From  any  reach  of  outward  fellowship, 
Mse  is  not  thine  at  all.     But  joy  to  him, 
O,  joy  to  him  who  here  hath  sown,  hath  laid 
Here,  the  foundation  of  his  future  yearel 
For  all  that  friendship,  all  that  love  can  do, 
All  that  a  darling  countenance  can  look 
Or  dear  voice  utter,  to  complete  the  man. 
Perfect  him,  made  imperfect  in  himself. 
All  shall  be  his:  and  he  whose  soul  hath  lisen 
Up  to  the  height  of  feeling  intellect 
Shall  want  no  humbler  tenderness ;  bis  heart 
Be  tender  as  a  nursing  mother's  heart ; 
Of  female  softness  shall  his  life  be  full. 
Of  humble  carea  and  delicate  desires. 
Mild  interests  and  gentlest  sympathies. 

Child  of  my  parents !  Sister  of  my  soul  I 
Thanks  in  sineerest  verse  have  been  elsewhere 


I   Beo  the  short  poem  enaaedT%e4>iimiia>iffsie,pagB  IW. 
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That  later  eeaeons  owed  to  thee  no  less ; 
For,  spite  of  thy  sweet  iufiaence  and  the  touch 
Of  kindred  hands  that  open'd  out  the  springs 
Of  genial  thought  in  childhood ;  and  ia  spite 
Of  all  that  unassisted  I  had  mark'd 
In  life  or  natnre  of  those  charnis  mintit« 
That  win  their  way  into  the  heart  by  stealth ; 
Still,  to  the  very  going-ont  of  youth, 
I  too  exclusively  esteemed  thai  love. 
And  sought  thai  beauty  which,  as  Milton  aingf^ 
llath  terror  in  it.     Thou  didst  soften  down 
This  over-sternness ;  but  for  thee,  dear  Friend  I 
My  soul,  too  reckless  of  mild  grace,  had  stood 
In  her  original  self  too  confident, 
Eetain'd,  too  long,  a  countenance  severe : 
A  rock  with  torrents  roaring,  with  the  clouds 
Fsmihar,  and  a  favourite  of  the  stars : 
Bnt  thou  didst  plant  its  crevices  with  flowers, 
Haug  it  with  shrubs  that  twinkle  in  the  breeze. 
And  teach  the  little  birds  to  build  their  nests 
And  warble  in  its  chambers.     At  a  time 
When  Kature,  destined  to  remain  so  long 
Foremost  in  my  affections,  had  fallen  back 
Into  a  second  place,  pleased  to  become 
A  handmaid  to  a  nobler  than  herself. 
When  every  day  brought  with  it  some  new  sense 
Of  exquisite  regard  for  common  things. 
And  all  the  Earth  was  budding  with  these  gifts 
Of  more  refined  humanity,  thy  breath, 
Dear  Sister!  was  a  kind  of  gentler  Spring 
That  went  before  my  steps.    Thereafter  came 
One  whom  with  thee  friendship  had  early  pair'd; 
She  came,  no  more  a  phantom  to  adorn 
A  moment,*  bnt  an  inmate  of  the  heart, 
And  yet  a  spirit,  there  for  me  enshrined 
To  penetrate  the  lofty  and  the  low ; 
Even  as  one  essence  of  pervading  light 
Shines  in  the  brightest  of  ten  thousand  stars, 
And  the  meek  worm  that  feeds  her  lonely  lamp 
Conch'd  in  the  dewy  grass. 
t  Bee  tIielittlepIeaa,beginalDS,  "StnwaasPbBnCoiBofileUght.'pagflia 
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tfalrdputsorclilBM.__ 

—one  book,  I  think— . , „ 

thangfatheaaUiorteUsns thai  much,  irnoEmoBt.orUieiiuiClei'lDtendedftir  that  ui 

worked  up  InCoTorions  of  hlB  other  poems.  In  the  prenice  to  the  oriciaa]editl<ni,veh:iTe 
the  toElowiog :  "  Seieral  years  uo,  whan  tha  AuQiDr  Tetired  to  Us  native  raonntaiua, 
with  the  hope  of  beloR  enabled  io  construct  a  literary  Woiii  Ibat  might  live,  U  wiin  ■ 
resBonable  thing  thatlie  should  take  a  review  of  Ills  own  mind,  and  examine  how  l;ir 
Nature  and  Education  bad  qualiUed  him  for  such  emplovment;  and  the  resnit  naa 
a  dotenninatiou  to  compose  a  philosophical  poem,  containing  views  of  Uan.Natiini, 
Bud  Society;  and  to  be  entitled  7%e  ^ciiue i  aa  bavlngforlCsprinclpalBDlilectUie 
Bonaations  and  opinions  of  a  poet  living  in  rettrement."  The  sam,?  Prefaoemlbnns 
us.  also,  that  the  first  and  thlril  parts  ofl'Aeiiwlusa  were  to  "conBisl  [»iieflj  of  tnedi- 
tatiousiu  the  Author's  own  person;"  whilo  7"^  frnrnon,  as  will  readily  be  seen,  la 
cast  into  something  of  a  dramatic  nirm,  wi  tti  various  inUrlocutors  spcakiug  in  a  nun- 
ner  suited  to  their  I'eapective  chsraclerB. 
It  may  not  be  amies,  to  adil,  tbal  The  Enxarsion,  or  "•  *-~' 

^:_.j  ._;.t u ■-  .» v_  u._  prottessloni 


id  revletrora  oC  that 
Beeltie,  opening  Ua 

article  with  the  dictum,  "  This  will  nevei  do."  But  the  poem  held  Itagronnd.  not- 
wlthelandlng,  and  ilowl;  won  Its  yny,  eduoatiug  a  "st  audience"  tbr  Itself  at 
time  wore  on  i  and  it  lias  been  steadily  growing  In  (kvooc  and  InHuenee  ever  alnoe. 
On  Che  other  hand,  many  of  tbe  best  contemporary  Judges,  such  as  Coleridge, 
Southoy,  Lamb,  Wilson,  and  others,  were  tram  the  llret  most  emphatio  and  out- 
spoken In  approval  of  the  work.  Southey,  on  being  told  bow  Jeffrey  was  boasting 
tOBt  he  had  "<;httbhed  The  Ktniriion,"  uttered  the  flimaua  saying,  "He  crush 
Tkf  £KurnDni  Tell  him  he  might  as  well  fUun  that  be  could  crush  tiklddsw." 
Lamb,  also,  wrote,  "  It  is  the  noblest  conversanonal  poem  I  ever  read,  —  a  day 
in  Heaven."  Again  he  speaks  of  It  as  follows:  "The  poetitf  The  Beeuraiim  walks 
throoah  common fbrests  as  through  some  DodoDa  Or  enchanted  wood;  and  every 
casus!  bird  that  flits  upon  the  boughs,  like  that  miracnloua  one  in  Tasso,  but  lu 
liuiguagc  more  piercing  than  any  articulate  sounds,  reveals  to  himfitr lovelier  lays." 
Tb  the  original  edition  the  author  prcSied  the  ibllowlng  grand  passage,  Itvmths 
first  book  or  The  BeclaHC,  "  as  a  kind  of  Proepettvs  of  Uie  design  and  Scope  of  tha 
whole  Foem." 

On  Man,  on  Nature,  and  on  Human  Life, 

Musing  in  solitude,  I  oft  perceive 

Fair  trains  of  imagery  before  me  riBe, 

Accompaniod  by  feelings  of  delight 

Pure,  or  with  no  unpleasing  sadness  mix'd; 

And  I  am  conscious  of  affecting  thoughts 

And  dear  remembrances,  whose  presence  soothw 

Or  elevates  the  Mind,  int«nt  to  weigh 

The  good  and  evil  of  our  mortal  state. 

To  these  emotions,  wbencesoe'er  they  come. 

Whether  from  breath  of  outward  circumstance. 

Or  from  the  Soul,  —  an  impulse  to  herself,  — 

I  would  give  utterance  in  numerous  verse. 

Of  Truth,  of  Grandeur,  Beauty,  Love,  and  Hope, 

And  melancholy  Fear  subdued  by  Faith ; 

Of  blessud  consolations  in  distress ; 

Of  moral  strength,  and  intellectual  Power; 

Of  joy  in  widest  commonalty  spread; 

Of  th'  individual  Mind  that  keeps  her  own 

Inviolate  retirement,  subject  there 
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To  ConscieDce  only,  and  the  law  supreme 
Of  that  intelligence  which  governs  all, — 
I  sing :  "  fit  audience  let  me  find,  though  few ! " 

So  pray'd,  more  fining  tbau  he  &Bk  d,  the  Bard, 
In  holiest  mood.*    Urania,  I  shall  need 
Thy  guidance,  or  a  greater  Muse,  if  such 
Deseond  to  Earth  or  dwell  iu  highest  Heaven  1 
For  I  must  tread  on  shadowy  ground,  must  sink 
Deep,  —  and,  aloft  ascending,  breathe  in  worlds 
To  which  the  Heaven  of  heavens  is  but  a  veil. 
All  strength,  —  all  terror,  single  or  iu  bands, 
That  ever  was  put  forth  in  personal  form,  — 
Jehovah,  with  His  thunder,  and  the  choir 
Of  shouting  Angels,  and  tli'  empyreal  thrones, — 
I  pass  them  nniuarm'd.    Not  Chaos,  not 
The  darkest  pit  of  lowest  Erebus, 
"Not  aught  of  blinder  vacancy,  Bcoop'd  out 
By  help  of  dreams,  can  breed  such  fear  and  awe 
A^  fait  upon  ua  often  when  we  look 
Into  our  Minds,  into  the  Mind  of  Man, — 
My  haunt,  and  the  main  region  of  my  song.  — 
Beauty  —  a  living  Presence  of  the  Earth, 
Surpassing  the  most  fair  ideal  Foi'ms 
Which  criiit  of  dehcato  Spirits  hath  composed 
From  Earth's  materials  — waits  upon  my  steps ; 
Pitches  her  tents  before  me  as  I  move. 
An  hourly  neighbour.     Paradise,  and  groves 
Elysian,  Fortunate  Fields,  —  like  those  of  old 
Sought  in  th'  Atlantic  Main,  —  why  should  they  be 
A  history  only  of  departed  things. 
Or  a  mere  fiction  of  what  never  was  ? 
For  the  discerning  intellect  of  Man, 
When  wedded  to  this  goodly  Universe 
In  love  and  holy  passion,  shall  find  these 
A  simple  produce  of  the  common  day.  — 
I,  long  before  the  bhssful  honr  arrives, 
Would  chant,  in  lonely  peace,  the  spousal  verse 
Of  this  great  consummation :  and,  by  words 
Which  speak  of  nothing  more  than  what  we  are, 
Would  I  arouse  the  sensual  from  their  sleep 
Of  Death,  and  win  the  vacant  and  the  vain 
To  noble  raptures ;  while  my  voice  proclaims 
How  Exquisitely  th'  individual  Mind 

1   laUoiiiaUie"BaTd"iemiTedto.   tbeqfiotationia  frotaParadiitLott,vU.Si: 
"  SUU  sovera  thon  my  gong 
UnukU,  and  fit  aodieaca  Au<l,  (boagjk  tew- 
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(And  the  ptx^reaBive  powers  perhaps  do  less 

Of  the  whole  species)  to  th'  external  World 

Is  fitted;  —  and  how  esqnisitely,  too, — 

Theme  tliis  but  little  heard  of  among  men,  — 

Th'  external  World  is  fitted  to  the  Mind ; 

And  the  creation  (b^  no  lower  name 

Can  it  be  call'd)  which  they  with  blended  might 

Accomplish:  —  this  is  onr  high  argument — 

Such  grateful  hannts  foregoing,  if  I  oft 

Must  tnm  elsewhere,  —  to  travel  near  the  tribes 

And  fellowships  of  men,  and  see  ill  sights 

Of  madding  passions  mntnally  inflamed; 

Must  hear  Humanitv  in  'fields  and  groves 

Pipe  solitary  anguish;  or  must  hang 

Brooding  aboro  the  fierce  confederate  storm 

Of  sorrow,  barrieado'd  evermore 

Within  the  walla  of  cities, — may  these  soonds 

Have  their  anthentic  comment;  that,  even  these 

Hearing,  I  be  not  downcast  or  forlorn !  — 

Descend,  prophetic  Spirit  I  that  inspir'st 

The  human  Soul  of  universal  Earth, 

Dreaming  on  things  to  come ;  *  and  dost  pOBsees 

A  metropolitan  temple  in  the  hearts 

Of  mighty  Poets :  upon  me  bestow 

A  gift  of  genuine  insight ;  that  my  Song 

With  star-like  virtue  m  its  place  may  shine. 

Shedding  benignant  influence,  and  secure, 

Itself,  from  all  malevolent  effect 

Of  those  mntatious  that  extend  their  sway 

Throughout  the  nether  sphere  1  —  And  if  vrith  this 

I  mix  more  lowly  matter ;  with  the  thing 

Contemplated,  describe  the  Mind  and  Man 

Contemplating;  and  who  and  what  he  was, — 

The  transitory  Being  that  beheld 

This  Vision;  when  and  where  and  how  he  lived; — 

Be  not  this  labour  useless.    If  snoh  theme 

May  sort  with  highest  objects,  then,  dread  Power  I 

Whose  gracious  favour  is  the  primal  source 

Of  all  illumination,  may  my  Life 

EspresB  the  image  of  a  oetter  time. 

More  wise  desires,  and  simpler  manners;  —  nurse 

My  Heart  in  genuine  freedom:  —  all  pure  thoughts 

Be  with  me;  —  so  shall  Thy  unfailing  lore 

Guide,  and  support,  and  cheer  me  to  the  end  I 

a    So  In  SbBkeapeare-BlOTtb  sonnet; 

"  Not  mine  OWB  (bMH,  nor  Hie  prophetic  Boul 

Of  tbe  wida  wockl  dcwmlng  on  Uklii(a  to  oone,"  ao. 
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THB  WANDESEB,' 


TwAB  Sommer,  and  the  Son  had  moanted  high: 

Southward  the  landscape  indistinctly  glared 

Throngh  a  pale  steam;  bat  all  the  northern  dowuR,* 

In  clearest  air  ascending,  shoVd  far  off 

A  snrface  dappled  o'er  with  shadows  flnng 

From  brooding  clonds ;  shadows  that  lay  in  spots 

Determined  and  unmoved,  with  steady  beams 

Of  bright  and  pleasant  snnshine  interposed; 

To  him  most  pleasant  who  on  soft  cool  moss 

Extends  his  careless  limbsalong  the  front 

Of  some  hnge  cave,  whose  rocky  ceiling  casts 

A  twilight  of  its  own,  —  an  ample  shade 

Where  the  wren  warbles,  — while  the  dreaming  man 

Half  conscious  of  the  soothing  melody, 

With  sidelong  eye  looks  out  upon  the  scene, 

By  power  of  that  impending  covert  thrown 

To  finer  distance.    Mine  was  at  that  hoar 

Far  other  lot,  yet  with  good  hope  that  soon 

Under  a  shade  as  grateful  I  should  find 

Rest,  and  be  welcomed  there  to  livelier  joy. 

I  Uy  lanieiitad  iHend  Sootber  used  to  wt  tbut,  had  he  been  a  PaplBt,  the  oonna 
UUJ«  which  ia  ttU  probabUit;  woalil  have  been  his  was  that  of  a  Beaedlutiiui  Honk, 
ui  ■  convent  fDmiBbad,  aanaay  ODae  were,  and  some  atlll  are,  wUhaninexhaoBtible 
libmy.  Boott,  ta  appean  from  nuui;  pauageB  In  hie  writings,  and  was  evident  to 
UnMewhohadopportnnltleHof  obserrinf  hlsdslTrllA.weraTDftctAupciHiua;  and 
'  an  with  tFiithBSnn,w«amuie:  batthie  prepensity  inme  was  happily 
brioabllltrtKimwantoribrtnDetofnllll  mrwlBbea.    Bnt,  hud  I^iecn 


ely  that,  belnc  atrong  In  body,  I  should  h&ve  taken  to  a  wavof  lil 
lobmy  "Wondererf  DBSiedtlieffreateTparlof  hi)  days.  At  all  eieiiui, 
led  npon  ft«ely  to  aoknawledoe  Hiat  Hie  ehuaoter  1  have  rapioBented 
is  chieOy  an  Idea  of  nrhat  I  oncled  mj  own  character  mlcht  have  bo- 
ss. Netertiieless  mneh  of  what  he  says  and  does  had  an 
IbU  onder  my  own  routhAil  and  sabaeqnent  observation, 
trick,  by  birth  sod  edncaUon  a  Sootohmsn,  fbHowed  this 


An  ludlyldnal  named  Patrick,  _, 

' mpaljon  (br  many  years,  and 


B«  married  a  kinsman  of  my  wife's,  and  her  sister  Sanh  spent  part  of  lie  r  childhood 
niHler  this  good  man's  eye.  Hy  own  hnaglnaUon  I  waa  happy  to  And  clotliod  in  re. 
utty,  and&e^  ones  sngnated.  In  ndiat  she  Mnrled  of  this  man's  tendeiness  of 
wart,  his  stronB  and  poreunsglnatlon,  and  his  solid  attainments  In  literature,  chiely 
r^lglana,  whether  In  praee  or  vnse.    At  Hawkshead,  also,  while  I  was  a  Bchool- 

a  there  owaalimallr  redded  a  paokman,  (Oie  name  then  nnerally  given  tu  this 
Of,)  with  whom  Ihaa  n^qoent  conversatlane  npon  what  had  bcthllcn  him,  and 
nst  he  kad  obMrred  dnring  hla  wanderiof  llfh;  and,  as  was  natnral,  we  took  much 
nesdi other:  andnponOietabiJectof  AdloHnniaKeneralias  fAenfbllowcd,  andits 
HTOnraUeness  to  an  Intimate  knowledge  of  haman  conoems,  not  merely  amoa^  the 
mmibler  classes  of  society,  I  need  say  nottilng  here  In  addition  to  what  Is  to  ba 
Himd  in  Thi  Excuriim.—Autlior'i  Nota.  1843. 

4  Aguw,  in  Frenoh  Auio,  are,  properly,  sand-banks.  But  !n  soma  pHrtsofEn. 
jmM  the  word  appears  to  be  Dsed  ibr  certain  rlrings  or  SwoUings  of  earth,  probaU; 
hvm  their  resemblance  to  sandJuuks. 
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Across  a  bare  wide  Gommoa  *  I  was  toilii^ 
With  languid  steps  that  by  the  slippery  tan 
Were  baffled;  nor  could  my  weak  arm  disperse 
The  host  of  insects  gathering  round  my  face. 
And  ever  with  me  as  I  paced  along. 

Upon  that  open  moorland  stood  a  grove, 
The  wish'd-for  port  to  which  my  course  was  bound. 
Thither  I  came,  and  there,  amid  the  gloom 
Spread  by  a  hrotherhood  of  lofty  elms, 
Appeor'd  a  roofless  Hut ;  fotir  naked  walls 
That  stared  upon  each  other !     I  look'd  round. 
And  to  my  wish  aud  to  my  hope  espied 
The  Friend  I  sought,  a  Man  oi  reverend  age, 
But  stoat  and  hale,  for  travel  nnimpair'A 
There  was  he  seen  upoa  the  cottage-bench, 
Becumbeut  in  the  shade,  as  if  asleep ; 
An  iron-pointed  staff  lay  at  his  side. 

Him  had  I  mark'd  the  day  before,  —  alone 
And  station'd  in  the  public  way,  with  face 
Tam'd  toward  the  Son  then  setting,  while  that  staff 
Afforded,  to  the  figure  of  the  man 
Betain'd  for  contemplation  or  repose. 
Graceful  support:  his  countenance  as  he  stood 
Was  hidden  from  my  view,  and  he  remain'd 
Unrecognised ;  but,  stricken  by  the  sight, 
With  slacken'd  footsteps  I  advanced,  and  soon 
A  giad  congratulation  we  exchanged 
At  Bueh  unthou^ht-of  meeting.  —  For  the  night 
We  parted,  nothmg  willingly;  and  now 
He  hy  appointment  waited  for  me  here, 
Under  the  covert  of  these  clustering  elms. 

We  were  tried  Friends :  amid  a  pleasant  rale. 
In  th'  antique  market-village  where  was  pass'd 
My  school-time,  an  apartment  he  had  own'd. 
To  which  at  intervals  the  Wanderer  drew. 
And  found  a  kind  of  home  or  harbour  there. 
He  loved  me ;  from  a  swarm  of  rosv  hoys 
Singled  out  me,  as  he  in  sport  would  say. 
For  my  grave  looks,  too  thoughtful  for  my  years. 
As  I  grew  up,  it  was  my  best  delight 
To  be  his  chosen  comrade.    Many  a  time, 
On  holidays,  we  rambled  through  the  woods; 
We  sate,  we  walk'd;  he  pleased  me  with  report 
Of  things  which  he  had  seen ;  and  often  touch'd 
>   A  eDiniwiii.  as  tbs  word  Is  hete  need,  Is  a  piece  of  land,  seDemllr  putnn, » 

piecl  by  Cho  people  of  a  given  neigbborbood  M  nmunois  a*  oiMlngidslMd  Oob  i 

dwned  eii:luB[Telf  bj  Indlvidnale. 
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Abstmsest  matteF,  reaaoninga  of  the  miod 

Tnm'd  inward ;  or  at  my  request  would  sing 

Old  sones,  the  prodncit  of  bis  native  hills; 

A  skilfni  distribation  of  sweet  sounda,- 

Feeding  tbe  soul,  uid  eagerly  imbibed 

As  eoorrefroshing  water,  by  the  care 

Of  the  indostrions  busbantmaii,  diffused 

Tbrongb  a  parch'd  meadow-ground,  in  time  of  drought. 

Still  deeper  welcome  found  bis  pure  discourse; 

How  precious  when  in  riper  days  I  learn'd 

To  weigh  with  care  his  words,  and  to  rejoice 

In  the  plain  presence  of  his  dignity  I 

0,  many  are  the  Poets  that  are  sown 
By  Nature !  men  endowed  with  highest  gifts, 
Tne  Tieion  and  the  faculty  divine;' 
Yet  wanting  the  accompbshment  of  verse, 
(Which,  in  the  docile  season  of  their  youth. 
It  was  denied  them  to  acquire,  through  lack 
Of  culture  and  th'  inspiring  aid  of  books. 
Or  ha|>ly  by  a  temper  too  severe, 
Or  a  nice  backwardness  afraid  of  sbame,) 
Nor  having  e'er,  as  life  advanced,  been  led 
By  circumstance  to  take  unto  tbe  height 
The  measure  of  tbemselves,  these  favour'd  Beings, 
All  but  a  scattered  few,  live  oat  their  time, 
Husbanding  that  which  they  poBsess  within. 
And  go  to  th'  grave,  uuthought  of.    Strongest  minds 
Are  often  those  of  whom  the  noisy  world 
Hears  least;  else  sorely  this  Man  bad  not  left 
His  graces  unreveal'd  and  nnproclaim'd. 
But,  as  the  mind  was  fiU'd  with  inward  light, 
So  not  without  distinction  had  be  lived. 
Beloved  and  honour'd,  —  far  as  be  was  known. 
And  some  small  portion  of  bis  eloquent  speech. 
And  something  tnat  may  serve  to  set  in  view 
The  feeling  pleasures  of  his  loneliness, 
His  observations,  and  tbe  thoughts  his  mind 
Had  dealt  with,  —  I  will  here  record  in  verse; 
Which,  if  with  truth  it  correspond,  and  sink 
Or  rise  as  venerable  Nature  leads, 

This  line  has  grown  to  be  a  Borl  of  proverbial  eipmsBlon  for  th«  Ul^  glR  of 
iu>,  — Coleridge  qaeacions  tbe  tnilli  otlhiaSae  passa^.  "SachBcDlimcnU," 

..I ..  1 J .,  . .  — J.  thougn  1, for  mr  part, havn  Qotthe 

i^hen  1  Ond.  btod  in  BitnntioDS  thu 
most  favorable,  according  to  Mr.  Wordsworth,  for  Iho  formution  of  auurc  nud  poot- 
Icat  languiige.—la  BlCnalioDB  wbicb  ensure  famlllarlR'  with  tbe  granileet  olije-*-  -' 
.i„. 1...,._      .,„.  __.  -., ,„.  — ipheriteor  " -■■   —■•  —  - 


■aye  he,    „__„ „_ 

Aillesl  tUth  in  the  tratb  of  tbe  obsorrstlan. 
most  favorable,  according  to  Mr.  Wordawort 

leal  langnage,— in  BitoationB  wbicb  ensure  f „_.._ 

the  InuMnation—  but  one  BtTKHB  amoDg  (he  Bhepherde  of  Scocland,  and  not  a  slngla 
piMt  of  humble  lite  among  those  of  English  lakes  anrt  mountaias;  I  conclude  tluit 
PoBTia  liEMlDS  is  Dot  ODlj  a  Terf  delicate  but  a  vet;  tare  plant." 
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The  high  amA  teaier  Muses  shall  accept 
With  gracious  Buiile,  deliberately  pleased, 
And  listening  Time  reward  with  sacred  praise. 

Among  the  hills  of  Athol  he  was  boru ; 
Where,  on  a  small  hereditary  farm, 
Au  unproductire  slip  of  nigged  ground, 
His  Parents,  with  their  namerous  offspring,  dwelt; 
A  TirtuouB  household,  though  exceeding  poor. 
Pure  lisers  were  they  all,  austere  and  grave. 
And  fearing  God;  the  Terj  childrou  taught 
Stem  self-respect,  a  reverence  for  Qod's  word, 
And  an  habitual  piety,  maintain'd 
With  strictness  scarcely  knowu  on  English  ground. 

From  his  sixth  year,  the  Boy  of  whom  I  speak, 
In  Summer,  tended  cattle  on  the  bills ; 
But^  through  th'  inclement  and  the  pfurilooa  days 
Of  long-continuing  Winter,  he  repair'd, 
Equipp'd  with  satchel,  to  a  school,  that  stood 
Sole  building  on  a  mount^n's  dreary  edge, 
Bemote  from  view  of  city  spire,  or  sotma 
Of  minster  clock.     From  that  bleak  teu^nent 
He,  many  an  evening,  to  his  distimt  home 
In  solitude  returning,  saw  the  hiUa 
Grow  larger  in  the  darkness ;  all  alone 
Beheld  the  stars  oome  out  above  his  head, 
And  traveird  through  the  wood,  with  no  one  near 
To  whom  he  might  oonfess  the  things  he  saw. 

So  the  foundations  of  his  mind  were  laid. 
In  such  communion,  not  from  terror  free. 
While  yet  a  child,  and  long  before  his  time, 
Had  he  perceived  the  presence  and  the  power 
Of  greatness ;  and  deep  feelings  had  impress'd 
So  vividly  great  objects  that  they  lay 
Upon  his  mind  like  substances,  whose  presence 
Perplex'd  the  bodily  sense.    He  had  received 
A  precious  gift ;  for,  as  he  grew  in  yeaiB, 
With  these  impressions  would  he  still  compare 
All  his  remembrances,  thoughts,  shapes,  and  forms; 
And,  being  still  unsatisfied  with  aught 
Of  dimmer  character,  he  thence  attaiu'd 
An  active  power  to  fasten  images 
Upon  his  brain ;  and  on  their  pictured  lines 
Intensely  brooded,  even  till  they  acquired 
The  liveliness  of  dreams.    Nor  did  he  fai!, 
While  yet  a  child,  with  a  child's  eagt 
Incessantly  to  turn  his  ear  and  eye 
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On  all  thiiiGis  which  the  monng  aeaao&s  brought 
To  feed  such  appetite ; — dof  this  alone 
Appeased  his  jeaming:  in  the  after-day 
Of  boyhood,  muny  aa  hoar  in  caves  forlorn, 
And  'mid  the  hollow  depths  of  naked  crags 
He  Bate,  and  even  in  their  fix'd  lineaments, 
Or  from  the  power  of  a  peculiar  eye, 
Or  by  creative  feeling  oyerbome, 
Or  by  predominance  of  thonght  oppressed, 
Hren  in  their  fisfd  and  steady  lineaments 
He  traced  an  ebbing  and  a  flowing  mind, 
Egression  ever  varying  I 

Thns  inform'd. 
He  had  small  need  of  hooks ;  for  many  a  tala 
Traditionary,  round  the  mountains  hang, 
And  many  a  legend,  peopling  the  dark  woods, 
NouriBh'd  Imagination  in  her  growth. 
And  gave  the  Mind  that  apprehensive  power 
By  which  she  is  made  qnick  to  recognise 
The  monU  properties  and  scope  of  things. 
Bnt  e^erly  he  read,  and  read  again, 
Whate^r  the  minister's  old  shell  supplied ; 
The  life  and  death  of  martyrs,  who  sastain'd. 
With  will  inflexible,  those  fearful  pangs 
Triumphantly  display'd  in  records  left 
Of  persecution  and  the  Covenant,  —  times 
Whose  echo  rings  through  Scotland  to  this  honrt 
And  there,  by  lucky  hap,  had  been  preserved 
A  straggling  volume,  torn  and  incomplete. 
That  left  haU-toId  the  preternatural  tale, 
Bomance  of  giants,  chronicle  of  fiends, 
Profuse  in  garniture  of  wooden  cuts 
Strange  and  ancouth ;  dire  faces,  figures  dire. 
Sharp-kneed,  sharp-elbow'd,  and  lean-ankled  too, 
With  long  and  ghostly  shanks, — foims  which  once  si 
Could  never  be  forgotten  1 

In  his  heart, 
Where  Fear  sate  thus  a  cherish'd  visitant, 
Was  wantingyet  the  pure  delight  of  love 
By  sound  diffused,  or  by  the  breathing  air. 
Or  by  the  silent  looks  of  happy  things. 
Or  flowing  from  the  nniversal  face 
Of  earth  and  sky.    But  he  had  felt  the  power 
Of  Nature,  and  already  was  jprepared. 
By  his  intense  coneeptioDs,  to  receive 
Deeply  the  lesson  deep  of  love  which  he 
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Whom  Nature,  by  whatever  meane,  has  taught 
To  feel  intensely  cannot  but  receive. 

Such  was  the  Boy:  but  for  the  growing  Youth, 
What  soul  was  hia,  wheu,  from  the  naked  top 
Of  some  bold  headland,  he  beheld  the  Sun 
Bise  up,  and  bathe  the  world  in  lightl    He  look'd,  — 
Ocean  and  earth,  the  solid  frame  of  earth 
And  ocean's  liquid  mass,  in  gladness  lay 
Beneath  him:  far  and  wide  the  clouds  were  toiioli'd. 
And  in  their  silent  faces  could  he  read 
Unutterable  love.    Soaud  needed  none. 
Nor  any  voice  of  joy ;  his  spirit  drank 
The  spectacle :  sensation,  soul,  and  form, 
All  melted  into  him ;  they  swallow'd  up 
His  animal  being;  in  them  did  he  live. 
And  by  them  did  he  live ;  they  were  his  life. 
In  sucn  access  of  mind,  in  such  high  hour 
Of  visitation  from  the  living  God, 
Thought  was  not;  in  enjoyment  it  expired. 
No  tlianks  he  breathed,  he^ ro&er'd  uo  request; 
Bapt  into  etill  communion  that  transcends 
Th  imperfect  offices  of  prayer  and  praise, 
Hia  mind  was  a  thanksgiving  to  the  Power 
That  made  bim ;  it  was  blessedness  and  lovel 

A  Herdsmnu  on  the  lonely  mountain  tops, 
Such  intercourse  was  his,  and  in  this  sort 
Was  his  existence  otteatirass  possess'd. 
0,  then  how  beautiful,  how  bright,  appeared 
The  written  promise!    Early  had  he  leara'd 
To  reverence  the  volume  that  displays 
The  mystery,  the  life  which  cannot  die ; 
But  in  the  mountains  did  he  feel  his  faith. 
All  thing^  responsive  to  the  writing,  there 
Breathed  immortality,  revolving  life. 
And  greatness  still  revolving;  infinite: 
There  littleness  was  not ;  the  least  of  things 
Seem'd  infinite ;  and  there  his  spirit  shaped 
Her  prospects,  nor  did  he  believe,  —  he  saw. 
What  wonder  if  his  being  thus  became 
Sublime  and  comprebensive !     Low  desires, 
Low  thoughts  had  there  no  place ;  yet  was  his  heart 
Lowly ;  for  he  was  meek  in  gratitude. 
Oft  aa  he  call'd  those  ecstasies  to  mind. 
And  whence  they  flow'd ;  and  from  them  he  acquired 
Wisdom,  which  works  tJiro'  patience ;  thence  he  leam'd 
lu  oft-recurring  hours  of  sober  thought 
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To  look  on  ^N'alnre  with  a  humble  heart, 
SeH-qnestion'd  where  it  did  not  uoderatand, 
And  with  a  gnperstitions  eye  ot  love. 

So  pasa'd  the  time ;  yet  to  tlio  nearest  town 
He  duly  went  with  what  small  overplns 
HiB  earnings  might  eupply,  and  brought  away 
The  book  that  moBt  had  tempted  his  desires 
While  at  the  stall  he  read.     Amoug  the  hills 
He  gazed  upon  that  mighty  orb  of  bode. 
The  divine  Milton.    Lore  of  different  kind. 
The  annual  savings  of  a  toilsome  life, 
His  School-master  snpplied;  books  that  explain 
The  purer  elements  of  truth  involved 
In  lines  and  numbers,  and,  by  oharm  severe, 
(Eepecially  perceived  whore  nature  droops 
And  feeling  is  sappressed,)  preserve  the  mind 
Busy  in  eolitade  and  poverty. 
These  occnpations  oftentimes  deceived 
The  listless  hours,  while-in  the  hollow  vale. 
Hollow  and  green,  he  lay  on  the  green  turf 
In  pensive  idleness.    What  could  ne  do. 
Thus  daily  thirsting,  in  that  lonesome  lif^ 
With  blind  endeavours  ?    Yet,  still  uppermost, 
Nature  was  at  his  heart  as  if  he  felt, 
Though  yet  he  knew  not  how,  a  wasting  power 
In  all  things  that  from  her  sweet  influence 
Might  tend  to  wean  him.    Therefore  with  her  hues, 
Her  forms,  and  with  the  spirit  of  her  forms. 
He  clothed  the  nakedness  of  austere  truth. 
While  yet  he  linger'd  in  the  rudiments 
Of  science,  and  among  her  simplest  laws, 
His  triangles,  —  they  were  the  stars  of  heaven, 
The  silent  stars  1    Oft  did  he  take  delight 
To  measure  th'  altitude  of  some  tall  crag 
That  is  the  eagle's  birth-place,  or  some  peak 
Familiar  with  forgotten  years,  that  shows. 
Inscribed  upon  its  visionary  sides. 
The  history  of  many  a  winter  storm. 
Or  obscure  records  of  the  path  of  fire. 

And  thus,  before  his  eighteenth  year  was  told, 
Accumulated  feelings  press'd  his  heart 
With  still  increasing  weight;  he  was  o'erpower'd 
By  Ifature ;  by  the  tarbmenoe  subdued 
Of  his  own  mind ;  by  mystery  and  hope. 
And  the  first  virgin  passion  of  a  soul 
Communing  with  the  glorious  universo 
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Full  oftea  wisli'd  he  tliat  the  winds  might  rage 
When  they  were  silent:  far  more  londly  now 
Than  in  liis  earlier  season  did  he  love 
Tempestnons  nights, — the  conflict  and  the  Boonds 
That  live  in  darKness.     From  his  intellect 
And  frem  the  stillness  of  abstracted  thought 
He  ask'd  repose;  and,  failing  oft  to  win 
The  peace  required,  he  Bcanird  the  laws  of  light 
Amid  the  roar  of  torrents,  where  they  send 
From  hollow  clefts  up  to  the  clearer  air 
A  clond  of  mist,  that  smitten  by  the  Sun 
Varies  its  rainbow  hues.     Bnt  vainly  thns, 
And  vainly  by  all  other  means,  he  strove 
To  mitigate  the  fever  of  his  heart 

In  dreams,  in  study,  and  in  ardent  thoD^ht, 
Thus  was  he  reared ;  much  wanting  to  assist 
The  growth  of  intellect,  yet  ^ning  more, 
And  every  moral  feeling  of  his  soul 
Strengthen'd  and  braced,  br  breathing  in  content 
The  keen,  the  wholesome  air  of  poverty, 
And  drinking  from  the  well  of  homely  life.  — 
But,  from  past  liberty,  and  tried  restiaints. 
He  now  was  summon'd  to  select  the  course 
Of  humble  industry  that  promised  best 
To  yield  him  no  unworthy  maintenance. 
Ui^d  by  his  Mother,  he  essayed  to  teach 
A  village-school;  but  wandering  thoughts  were  thon 
A  miserv  to  him ;  and  the  Youth  resign'd 
A  task  he  was  unable  to  perform. 

That  stern  yet  kindly  Spirit  who  couBtrains 
The  Savoyard  to  guit  his  native  rocke. 
The  free-born  Swiss  to  leave  hia  narrow  vales, 
(Spirit  attach'd  to  regions  mountninoiis 
Like  their  own  steadfast  clouds,)  did  now  impel 
His  restless  mind  te  look  abroad  with  hope.  — 
An  irksome  drudgery  seems  it  to  plod  on. 
Through  hot  and  dusty  ways,  or  pelting  storm, 
A  vagrant  Merehant  under  a  heavy  load 
Bent  as  he  moves,  and  needing  frequent  rest : 
Yet  do  such  travellers  find  their  own  delight; 
And  their  hard  service,  deem'd  debasing  now, 
Gained  merited  respect  in  simpler  times; 
When  squire,  and  priest,  and  they  who  round  them  dwelt 
In  rustic  sequestration  —  all  dependent 
Upon  the  Pedlar's  toil  —  supplied  their  wants, 
Or  pleased  their  fancies,  with  the  wares  he  brought. 
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Not  ignorant  was  the  Youth  that  still  no  few 

Of  his  adventarons  countrymen  were  led 

Bj  pereeTerance  in  this  track  of  life 

To  competencie  and  ease :  —  for  him  it  bore 

Attractions  manifold;  —  and  this  he  chose. 

His  Parents  on  the  enterprise  bestow'd 

Their  farewell  benediction,  bnt  with  hearts 

Foreboding  evil   From  his  native  bills 

He  wandered  far;  mach  did  he  see  of  men, 

Their  manners,  their  enjoyments,  and  pursuits, 

Their  |>a8sion8  and  their  feelinga ;  chiefly  those 

Essential  and  eternal  in  the  heart, 

That,  'mid  the  simpler  forms  of  rnral  life, 

Exist  more  simple  m  their  elements. 

And  speak  a  plainer  language.*    In  the  woods, 

A  lone  Enthusiast,  and  among  the  fields. 

Itinerant  in  this  labour,  he  had  pass'd 

The  better  portion  of  his  time ;  and  there 

Spontaneously  had  his  affections  thritren 

Ajnid  the  bounties  of  the  year,  the  peace 

And  liberty  of  Nature;  there  he  kept 

In  solitude  and  solitary  thought 

His  mind  in  a  just  equipoise  of  love. 

Serene  it  was,  nnclouded  by  the  cares 

Of  ordinary  life;  unvex'd,  unwarp'd 

By  partial  Don  dage.    In  his  steady  coarse. 

No  piteons  revolutions  had  he  felt. 

No  wild  varieties  of  joy  and  grief. 

1  nihil  (Olefaial  notes,  ttie  aathor  lenuilB  npou  Hils paawlge ns  fbUovi;  "At 
Ibe  TiskorBl.iagRsbock  to  the  preJndlcea  of  artiflcUl  bocIcCv,  Ilmve  ever  been 
roAj  to  pa;  homage  to  the  alMootarj  of  nature;  under  s  oonviiAion  thnt  vlgoronB 
hunuin-beartediuBBlBtbacomUitMMptlDdpleortniebiMe.  It  mar  Mill,  however, ' 
be  (MiBfuttorT  to  have  woae  testtmoii;  bow  ftr  a  Character,  employed  ftir  purpoBOS 
or  imulnation.  is  lOiiiided  npan  general  But."  He  then  qooue  tbe  faUowing  Srom 
HttOB'k  Journtittn  Smtlawi:  "  We  lesTD  fl'om  CawT  and  other  fiomsn  Wrilere,  that 
the  travelliDgmerehantBWho  ftvqnented  Gaol  and  other  barbBroas  countrlee,  elUier 
newly  conquered  bv  tbe  Bomsn  armi,  or  boTderinK  on  the  Boman  oonquesis,  were 
ever  the  ArBI  to  make  Ihelnhabil&ntBof  (hoseoonntrietfiuniliHrlfacqiiainled  wllh 
llie  Bomsn  modee  of  life,  and  to  Inspire  tbera  wlUi  an  inoUnstion  to  Iblloff  the  Ro- 
man beliiona,  and  to  enjov  Bnman  conTeniencea.  It  U  ftuHter  to  be  ooeervcd,  (or 
ibBcredil  or  this  moat  aaelU  olass  of  men,  that  they  ct™—""'"™"'-^""'  ►■"  "••'i' 
"~" — ■ B,  no  leaaHian  by  the  sale  Of  tteir  w- 
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— , „  „„ „  of  TSriooe  men  anft  various  cilies.  Biey  become  eiolnenlly 

■tilled  iu  the  knowledge  of  the  world,  ^i  thry  womfcr,  tath  otom,  (Amtwft  ttwite- 
i"AaUMdIatr<et^tkM  feniAaHtf  «/r«](«9«<M  and  of  tabtim,  eonlmipkUHm.  Vfuh  all 
tliBM  qnalldeatlons,  no  wonder  Oiat  theysbould  oflcn  bCrin  remote  parte  of  the 
coDntr}-,UMlKfltniirronofniAlon,aoi)cenBorBormannen;  and  Bhauld  contrlbnle 
BwA  to  poUsh  tbe  louhaess,  and  soRen  the  rusttcUy  of  onr  peaesntry.  It  is  not 
fore  than  twenty  or  iStrty  yean  since  a  yoni^  man  going  Bum  any  part  of  Scot, 
{and  to  England,  of  pnrpoM  to  earry  t^  paek^VM  considered  as  golnf  to  load  the 
UtB  and  acquire  tbe  fiirtune  of  a  Bentleman.  when,  after  twenty  years'  absence,  In 
that  honourable  line  of  employment,  ho  returned  with  hli  BcqnieitlonB  (a  hli  uatlTO 
eonntty,  be  was  r^aidad  as  a  gentkmm  to  aU  iDteols  aoi  purposBS." 
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Unoccupied  by  Borrow  of  ita  own, 

His  heart  lay  open ;  and,  by  natare  tnned 

And  constant  diapositi on  of  his  thonghts 

To  sympatby  witn  man,  he  was  alive 

To  all  tnat  was  enjoy'd  where'er  he  went. 

And  all  that  was  endured;  for,  in  himself 

Happy,  and  quiet  in  hia  cheerfulness. 

He  had  no  painful  pressure  from  without 

That  made  nim  turn  aside  from  wretchednesa 

With  coward  fears.     He  could  afford  to  suffer 

With  those  whom  be  saw  suffer.    Hence  it  came 

That  in  our  best  experience  he  was  rich. 

And  in  the  wisdom  of  our  daily  life. 

For  hence,  minutely,  in  his  Tarioua  rounds, 

He  had  olwerred  the  progress  and  decay 

Of  many  minds,  of  mmds  and  bodies  too ; 

The  histoiy  of  many  families ; 

How  they  had  prosper'd;  how  they  were  o'erthrown 

By  passion  or  mischance,  or  such  misrule 

Axaone  th*  unthinking  masters  of  the  earth 

As  mf^es  the  nations  groau. 

This  active  course 
He  foUow'd  till  provision  for  his  wants 
Had  been  obtained :  the  Wanderer  then  resolved 
To  pass  the  remnant  of  his  days  untask'd 
Witn  needless  services,  from  hardship  free. 
His  calling  laid  aside,  he  lived  at  ease: 
But  still  he  loved  to  pace  the  public  roads 
And  the  wild  paths ;  and,  by  the  Summer's  warmth 
Invited,  often  would  be  leave  his  borne 
And  journey  far,  revisiting  the  scenes 
That  to  his  memory  were  most  endcar'd.  — 
Vigorous  in  health,  of  hopeful  spirits,  undamp'd 
By  world ty-mindednesB  or  anxious  care ; 
Observant,  studious,  thoughtful,  and  refrosh'd 
By  knowledge  gather'd  up  from  day  to  day;  ■ 
TnQB  had  he  lived  a  long  and  innocent  life. 

The  Scottish  Church,  both  on  himself  and  those 
With  whom  from  childhood  he  grew  up,  had  held 
The  strong  hand  of  her  purity ;  and  stoU 
Had  watch'd  him  with  an  unrelenting  eye. 
This  he  remember'd  in  his  riper  ^e 
With  gratitude  and  reverential  thoughta. 
But,  by  the  native  vigour  of  his  mind. 
By  his  habitual  wanderingB  out  of  doors. 
By  loneliness  and  goodness  and  kind  works. 
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Whate'er,  in  docile  childhood  or  in  youth. 
He  had  imbibed  of  fenr  or  darker  thought 
Was  melted  all  »way :  so  true  was  this, 
That  sometimes  his  religion  seem'd  to  me 
Sclf-tanght,  as  of  a  dreamer  in  the  woods ; 
Who  to  the  model  of  his  own  pare  heart 
Shaped  his  belief,  as  grace  divme  inspin^, 
And  human  reason  dictated  witb  awo.  — 
And  surely  never  did  there  live  on  Earth 
A  man  of  Kindlier  nature.     The  rough  sports 
And  teasing  ways  of  children  Tex'd  not  him ; 
Indulgent  listener  was  he  to  the  tongue 
Of  garrulous  age ;  nor  did  the  sick  man's  tale, 
To  nis  f  ratemS  sympathy  address'd, 
Obtaia  relnetant  hearing. 

Plain  his  garb; 
Such  as  might  suit  a  rustic  8ire,  prepared 
For  sabbath  duties ;  yet  he  was  a  man 
Whom  no  one  could  have  pasa'd  without  remark. 
Active  and  nervous  was  his  gate ;  his  limbs 
And  his  whole  figure  breathed  intelligence. 
Time  had  compreas'd  the  freshness  of  his  cheek 
Into  a  narrower  circle  of  deep  red. 
But  had  not  tamed  his  eye ;  that,  under  brows 
Shaggy  and  grey,  had  meanings  which  it  brought 
From  years  of  youth ;  which,  like  a  Being  made 
Of  many  Beings,  he  had  wondrous  skill 
To  blend  with  knowledge  of  the  years  to  come. 
Human,  or  such  as  lie  beyond  the  grave. 

So  was  He  framed ;  and  such  his  course  of  life 
Who  now,  with  no  appendage  but  a  staff, 
The  prized  memoriftl  of  relinquish'd  toils, 
TJpim  that  cottage-bench  reposed  hia  limbs, 
Screen'd  from  the  Sun.    Supine  the  Wanderer  lay. 
His  eyes  as  if  in  drowsiness  half  shut. 
The  shadows  of  the  breezy  elms  above 
Dappling  his  face.    He  had  not  heard  the  sound 
Of  my  approaching  steps,  and  in  the  shside 
"Unnoticed  did  I  stand  some  minutea'  Bpaee, 
At  length  I  hail'd  him,  seeing  that  his  hat 
Was  moist  with  water-drops,  as  if  the  brim 
Had  newly  scoop'd  a  runmng  stream.    He  roes, 
And  ere  our  lively  greeting  into  peace 
Had  settled,  '"Tis,"  said  f,"sL  burning  day: 
My  lipa  are  parch'd  with  thirst,  bnt  yon,  it  seem^ 
Have  somei^ere  found  relief."    He,  at  the  word. 
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Pointing  towards  a  Btreet-biiar,  bade  me  climb 

The  fence  where  that  aspiring  shmb  look'd  oat 

Upon  the  public  way.    It  was  a  plot 

Of  garden  groimd  ran  wild,  its  matted  weeds 

Mark'd  with  the  steps  of  those,  whom,  as  they  pass'd' 

The  gooseberry  txeea  that  shot  in  long  lank  slipa, 

Or  currants,  hanging  from  their  leafless  stems 

In  scanty  strings,  had  tempted  to  o'erleap 

The  broken  walL     I  look'd  around,  and  there. 

Where  two  tall  hedge-rows  of  thick  alder  bougha 

Join'd  in  a  cold  damp  Dook,  espied  a  well 

Shrouded  with  willow^flowers  and  plumy  fern. 

My  thirst  I  slaked,  and,  from  the  cheerless  spot 

Withdrawing,  straightway  to  the  shade  return'd 

Whore  sate  the  old  Man  on  .the  oottage  bench; 

And,  while  beside  him,  with  uncover^  head, 

I  yet  was  standing,  freely  to  respire, 

And  cool  my  temples  in  the  fanning  air, 

Thus  did  he  speak :  "  I  see  aronnd  me  here 

Things  which  yon  cannot  see:  'we  die,  my  Friend; 

Nor  we  alone,  but  that  which  each  man  Wed 

And  prized  in  his  peculiar  nook  of  earth 

Dies  with  him,  or  is  changed  ;  and  yery  soon 

Even  of  the  good  is  no  memorial  left.— 

The  Poets,  in  their  elegies  and  songs 

Lamenting  the  departed,  call  the  groyes, 

They  call  upon  the  hills  and  streams  to  monm. 

And  senseless  rocks ;  nor  idly ;  for  they  speak. 

In  these  their  invocations,  with  a  voice 

Obedient  to  the  strong  creative  power 

Of  human  passion.     Sympathies  there  are 

More  tranquil,  yet  perhaps  of  kindred  birth, 

That  steal  upon  the  meditative  mind, 

And  grow  with  thoaght.    Beside  yon  spring  I  stood, 

And  eyed  its  waters  till  we  seem'd  to  feel  , , 

One  sadness,  they  and  L    For  them  a bom^  -  '..zir-... 

Of  brotherhood  la  broken :  time  has  been 

When,  every  day,  the  touch  of  human  hand 

Dislodged  the  natural  sleep  that  btuds  them  up 

In  mortal  stillness;  and  they  minister'd 

To  human  comfort.     Stoopmg  down  to  drink. 

Upon  the  slimy  foot-stone  I  espied 

The  useless  f  ragmcmt  of  a  wooden  bowl, 

Greeu  with  the  moss  of  years,  and  subject  only 

To  the  soft  handling  of  the  elements : 

There  let  it  li^ — how  foolish  are  such  thoughts  I 


Forgive  them; — never,  never  did  my  steps 
Approach  this  door  but  she  who  dwelt  within 
A  daughter's  welcome  gave  me,  and  I  loved  her 
As  my  own  child.    0,  Sir  I  the  good  die  first, 
And  they  whose  hearts  are  dry  as  summer  dust 
Burn  to  the  socket.    Many  a  passenger 
Hath  bless'd  poor  Margaret  for  her  gentle  looks, 
When  she  upheld  the  cool  refreshment  drawn 
From  that  forsaken  spring ;  and  no  one  oamo 
But  he  was  welcome ;  no  one  went  away 
But  that  it  seem'd  she  loved  him.    She  is  dead, 
The  light  extingnish'd  of  her  lonely  hut, 
The  hut  itself  aoaudon'd  to  decay. 
And  she  forgotten  in  the  qniet  grave. 

I  speak,"  continued  he,  "  of  One  whose  stock 
Of  virtues  bloom'd  beneath  this  lowly  root 
She  was  a  Woman  of  a  steady  mind. 
Tender  and  deep  in  her  excess  of  love  ;* 
Not  speaking  much,  pleased  rather  with  the  joy 
Of  her  own  thonghtfi :  by  some  especial  care 
Her  temper  had  been  framed,  as  if  to  make 
A  Being  who  by  adding  love  to  peace 
Might  Hve  on  Earth  a  life  of  happiness. 
Her  wedded  Partner  lack'd  not  on  his  side 
The  humble  worth  that  satisfied  her  heart ; 
Frugal,  affectionate,  sober,  and  withal 
Keenly  industrious.    She  with  pride  would  tell 
That  he  was  often  seated  at  his  loom, 
In  Summer,  ere  the  mower  was  abroad 
Among  the  dewy  grass,  —  in  early  Spring, 
Ere  the  last  star  had  vanish'd.     They  who  pass'd. 
At  evening,  from  behind  the  garden  fence 
Might  hear  his  busy  spade,  which  he  would  ply, 
After  his  daily  work,  until  the  light 
Had  faii'd,  and  every  leaf  and  flower  were  lost 
In  the  dark  hedges.     So  thoir  days  were  spent 
In  peace  and  comfort ;  and  a  pretty  boy 
Was  their  best  hope,  next  to  the  God  in  Heaven. 

Not  twenty  years  ago,  —  but  you  I  think 
Can  scarcely  bear  it  now  in  mind, — there  came 
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Two  blighting  BeaEonB,  Then  the  fields  wero  left 

With  half  a  harvest.     It  pleased  Heaven  to  a^td 

A  worse  aSlictioD  in  the  plague  of  wur : 

This  happy  Land  was  stncken  to  tlie  heai-t! 

A  Wanderer  then  among  the  cottages, 

I,  with  my  freight  of  winter  raiment,  saw 

The  hardships  of  that  season:  many  rich 

Sank  down,  as  in  a  dream,  among  the  poor; 

And  of  the  poor  did  many  cease  to  be, 

And  their  place  knew  them  not.     Meanwhile,  abridged 

Of  daily  comforts,  gladly  reconciled 

To  numerous  self-denials,  Margaret 

Went  struggling  on  through  those  calamitons  years 

With  cheerful  hope,  until  the  second  Autumn, 

When  her  life's  itelpmate  on  a  sick-bed  lay, 

Smitten  with  perilous  fever.    In  disease 

He  linger'd  long;  and,  when  his  strength  retum'd. 

He  fonntl  the  liitle  ho  had  stored,  to  meet 

The  honr  of  accident  or  crippling  age. 

Was  all  consumed.    A  second  infant  now 

Was  added  to  the  troubles  of  a  time 

Laden,  for  them  and  all  of  their  degree, 

With  care  and  sorrow:  shoals  of  astisans 

From  ill-reqnitcd  labour  turn'd  adrift 

Sought  daily  bread  from  public  charity. 

They,  and  their  wives  and  children;  happier  far 

Could  they  have  lived  as  do  the  little  birds 

That  peck  along  the  hedge-rows,  or  the  kite 

That  makes  her  dwelling  on  the  mountain  rockal 

A  sad  reverse  it  was  for  him  who  long 
Had  fill'd  with  plenty,  and  possess'd  in  peace, 
This  lonely  Cottage.     At  the  door  he  stood, 
And  whistled  many  a  snatch  of  merry  tnnes 
That  had  no  mirth  in  them;  or  with  his  knife 
Carved  uncouth  figures  on  the  beads  of  sticks ; 
Then,  not  less  idly,  sought,  through  every  nook 
In  house  or  garden,  any  casual  work 
Of  use  or  ornament;  aod  with  a  strange 
Amusing,  yet  uneasy  novelty. 
He  mingled,  where  he  might,  the  various  taskB 
Of  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter,  and  of  Spring. 
Bat  this  endured  not;  his  good  bumonr  soon 
Became  a  weight  in  which  no  pleasure  was ; 
And  poverty  brought  on  a  petted  mood 
And  a  sore  temper:  day  by  day  he  droop'd, 
And  be  would  leave  his  work,  and  to  the  town 
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Wonld  tarn  without  an  errand  his  slack  ateps; 
Or  wander  here  aod  there  among  the  fields. 
One  while  he  wonld  speak  light^  of  his  babes. 
And  with  a  erael  tongue:  at  other  times 
He  toss'd  them  with  a  false  nnnatnral  joy : 
And  'twas  a  rueful  thio^  to  see  the  looks 
Of  the  poor  innocent  children.     '  Every  smile,* 
Said  Margaret  to  me,  here  beneath  these  trees, 
'  Made  my  heart  bleed.' " 

At  this  the  Wanderer  paased ; 
And,  looking  np  to  those  enormous  elms, 
He  said,  "'Tis  now  the  hoar  of  deepest  noon. 
At  this  still  season  of  repose  and  peace, 
This  hour  when  all  things  which  are  not  at  rest 
Are  cheerful;  while  this  multitude  of  flies 
With  tuneful  hnm  is  filling  all  the  air; 
Why  should  a  tear  be  on  an  old  Man's  cheek  ? 
Why  should  we  thns,  with  an  untoward  mind. 
And  in  the  weakness  of  humanity, 
From  natural  wisdom  tnrn  onr  hearts  away; 
To  natural  comfort  shut  our  eyes  and  ears ; 
And,  feeding  on  disquiet,  thns  disturb 
The  calm  of^ature  with  onr  restless  thoughts  ?  " 

He  spake  with  somewhat  of  a  solemn  tone : 

Bat,  when  he  ended,  there  waa  in  his  face 

Snch  easy  cheerfulness,  a  look  so  mild, 

That  for  a  little  time  it  stole  away 

All  recollection ;  and  that  simple  tale 

Pasa'd  from  my  mind  like  a  forgotten  sound. 

Awhile  on  trivial  things  we  held  discourse, 

To  me  soon  tasteless.     In  my  own  despite, 

I  thought  of  that  poor  Woman  as  of  one 

Whom  I  had  known  and  loved.     He  had  rehearsed 

Her  homely  tale  with  such  familiar  power, 

With  such  an  active  countenance,  an  eye 

So  busy,  that  the  things  of  which  he  spake 

Seem'd  present ;  and,  attention  now  relax'd, 

A  heart-felt  chillness  crept  along  my  veins. 

I  rose ;  and,  having  left  the  breezy  shade. 

Stood  drinking  comfort  from  the  warmer  sun. 

That  had  not  eheer'd  me  long,  —  ere,  looking  round 

Upon  that  tranquil  Ruin,  I  retnm'd, 

And  begg'd  of  toe  old  Man  that,  for  my  sake, 

He  would  resume  his  story. 

He  replied, 
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"  It  were  a  waotonQess,  and  would  demand 

Seyere  reproof,  if  we  were  men  whoee  hearts 

Could  bold  vain  dalliance  with  the  misery 

Even  of  the  dead ;  contented  thence  to  draw 

A  momentary  pteaenre,  never  mark'd 

By  reason,  barren  of  all  future  ^ood. 

But  we  have  known  that  there  is  often  foand 

In  mournful  thoughts,  and  always  might  be  found, 

A  power  to  virtue  friendly ;  were 't  not  so, 

I  am  a  dreamer  amon^  men,  indeed 

An  idle  dreamer  I     'Tib  a  common  tale. 

An  ordinary  sorrow  of  man's  life, 

A  tale  of  silent  suQering,  lu^dly  clothed 

In  bodily  form.  —  But  without  further  bidding 

I  will  proceed. 

While  thus  it  fared  with  them 
To  whom  this  cottage,  till  those  l^aplees  years, 
Had  been  a  blessed  home,  it  was  my  chance 
To  travel  in  a  country  far  remote ; 
And  when  these  lof  ly  elms  once  more  appear'd 
What  pleasant  expectations  lured  me  on 
O'er  the  flat  Common  1  —  With  quick  step  I  rcacli'd 
The  threshold,  lifted  with  li^t  band  the  latch ; 
But,  when  I  entered,  Marearet  looked  at  mc 
A  little  while;  then  tumd  her  head  away 
Speechless,  —  and,  sitting  down  npon  a  chair. 
Wept  bitterly.    I  wist  not  what  to  do, 
N'or  how  to  speak  to  her.    Poor  Wretch  I  at  laet 
She  rose  from  ofl  her  seat,  and  then,  —  0  Sir  I 
I  cannot  tell  how  she  pronounced  my  name : 
With  fervent  love,  and  with  a  face  of  grief 
Unutterably  helpless,  and  a  look 
That  seem'd  to  cling  upon  me,  she  inquired 
If  I  had  seen  her  husband.    As  she  spake 
A  strange  surprise  and  fear  came  to  my  heart. 
Nor  had  I  power  to  answer  ere  she  told 
That  he  had  disappear'd,  —  not  two  months  gone. 
He  left  his  house :  two  wretched  days  had  past. 
And  on  the  third,  as  wistfully  she  raised 
Her  head  from  off  her  pillow,  to  look  forth. 
Like  one  in  trouble,  for  returning  light. 
Within  her  chamber-casement  she  espied 
A  folded  paper,  lying  as  if  placed 
To  meet  her  waking  eyes.     This  tremblingly 
She  open'd,  —  found  no  writing,  but  beheld 
Pieces  of  money  oarefally  enclosed. 
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Silver  and  gold.    'I  ehitdder'd  at  the  eight,' 
Said  Margaret,  'for  I  knew  it  was  his  hand 
That  mnet  have  placed  it  there ;  and  ere  tliat  day 
\Tas  ended,  that  long  anzioae  day,  I  leam'd, 
From  one  who  by  my  hnsband  had  been  sent 
With  the  and  news,  tikat  he  had  join'd  a  troop 
Of  soldiers,  going  to  a  distant  land.  — 
He  left  me  t^us, —  he  could  not  gather  heart 
To  take  a  farewell  of  me ;  for  he  fear'd 
That  I  Bhonld  follow  with  my  babes,  and  sink 
Beneath  the  misery  of  that  wandering  life.' 

This  t^e  did  Mar^ret  tell  with  many  tears: 
And,'  when  she  endm,  I  had  little  power 
To  give  her  comfort^  and  waa  glad  to  take 
Snch  words  of  hope  from  her  own  month  as  served 
To  cheer  na  both.     But  long  we  had  not  talk'd 
Ere  we  built  up  a  pile  of  better  thoughts. 
And  with  a  brighter  eye  she  look'd  aronnd 
As  if  she  had  been  ehedding  tears  of  joy. 
We  parted.  —  'Twas  the  time  of  early  Spring; 
I  left  her  bnsy  with  her  garden  tools ; 
And  well  remember,  o'er  that  fence  she  look'd. 
And,  while  I  paced  along  the  foot-way  path, 
Call'd  out,  and  sent  a  blesaing  after  me, 
With  tender  cheerfnlness,  and  with  a  voice 
That  scem'd  the  very  sound  of  happy  thoughts. 

I  roved  o'er  many  a  hill  and  many  a  dale. 
With  my  accuatoin  d  load ;  in  heat  and  cold. 
Through  many  a  wood  and  many  an  open  ground, 
In  annshine  and  in  ehade,  in  wet  and  fair, 
Drooping  or  blithe  of  heart,  as  might  befall ; 
My  beat  companions  now  the  driving  winds, 
And  now  the  '  trotting  brooks '  and  whispering  troe^ 
And  now  the  music  of  my  own  sad  steps, 
With  many  a  short-lived  thought  that  pass'd  betwe«>f 
And  disappear'd. 

I  jonmey'd  back  this  way, 
When,  in  the  warmth  of  midsaramer,  the  wheat 
Was  yellow;  and  the  soft  and  bladed  grass. 
Springing  afresh,  had  o'er  the  hay-field  spread 
Its  tender  verdnre.    At  the  door  arrived, 
I  fonnd  that  she  was  absent.    In  the  shade. 
Where  now  we  sit,  I  waited  her  return. 
Her  cottage,  then  a  cheerfnl  object,  wore 
Its  customary  look,  — only,  it  aeem'd, 
The  booeysuckle^  crowding  ronnd  tlie  porch, 
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HuQg  dovn  ia  heavier  tufts ;  and  that  hrig^t  weed, 
The  yellow  stone-crop,  suffer'd  to  take  root 
Along  the  window's  edge,  profusely  grew 
Blinding  the  lower  panes.    I  tnm'd  aside, 
And  stroll'd  into  her  garden.    It  appear'd 
To  lag  behind  the  season,  and  had  lost 
Its  pnde  of  neatness.    Daisy-flowers  and  thrift 
Had  broken  their  trim  border-lines,  and  straggled 
O'er  paths  theynsed  to  deck:  carnations,  once 
Prized  for  sarpassing  heanty,  and  no  less 
For  the  peculiar  pains  they  had  req^nired, 
Declined  their  languid  heads,  wanting  support. 
The  CBmbroua  bind-weed,  with  its  wreaths  and  bells. 
Had  twined  about  her  two  email  rows  of  peas, 
And  dragg'd  them  to  the  earth. 

Ere  this  an  hour 
Was  wasted.  —  Back  I  tnm'd  my  restless  steps  ; 
A  stranger  pass'd ;  and,  guessing  whom  I  sought. 
He  said  that  she  was  ns^  to  ramble  far. — 
The  Sun  was  sinking  in  the  West;  and  now 
I  sate  with  sad  impatience.    From  within 
Her  solitary  infant  cried  ^ond ; 
Then,  like  a  blast  that  dies  away  seU-still'd, 
The  voice  was  silent.    From  the  bench  I  rose ; 
But  neither  could  divert  nor  soothe  my  thoughta. 
The  spot,  though  fair,  was  ve^  desolate,  — 
The  longer  I  remain'd,  more  desolate: 
And,  looking  round  me,  now  I  first  observed 
The  corner  stones,  on  either  side  the  porch, 
With  dull  red  stains  discolour'd,  and  stuck  o'er 
With  tufts  and  hairs  of  wool,  as  if  the  sheep, 
That  fed  upon  the  Common,  thither  came 
Familiarly,  and  fonnd  a  coaching-place 
Even  at  her  threshold.     Deeper  sl^ows  fell 
From  these  tall  elms ;  the  cottoge-clock  struck  eight: 
I  turn'd,  and  saw  her  distant  afew  steps. 
Her  face  was  pale  and  thin ;  her  figure,  too. 
Was  chauged.    As  she  unlock'd  the  door,  she  Baid, 
'  It  grieves  me  you  have  waited  here  bo  long, 
But,  in  good  truth,  I've  wander'd  much  of  late; 
And  sometimes — to  my  shame  I  speak — have  need 
Of  my  beet  prayera  to  bring  me  back  again.' 
While  on  the  board  she  spread  oor  evening  me^ 
She  told  me  —  interrupting  not  the  work 
Which  gave  employment  to  her  listless  hands — 
That  she  had  parted  with  her  elder  child ; 
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To  a  kiod  muster  on  a  distant  farm 
Now  bappily  apprenticed.  —  'I  perceive 
Toa  look  at  me,  and  yon  have  cause :  to-day 
I  have  been  trayelling  tar ;  and  many  days 
About  the  fields  I  wander,  knowing  this 
OdIt,  tbat  what  I  seek  I  cannot  find; 
And  so  I  waste  my  time :  for  I  am  changed ; 
And  to  myself,'  said  she,  'have  done  mncli  wrong 
And  to  this  helpless  infant.     I  have  slept 
Weeping,  and  weeping  have  I  waked ;  my  leaia 
Have  flow'd  as  if  my  Body  were  not  auch 
As  others  lae ;  and  I  conld  never  die. 
Bnt  I  am  now  in  mind  and  in  my  heart 
More  easy ;  and  I  hope,'  said  she, '  that  God 
Will  give  me  patience  to  endnre  the  things 
Wbi<£  I  behold  at  home.' 

It  wonld  have  grieved 
Yonr  very  sonl  to  see  her.    Sir,  I  feel 
The  story  linger  in  my  heart ;  I  fear 
'Tis  long  and  tedious;  bnt  my  spirit  clings 
To  that  poor  Woman :  —  so  familiarly 
Do  I  perceive  her  manner,  and  her  look, 
And  presence ;  and  so  deeply  do  I  feel 
Her  goodness,  that,  not  seldom,  in  my  walka 
A  momentarr  trance  comes  over  me ; 
And  to  myself  I  seem  to  mnse  on  One 
By  sorrow  laid  asleep ;  or  borne  away, 
A  hnman  being  destined  to  awake 
To  hnman  life,  or  something  very  near 
To  human  life,  when  he  shall  come  i^ain 
For  whom  she  saffer'd.    Yes,  it  would  have  grieyed 
Year  very  eoal  to  see  her:  evermore 
Her  eyelids  droop'd,  her  eyes  downward  were  coat; 
And,  when  she  at  her  table  gave  me  food. 
She  did  not  look  at  m&    Her  voice  was  low. 
Her  body  was  subdued.    In  every  act. 
Pertaining  to  her  house-aSairs,  appeared 
The  careless  stillness  of  a  thinking  miud 
Self-occupied ;  to  which  all  outward  things 
Are  like  an  idle  matter.     Still  she  sigh'd, 
Bnt  yet  no  motion  of  the  breast  was  seen, 
5fo  heaving  of  the  heart.    While  by  the  fire 
We  sate  together,  sighs  came  on  ray  ear, 
I  knew  not  how,  and  hardly  whence  they  oam& 

Ere  my  departure,  to  her  care  I  gave, 
!For  her  son's  use,  some  tokens  of  regard. 
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Which  with  a  look  of  welcome  she  received ; 
And  I  exhorted  her  to  place  her  tmst 
In  God's  good  love,  and  seek  His  help  by  prayer. 
I  took  my  staff,  and,  when  I  kiss'd  her  babe, 
The  tears  stood  in  hor  eyes.    I  left  her  then 
With  the  beat  hope  and  comfort  I  conld  give : 
She  thank'd  me  for  my  wish;  but  for  my  hope 
It  seem'd  she  did  not  thank  me. 

I  retnm'd. 
And  took  my  rounds  dong  this  road  again 
When  on  its  stinnj  bank  the  primrose  nowcr 
Peep'd  forth,  to  give  an  earnest  of  the  Spring. 
I  found  her  sad  and  drooping:  she  had  leanrd 
No  tidings  of  her  husband ;  if  he  lived. 
She  knew  not  that  he  lived;  if  he  were  dead. 
She  knew  not  he  was  dead.    She  seem'd  the  same 
In  person  and  appearance ;  but  her  house 
Bespake  a  sleepy  nand  of  negligence ; 
The  floor  was  neither  dry  nor  neat,  the  hearth 
Was  comfortless,  and  her  small  lot  of  books, 
Which,  in  the  cottage-window,  heretofore 
Had  been  piled  up  against  the  comer  panes 
In  seemly  order,  now,  with  straggling  leaves. 
Lay  scatter'd  here  and  there,  open  or  shut, 
As  they  had  chanced  to  fall.     Her  infant  Babe 
Had  from  its  Mother  canght  the  trick  of  grief. 
And  sigh'd  among  its  playthings.     I  withdrew, 
Aud  once  ogalii  entering  the  garden  saw, 
More  plainly  still,  that  poverty  and  grief 
Were  now  come  nearer  to  her:  weeds  defaced 
The  harden'd  soil,  and  knots  of  withered  grass : 
Ko  ridges  there  appear'd  of  clear  black  mould, 
No  winter  greenneaa ;  of  her  herbs  and  flowers. 
It  seemed  the  better  part  were  gnaw'd  away 
Or  trampled  into  earth  ;  a  chain  of  straw. 
Which  had  been  twined  about  the  slender  stem 
Of  a  yooug  apple-tree,  lay  at  its  root ; 
The  bark  was  nibbled  round  by  tramt  sheept  — 
Margaret  stood  near,  her  infant  in  her  arms. 
And,  noting  that  my  eye  wa8  on  the  tree. 
She  said,  'I  fear  it  will  be  dead  aud  gone 
Ere  Bobert  come  again.'    When  to  the  Hoase 
We  had  retum'd  together,  she  inquired 
If  I  had  any  hope :  —  but  for  her  nahe 
And  for  her  little  oiphan  boy,  she  said. 
She  had  no  wish  to  live,  that  she  must  ^e 
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Of  sorrow.    Yet  I  aaw  the  idle  loom 
Still  in  its  place;  his  Sunday  garments  titing 
Upon  the  self-same  nail;  his  very  staff 
Stood  iiDdistarb'd  behind  the  door. 

And  when. 
In  bleak  December,  I  retraced  this  way, 
She  told  me  that  her  little  babe  was  dead, 
And  she  was  left  alone.     She  now,  released 
From  her  maternal  cares,  had  taken  up 
Th'  employment  common  through  these  wilds,  and  gain'd, 
By  spinning  hemp,  a  pittance  for  herself ; 
And  for  this  end  had  hired  a  neighbour's, boy 
To  give  her  needful  help.    That  very  time 
Most  willingly  she  pnt  her  work  aside. 
And  walk'd  with  me  along  the  miry  road, 
Heedless  how  far ;  and,  in  snch  piteous  sort 
That  any  heart  had  ached  to  hear  her,  begg'd 
That,  wheresoe'er  I  went,  I  still  would  ask 
For  him  whom  she  had  lost.     We  parted  then,— 
Our  final  parting ;  for  from  that  time  forth 
Did  many  seasons  pass  ere  I  retorn'd 
Into  this  tract  again. 

Nine  tedious  years ; 
From  their  first  separation,  nine  long  years. 
She  linger'd  in  unquiet  widowhood; 
A  Wife  and  Widow.    Needs  must  it  have  been 
A  sore  heart-wasting  I    I  liave  heard,  my  Friend, 
That  in  yon  arbour  oftentimes  she  sate 
Alone,  through  half  the  vacant  Sabbath-day; 
And,  if  a  dog  pass'd  by,  she  still  would  quit 
The  shade,  and  look  abroad.    On  this  old  bench 
For  hours  she  sate ;  and  evermore  her  eye 
Was  busy  in  the  distance,  shaping  things 
That  made  her  heart  beat  quick.    You  see  that  path, 
Now  faint,  —  the  grass  has  crept  o'er  its  grey  line ; 
There,  to  and  fro,  she  paced  through  many  a  day 
Of  the  warm  Summer,  from  a  belt  of  hemp 
That  girt  her  waist  spinning  the  long-drawn  thread 
With  backward  steps.    Yet  ever  as  there  paas'd 
A  man  whose  garments  show'd  the  soldier's  red, 
Or  crippled  mendicant  in  sailor's  garb. 
The  little  child  who  sate  to  turn  the  wheel 
Ceased  from  his  task  ;  and  she  with  faltering  voice 
Made  many  a  fond  inquiry;, and,  when  they 
Whose  presence  gave  no  comfort  were  gone  by. 
Her  heart  was  stiU  more  sad.    And  by  yon  gate 
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That  bars  the  traveller's  i-oad  she  often  stood. 

And,  when  a  Btranger  horBemnn  came,  the  latch 

Would  lift,  and  in  his  face  look  wistfully ; 

Most  happy,  if,  from  an^ht  discover'd  there 

Of  tender  feeling,  ehe  might  dare  repeat 

The  same  sad  question.     Meanwhile  her  poor  Hot 

Sank  to  decay;  for  he  was  gone  whose  hand, 

At  the  first  nipping  of  October  frost, 

Closed  up  each  chink,  and  with  frosh  bands  of  straw 

Chequer'd  the  green-grown  thatch.     And  so  she  lived 

Through  the  long  Winter,  reckless  and  alone; 

Until  her  honse  by  frost,  and  thaw,  and  rain. 

Was  sapp'd ;  and  while  she  slept,  the  nightly  damps 

Did  chill  her  breast;  and  in  the  stormy  day' 

Her  tatter'd  clothes  were  ruffled  by  the  wind, 

Even  at  the  side  of  her  own  fire.     Yet  still 

She  loTed  this  wretched  spot,  nor  would  for  worlds 

Have  parted  hence;  and  still  that  length  of  road, 

And  this  rnde  bench,  one  torturing  hope  endear'd, 

Fast  rooted  at  her  heart :  and  here,  my  Friend, 

In  sickness  she  reraain'd;  and  here  she  died; 

Last  human  tenant  of  these  rnin'd  walls  1 " 

The  old  Man  ceased ;  be  saw  that  I  was  moved ; 
From  that  low  bench,  rising  instinctively 
I  tum'd  aside  in  weakness,  nor  had  power 
To  thank  him  for  the  tale  which  he  had  told. 
I  stood,  and  leaning  o'er  the  garden  wall 
Keview'd  that  Woman's  Sufferings;  and  it  seem'd 
To  comfort  me  while  with  a  brother's  love 
I  bless'd  her  in  the  impotence  of  gnat 
Then  towards  the  cottage  I  retnrn'd ;  and  traced 
Fondly,  though  with  an  interest  more  mild. 
That  secret  spirit  of  humanity 
Which,  'mid  the  calm  oblivious  tendencies 
Of  Nature,  'mid  her  plants,  and  weeds,  and  flowers. 
And  silent  overgrowings,  still  survived. 
The  old  Man,  noting  this,  resumed,  and  said, 
"  My  Fiiend !  enough  to  sorrow  you  have  given, 
The  purposes  of  wisdom  ask  no  more : 
Nor  more  would  she  have  craved  as  due  to  One 
Who,  in  her  woret  distress,  had  oft  times  felt 
Th'  unbounded  might  of  prayer;  and  leam'd,  with  soul 
Fix'd  on  the  Cross,  that  consolation  springs 
From  sources  deeper  far  than  deepest  pain. 
For  the  meek  SuSerer.    Why  then  should  wo  read 
The  forms  of  things  with  an  unworthy  eye  ? 
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She  sleeps  in  the  calm  earth,  and  peace  is  here.  ' 

I  well  remember  that  those  very  pmmes. 

Those  weeds,  and  the  high  spear-grass  on  that  wall, 

By  mist  and  silent  rain-drops  silver'd  o'er, 

As  onee  I  pase'd,  into  my  heart  convey'd 

So  still  an  iinii^  of  tranquillity, 

So  calm  and  still,  and  look'd  so  beautiful 

Amid  th'  uneasy  thoughts  which  fiU'd  my  mind, 

That  what  we  feel  of  sorrow  and  despair 

From  ruin  and  from  change,  and  all  the  grief 

That  passing  shows  of  Being  leave  behind, 

Appear'd  an  idle  dream,  that  could  maintain. 

Nowhere,  dominion  o'er  th'  enlighten'd  spirit 

"Whose  meditative  sympathies  repose 

Upon  the  breast  of  Faith.     I  turn'd  away. 

And  walk'd  along  my  road  in  happiness. 

He  ceased.    Ere  long  the  Sun  declining  shot 
A  slant  and  mellow  radiance,  which  began 
To  fall  upon  us,  while,  beneath  the  trees. 
We  eate  on  that  low  bench:  and  now  we  felt, 
Admonish'd  thus,  the  sweet  hour  coming  on. 
A  linnet  warbled  from  those  lofty  elms, 
A  thrush  sang  loud,  and  other  melodies. 
At  distance  heard,  peopled  the  milder  air, 
The  old  Man  rose,  and,  with  a  sprightly  mien 
Of  hopeful  preparation,  graep'd  his  staff: 
Together  casting  then  a  farewell  look 
Upon  those  silent  walls,  we  left  the  shade; 
And,  ere  the  stars  were  visible,  had  reaoh'd 
A  village-inn, — oar  evening  resting-place. 
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THB  SOLITARY.* 

In  days  of  yore  how  fortunately  fared 

The  Minstrel!  wandering  on  from  hall  to  hall, 

Baronial  court  or  royal ;  cheer'd  with  gifts 

Munificent,  and  love,  and  ladies'  praise ; 

Now  meeting  on  his  road  an  armed  knight, 

Now  resting  with  a  pilgrim  by  the  side 

Of  a  clear  brook ;  beneath  an  abbey's  roof 

Kow  for  the  Bolilary.    Not  long  afler  ve  took  np  m 
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One  evening  sumptuously  lodged ;  the  next. 

Humbly  in  a,  reli;;ioiis  hospital; 

Or  with  some  merry  outlaws  of  the  wood; 

Or  h:tply  shrouded  in  a  hermit's  cell. 

Him,  sleeping  or  awake,  the  robber  Epared ; 

He  walk'a,  protected  from  the  sword  of  war 

By  Yirtae  of  that  sacred  instrument 

His  harp,  suspended  at  the  traveller's  side ; 

Hia  dear  eompanioa  wheresoe'er  he  went, 

Opening  from  land  to  land  an  easy  -way 

By  melody,  and  by  the  charm  of  verse. 

Yet  not  the  noblest  of  that  honour'd  Race 

Drew  happier,  loftier,  more  impassion'd  thoughts 

Prom  his  long  joumeyings  and  eventful  life, 

Than  this  obscure  Itinerant  had  skill 

To  gather,  ranging  through  the  tamer  gronnd 

Of  tliese  our  unimaginative  days ; 

Both  while  he  trod  the  earth  in  hnmblest  gnise 

Accoutred  with  his  bnrthen  and  his  staff; 

And  now,  when  free  to  move  with  lighter  pace. 

What  wonder,  then,  if  I,  whose  favourite  school 
Hath  been  the  fields,  the  roads,  and  rural  lanes, 
Look'd  on  this  guide  with  reverential  love  ? 
Each  with  the  other  pleased,  we  now  pnrsned 
Our  journey,  under  favonrable  skies. 
Turn  whersoe'er  we  would,  he  was  a  light 
Unfailing :  not  a  hamlet  could  we  pass, 
Earely  a  house,  that  did  not  yield  to  him 
Remembrances ;  or  from  his  tongue  call  forth 
Some  way-beguiling  tale.    Nor  less  regard 
Accompanied  those  strains  of  apt  discourse. 
Which  Nature's  various  objects  might  inspire ; 
And  in  the  silence  of  his  face  I  read 
His  overflowing  snirit.     Birds  and  beasts. 
And  the  mute  fisEi  that  glances  in  the  stream. 
And  harmless  reptile  couing  i«  the  sun. 
And  gorgeous  insect  hovering  in  the  a' 
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connect  with  the  Wanderer,  also  a  Scotchman,  a  character  sultalile  to  my  purpoBti, 
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time  when  I  liod  not  many  acqualncanees  In  Lanion.  used  often  to  InrlU.'  ub  to  diue 
with  him  on  SunOavsi  an']  I  took  the  opportunitv  (Mr.  Nicholson  l)cing  a  iliSBenler} 
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dnolug  i^  and  1^  mora  In  cturyinc  it  nrward  in  Its  extremes. — AhUut^  Sotat,  UM> 
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The  fowl  domestic,  and  the  household  dog, — 
In  his  capacious  inin<l,  he  loved  them  all : 
Their  rights  acknowledging  he  felt  for  all 
Oft  was  occasion  given  mo  to  perceive 
How  the  calm  pleaeares  of  the  paatnring  herd 
To  happy  contemplation  soothed  his  walk ; 
How  the  poor  brute's  condition,  forced  to  run 
Its  course  of  suffering  in  the  public  road, 
Sad  contrast  I  all  too  often  smote  his  heart 
With  unavailing  pity.    Itich  in  love 
And  swebt  humanity,  he  was,  himself. 
To  the  degree  that  he  desired,  beloved. 
Smiles  of  good-will  from  faces  that  he  knew 
Greeted  us  all  day  long ;  we  took  our  seats 
By  many  a  cottage-hearth,  where  he  received 
The  welcome  of  an  Inmate  from  afar. 
And  I  at  once  forgot  I  was  a  Stranger.  — 
Nor  was  be  loth  to  enter  ragged  huts, 
Huts  where  his  charity  was  blest ;  hie  voice 
Heard  as  the  voice  of  an  experienced  friend. 
And  sometimes — where  the  poor  man  held  dispute 
With  his  own  mind,  unable  to  subdue 
Impatience  through  inaptness  to  perceive 
General  distress  in  his  particular  lot; 
Or  cberiehing  resentment,  or  in  vain 
Struggling  against  it ;  with  a  soul  perplex'd. 
And  finding  in  herself  no  steady  power 
To  draw  the  line  of  comfort  that  divides 
Calamity,  the  chastisement  of  Heaven, 
From  the  injustice  of  our  brother  men — 
To  him  appeal  was  made  as  to  a  Judge ; 
Who,  with  an  understanding  heart,  allay'd 
The  perturbation ;  listen'd  to  the  plea; 
Resolved  the  dubious  point;  and  sentence  gave 
So  grounded,  so  applied,  that  it  was  beard 
With  soften'd  spirit,  even  when  it  condemn'd. 

Such  intercourse  I  witness'd,  whilo  we  roved, 
Now  aa  his  choice  directed,  now  as  mine ; 
Or  both,  with  equal  readiness  of  will. 
Our  course  submitting  to  the  changeful  breeze 
Of  accident.     But  when  the  rising  Sun 
Had  three  times  call'd  as  to  renew  onr  walk. 
My  Fellow-traveller,  with  earnest  voice. 
As  if  tho  thought  were  but  a  moment  old, 
Claim'd  absolute  dominion  for  the  day. 
We  started, — and  he  led  me  toward  the  hills, 
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Up  through  an  ample  vale,  with  higher  hilla 

Before  us,  monntains  Btern  and  desolate; 

But,  iu  the  majesty  of  distance,  now 

Set  off,  and  to  oar  ken  appearing  fair 

Of  aspect,  with  aerial  softness  clad. 

And  beautified  with  morning's  purple  beams. 

The  wealthy,  the  Insurions,  by  the  stress 
Of  business  ronaed,  or  pleasure,  ere  their  time, 
May  roll  in  chariots,  or  proyoke  the  hoofs 
Of  the  fleet  coursers  they  bestride,  to  raise 
From  eart)h  the  dust  of  morning,  slow  to  rise; 
And  they,  if  blest  with  health  and  hearts  at  ease, 
Shall  lacK  not  their  enjoyment ;  —  but  how  faint 
Compared  with  ours  I  who,  pacing  side  by  side, 
Could,  with  an  eye  of  leisure,  look  on  all 
That  we  beheld ;  and  lend  the  listening  sense 
To  every  grateful  sound  of  eai-th  and  air; 
Pausing  at  will,  —  our  spirits  braced,  our  thoughts 
Pleasant  as  roses  in  the  thickets  blown. 
And  pure  as  dew  bathing  their  crimaon  leaves. 

Mount  slowly.  Sun !  that  we  mav  jonmey  long, 
By  this  dark  hill  protected  from  tFiy  beams  I 
Such  is  the  eammer  pilgrim's  freqnent  wish ; 
But  quickly  from  among  our  morning  thoughts 
'Twaa  chased  away:  for,  toward  the  western  side 
Of  the  broad  vale,  casting  a  casnal  glance, 
We  saw  a  throng  of  people ;  —  wherefore  met  ? 
Blithe  notes  of  music,  suddenly  let  loose 
On  the  thrill'd  ear,  and  dags  uprising,  yield 
Prompt  answer;  they  proclaim  the  annual  Wake, 
Which  the  bright  season  favours.     Tabor  and  pipe 
In  purpose  join  to  hasten  or  reprove 
The  laggard  Rustic;  and  repay  with  boons 
Of  merriment  a  parti-colouPd  knot. 
Already  form'd  upon  the  village-grceu.— 
Beyond  the  limits  of  the  shadow  cast 
By  the  broad  hill,  glisten'd  upon  our  sight 
Tnat  gay  assemblage.     Bound  them  and  above, 
Glittei',  with  dark  recesses  interposed. 
Casement,  and  cottage-roof,  and  stems  of  trees 
Half -veil' d  in  vapoury  cloud,  the  silver  steam 
Of  dews  fast  melting  on  their  leafy  boughs 
By  the  strong  sunbeams  smitten.     Like  a  mast 
Of  gold,  the  Maypole  shines;  as  if  the  rays 
Of  morning,  aided  by  exhaling  dew. 
With  gladsome  influence  conld  re-animate 
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The  faded  garlands  dangling  from  iU  eides. 

Said  I,  "  The  music  and  tlie  sprightly  scene 
Invite  08 ;  shall  ve  quit  our  Fouid,  and  join 
These  festive  matins  ? "  —  He  replied,  "  Not  loth 
To  lingei  I  would  here  with  you  partake, 
Not  one  hour  merely,  but  till  evening's  close. 
The  simple  paetimes  of  the  day  and  place. 
By  the  fleet  Bacers,  ere  the  Snn  be  set, 
Tae  turf  of  yon  large  pasture  will  be  skinuu'd ; 
There,  too,  the  lusty  Wrestlers  shall  coutend: 
Bat  know  we  not  that  he  who  intermits 
Th'  appointed  task  and  duties  of  the  day 
Untunes  full  oft  the  pleasures  of  the  day, 
G becking  the  finer  spirits  that  refuse 
To  flow,  when  purposes  are  lightly  changed  ? 
A  length  of  journey  yet  remains  untraced : 
Let  us  proceed."    Then,  pointing  with  his  staff 
Baiaed  tow^4  those  craggy  summits,  his  intent 
He  thus  imparted : 

"In  a  spot  that  lies 
Among  von  mountain  fastnesses  conceai'd, 
Yon  will  receive,  before  the  hour  of  noon, 
Good  recompense,  I  hope,  for  this  day's  toil, 
From  sight  of  One  who  lives  Becluded  there, 
Lonesome  and  lost:  of  whom,  and  whose  past  life, 
(Not  to  forestall  such  knowledge  as  mav  be 
More  faithfully  collected  from  himself,) 
This  brief  communication  shall  suffice. 

Though  now  sojourning  there,  he,  like  myself. 
Sprang  from  a  fittwk  of  lowly  parentage 
Among  the  wilds  of  Scotland,  in  a  tract 
Where  many  a  ehelter'd  and  well-tended  plant 
Bears,  on  the  humblest  ground  of  social  life. 
Blossoms  of  piety  and  innocence. 
Such  grateful  promises  his  youth  display'd: 
And,  having  shown  in  study  forward  zeal, 
He  to  the  Ministry  was  duly  call'd ; 
And  straight,  incited  by  a  curious  mind 
Fill'd  with  vague  hopes,  he  undertook  the  cbai^ 
Of  Chaplain  to  a  militarv  troop 
Cheered  b  v  the  Highland  bagpipe,  as  they  march'd 
In  plaided  vest, — -his  fellow-countrymen. 
This  office  filling,  yet  by  native  power 
And  force  of  native  inclination  made 
An  intellectual  ruler  in  the  haunts 
Of  social  vanity,  he  walk'd  the  world, 
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Gay,  and  affecting  gntcefnl  gaiety ; 
Lax,  buoyant,  —  less  a  pastor  with  hia  flock 
Than  a  soldier  among  soldiers,  —  lived  and  roamed 
Wlieps  Fortane  led:  and  Fortune,  who  oft  proves 
The  careless  wanderer's  friend,  to  liim  made  known 
A  blooming  I^y,  a  conspicaons  flower. 
Admired  for  beauty,  for  her  sweetness  praised; 
Whom  he  had  sensibility  to  love, 
Ambition  to  attempt,  and  skill  to  win. 

For  this  fair  Bride,  most  rich  in  gifts  of  mind 
Nor  sparingly  endow'd  with  worldly  wealth, 
His  office  he  relinqaish'd ;  and  retired 
From  the  world's  notice  to  a  rural  home. 
Youth's  seasoa  yet  with  him  was  scarcely  past, 
And  she  was  in  youth's  prime.     How  free  their  love. 
How  full  their  joyl   till,  pitiable  doom  1 
In  the  short  course  of  one  undreaded  year. 
Death  blasted  all.    Death  suddenly  o'erthrew 
Two  lovely  Children,  —  all  that  they  possesB'dl 
The  Mother  follow'd.    ^liaerably  bare 
The  one  Survivor  stood ;  he  wept,  he  pra^d 
For  his  dismissal,  day  and  night,  compell  d 
To  hold  communion  with  the  ^raye,  and  face 
With  pain  the  regions  of  eternity. 
An  uncomplaining  apathy  displaced 
This  anguish;  and,  mdiScrent  to  delight. 
To  aim  and  pnrpose,  he  consumed  his  days, 
To  private  interest  dead,  and  public  oare. 

So  liyed  he ;  so  he  might  have  died.    Bat  now, 
To  the  wide  world's  astonishment,  appoar'd 
A  glorions  opening,  the  unlook'd-for  dawn. 
That  promised  eyerlasting  joy  to  France  I 
Her  voice  of  social  transport  reach'd  even  him. 
He  broke  from  bis  contracted  bounds,  rcpair'd 
To  the  great  City,  an  emporium  then 
Of  golden  expectations,  and  receiving 
Freights  every  day  from  a  new  world  of  hope. 
Thitner  his  popular  talents  he  transferr'd; 
And,  from  the  pnlpit,  zealonsly  maintain'd 
The  cause  of  Christ  and  civil  hberty. 
As  one,  and  moving  to  one  glorions  end." 
Intoxicating  Bervicel  I  might  say 
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A  happy  service;  for  tie  vas  Biacere 
As  vanity  imd  fondness  for  spplauee. 
And  new  and  shapeless  wishes,  would  aUow. 

That  righteous  cause  (such  power  hath  freedom)  bound, 
For  one  hostility,  in  friendly  leagne, 
Ethereal  natures  and  tho  worst  of  slaves ; 
Was  served  by  rival  advocates  that  came 
From  regions  opposite  as  Heaven  and  Hell. 
One  courage  leem'd  to  animate  them  all : 
And,  from  the  dazzling  conqnests  daily  gain'd 
By  their  united  efforts,  there  arose 
A  prond  and  most  presumptuons  confidence 
In  the  transcendent  wisdom  of  the  a^ 
And  her  discemment ;  not  alone  in  nghta, 
And  in  the  origin  and  bounds  of  power 
Social  and  temporal;  bnt  in  laws  divine, 
Deduced  by  reason,  or  to  faith  reveal'd. 
An  overweening  trust  was  raised;  and  fear 
Cast  out,  alike  of  person  and  of  thing. 
Plague  from  this  nnion  spread,  whose  subtle  bane 
The  strongest  did  not  easily  escape ; 
And  He,  what  wonder  ?  teok  a  mortal  taint. 
How  shall  I  trace  the  change,  how  bear  to  tell 
That  he  broke  faith  with  them  whom  he  had  laid 
In  earth's  dark  chambers,  with  a  Christian's  hope  I 
An  infidel  contempt  of  Holy  Writ 
Stole  by  d^rees  upon  his  mind;  and  hence 
Life,  like  that  Boman  Jauus,  double-faced ; 
Vilest  bjpocrisy, — the  laughing,  gay 
Hypocrisy,  not  leagued  with  fear,  but  pride. 
Smooth  words  he  had,  to  wheedle  simple  souls ; 
But,  for  disciples  of  the  inner  school. 
Old  freedom  was  old  servitude,  and  they 
The  wisest  whose  opinions  stoop'd  the  least 
To  known  restraints;  and  who  most  boldly  drew 
Hopeful  prognostications  from  a  creed. 
That,  in  the  light  of  false  philosophy, 
Sprecid  like  a  Imlo  ronnd  a  misty  Moon, 
Widening  its  circle  as  the  storms  advance. 

His  sacred  function  was  at  length  renounced ; 
And  every  day  and  eveiy  place  enioy'd 
Th'  linsh&ckled  layman s  natural  liberty; 
Speech,  manners,  murals,  all  without  disguise, 
I  do  not  wish  to  wrong  him :  though  the  course 
Of  private  life  licentiously  displ^d 
Unhallow'd  actions,  —  planted  like  a  crown 
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Upon  the  insolent  aspiring  brow 

Of  spurious  notions,  —  worn  as  open  signs 

Of  prejudice  snbdaed,^  —  still  he  retained, 

'Mid  mucli  abasement,  what  be  had  received 

From  Nature,  an  intense  and  glowing  mind. 

Wherefore,  when  humbled  liberty  grew  weak. 

And  mortal  sickness  on  her  face  appear'd. 

He  coloni-'d  objects  to  his  own  desire 

As  with  a  lover's  passion.     Yet  his  moods 

Of  pain  were  keen  as  those  of  better  men,  — 

Stay,  keener,  as  his  fortitude  was  less : 

And  be  continued,  when  worse  days  were  come. 

To  deal  about  his  sparkling  eloquence. 

Straggling  i^ainst  the  strange  reverse  with  zeal 

That  ehew'd  like  happiness.    But,  in  despite 

Of  all  this  outside  bravery,  within. 

He  neither  felt  encouragement  nor  hope: 

For  moral  dignity  and  strength  of  mind 

Were  wanting ;  and  simplicity  of  life ; 

And  reverence  for  himself ;  and,  last  and  best. 

Confiding  thoughts,  throagb  love  and  fear  of  Him 

Before  whose  sight  the  troubles  of  this  world 

Are  vain,  as  billows  in  a  tossing  sea. 

The  glory  of  the  times  fading  away,  — 
The  splendour,  which  had  given  a  festal  air 
To  self-importance,  ballow'd  it,  and  veil'd 
From  bis  own  sight, — this  gone,  he  forfeited 
All  joy  in  human  nature;  was  consumod. 
And  vex'd,  and  chafed,  by  levity  and  scorn. 
And  fruitless  indignation ;  gall  d  by  pride ; 
Made  desperate  by  contempt  of  men  who  throve 
Before  his  sight  in  power  or  fame,  and  won. 
Without  desert,  what  he  desired;  weak  men. 
Too  weak  even  for  his  envy  or  bis  hate  1 
Tormented  thus,  after  a  wandering  course 
Of  discontent,  and  inwardly  opprest 
With  malady, — in  part,  I  fear,  provoked 
By  weariness  of  life,  —  he  fix'd  his  home. 
Or,  rather  say,  sate  down  by  very  chance. 
Among  these  rugged  hills ;  where  now  lie  dwells, 
And  wastes  the  sad  remainder  of  his  hours, 
Steep'd  in  a  ecH-indulging  spleen,  that  wants  not 
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Its  OTTO  volaptaoasiiess ; — on  this  resolved, 
With  this  content,  that  he  will  live  and  die 
Forgotten,  —  at  safe  distance  from  '  a  world 
Not  moTing  to  his  mind.' " 

These  serious  words 
Closed  the  preparatory  notices 
That  served  my  Fellow-traveller  to  beguile 
The  way,  while  we  advanced  np  that  wide  vale- 
Diverging  now,  (as  if  his  quest  had  been 
Some  aeci'et  of  the  mountains,  cavern,  fall 
Of  water,  or  some  lofty  eminence, 
Benown'd  for  spleudtd  prospect  far  and  wide,) 
We  scaled,  without  a  track  to  ease  our  steps, 
A  steep  ascent;  and  reach'd  a  dreary  plain. 
With  a  tnmiiltuouB  waste  of  huge  hiU-tops 
Before  ns  ;  savage  region !  whicn  I  paced 
Dispirited  :  when,  all  at  once,  behold  I 
Beneath  onr  feet,  a  little  lowly  vale, 
A  lowly  vale,  and  yet  uplifted  high 
Among  the  mountains ;  even  as  if  the  spot 
Had  been  from  eldest  time  by  vrieh  of  theirs 
So  placed,  to  be  ehnt  out  from  all  the  world  I 
Urn-like  it  waa  in  ahape,  deep  as  an  urn ; 
With  rocks  encompasrd,  save  that  to  the  south 
Was  one  small  opening,  where  a  heath-clad  ridge 
Supplied  a  boundary  less  abrupt  and  close ; 
A  ^uiet  treeless  nook,  with  two  green  fields, 
A  liquid  pool  that  glitter'd  in  the  sun. 
And  one  hare  dwelling;  one  abode,  no  morel 
It  seem'd  the  home  of  poverty  and  toil. 
Though  not  of  want:  the  little  fields,  made  green 
By  huabandiT  of  many  thrifty  years, 
Paid  cheerfnl  tribute  to  the  moorland  bouse. 
There  crowB  the  cock,  single  in  his  domain : 
The  small  birds  find  in  Sprint  no  thicket  there 
To  shroud  them ;  only  from  the  neighbouring  vales 
The  cuckoo,  stn^gling  up  to  the  hill-tops, 
Sliouteth  faint  tidings  of  some  gladder  place. 

Ah !  what  a  sweet  Recess,  thought  I,  is  here! 
Instantly  throwing  down  my  limbs  at  ease 
Upon  a  bod  of  heath ;  —  full  many  a  spot 
Of  bidden  beauty  have  I  chanced  to  espy 
Among  the  mountains ;  never  one  like  this; 
So  lonesome,  and  so  perfectly  secure; 
Not  melancholy, —  no,  for  it  is  green. 
And  bright,  and  fertile,  fumish'd  in  itself 
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With  the  few  needful  things  that  life  requires. 
In  nigged  arms  how  softly  does  it  lie. 
How  tenderly  protected!    Far  and  near 
We  have  an  image  of  the  pristine  Earth, 
The  planet  in  its  nakedness :  were  this 
Man  s  only  dwelling,  sole  appointed  seat. 
First,  last,  and  sin^e,  in  the  breathing  world, 
It  conld  not  he  more  quiet:  peace  is  here 
Or  nowhere ;  days  unrufled  by  the  gale 
Of  public  news  or  private ;  years  that  pass 
Forgetfully ;  nncall'd  upon  to  pay 
The  common  penalties  of  mortal  life, 
Sickness,  or  accident,  or  grief,  or  piun. 

On  these  and  kindred  thoughts  intent  I  lay 
In  silence  musing  by  my  Comrade's  side. 
He  also  silent ;  when  from  out  the  heart 
Of  that  profound  ab3rBa  a  solemn  voice. 
Or  several  voices  in  one  solemn  sound. 
Was  heard  ascending;  monmfnl,  deep,  and  slow 
The  cadence,  as  of  psalms, — a  funeral  dirge  I 
We  listen'd,  looking  down  upon  the  hnt, 
But  seeing  no  one  t  meanwhile  from  below 
The  strain  continued,. spiritual  as  before ; 
And  now  distinctly  could  I  recognise 
These  words :  "  Shall  in  ihe  grave  thy  love  be  know*. 
In  death  thy  faithfulness?  "  —  "God  rest  his  soal!" 
Said  the  old  man,  abmptly  breaking  silence, — 
"  He  is  departed,  and  finds  peace  at  last ! " 

This  scarcely  spoken,  aua  those  holy  strains 
Not  ceasing,  forth  appeayd  in  view  a  band 
Of  rustic  persons,  from  behind  the  hut 
Bearing  a  coffin  in  the  midst,  with  which 
They  shaped  their  course  along  the  sloping  side 
Of  that  small  valley,  singing  as  they  moved; 
A  sober  company  and  few,  the  men 
Bare-headed,  and  all  decently  attired  I 
Some  steps  when  they  had  thus  advanced,  the  dii^ 
Ended ;  and,  from  the  stillness  that  ensued 
Recovering,  to  my  Friend  I  said,  "  Yon  spake, 
Methough^  with  apprehension  that  these  rites 
Are  paid  to  Him  upon  whose  shy  retreat 
This  day  we  purposed  to  intrude."  —  "I  did  so, 
But  let  us  hence,  that  we  may  Jeam  the  truth : 
Perhaps  it  is  not  he  but  some  one  else 
For  whom  this  pious  service  is  perf  onn'd ; 
Some  other  tenant  of  the  solitnde," 
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So,  to  a  steep  and  difficult  descent 
Tmsting  ourselves,  we  wound  from  crag  to  crag. 
Where  passage  could  be  won ;  and,  as  tLo  last 
Of  the  mute  train,  behind  the  heathv  top 
Of  that  oS-sloping  outlet,  disappear  d, 
I,  more  impatient  in  my  downward  course, 
Had  landed  upon  easy  ground;  and  there 
Stood  waiting  for  my  Comrade.    When,  behold 
An  object  that  enticed  my  steps  aside  I 
A  narrow,  winding  enti7  opeird  out 
Into  a  platform,  that  lay,  shcepfold-wise, 
Enclosed  between  an  upright  mass  of  rock 
And  one  old  moss-grown  wall ; — a  cool  recess. 
And  fanciful!     For,  where  the  rock  and  wall 
Met  in  an  angle,  hung  a  penthouse,  framed 
By  thrusting  two  rui&  staves  into  the  wall 
And  overlaying  them  with  mountain  sods; 
To  weather-fend  a  little  turf -built  seat 
Whereon  a  full-grown  man  might  rest,  nor  dread 
The  burning  sunshine,  or  a  transient  shower ; 
But  the  whole  plainly  wrought  by  children's  hands ! 
Whose  skill  had  throng'd  the  floor  with  a  i>roud  show 
Of  baby-hoQses,  curiously  arranged ; 
Nor  wanting  ornament  of  walks  belween, 
With  mimic  trees  inserted  in  the  tur^ 
And  gardens  interposed.    Pleased  with  the  sight, 
I  could  not  choose  but  beckon  to  my  Guide, 
Who,  entering,  round  him  threw  a  careless  glance. 
Impatient  to  pass  on,  when  I  exclaim'd, 
"  Lo !  what  is  here  ? "  and,  stooping  down,  drew  forth 
A  book,  that,  in  the  midst  of  stones  and  moss 
And  wreck  of  parti-colour'd  earthen-ware. 
Aptly  disposed,  had  lent  its  help  to  raise 
One  of  those  petty  structures.    "  His  it  must  be! " 
Exclaimed  the  Wanderer,  "  cannot  but  be  his. 
And  he  is  gone!"    The  book,  which  in  my  hand 
Had  opeo'd  of  itself,  (for  it  was  swoln 
With  searching  damp,  and  seemingly  had  lain 
To  the  injurious  elements  exposed 
From  week  to  week,)  I  found  to  be  a  work 
In  the  French  tongue,  a  Novel  of  Voltaire, 
His  famous  Optimist*    " Unhappy  Man ! " 
Exclaimed  my  Friend:  ".here,  then,  has  been  to  him 
Retreat  within  retreat,  a  shelter ing-place 
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Within  how  deep  a  shelterl    He  had  fits, 

Even  to  the  laat,  of  genuine  tendemcsa, 

Aod  loved  the  haunts  of  children :  here,  no  doubt. 

Pleasing  and  pleased,  he  shared  thoir  simple  sports. 

Or  Bate  companionless ;  and  here  the  book, 

Left  and  forgotten  in  his  careless  way, 

Must  by  the  cotti^e-children  have  been  found: 

Heaven  bless  them,  and  their  iaconfiderate  work  I 

To  what  odd  purpose  have  the  darlings  tuin'd 

This  sad  memorial  of  their  hapless  friend ! " 

"  Me,"  said  I,  "  moat  doth  it  snnirise,  to  flud 
Such  book  in  such  a  place  I "  —  "A  book  it  is," 
He  answer'd,  "to  the  Person  salted  well. 
Though  littlo  suited  to  snrrocndinj;  things : 
'Tia  strange,  I  grant;  and  stranger  still  liad  I>eoa 
To  see  the  Man  who  own'd  it,  dwelling  here, 
With  one  poor  shepherd,  far  from  all  the  world  I 
Now,  if  our  errand  hath  been  thrown  away, 
As  from  these  intimations  I  forebode. 
Grieved  shall  I  be, — less  for  my  sake  than  yours. 
And  least  of  all  for  him  who  is  no  mora" 

By  this,  the  book  was  in  the  old  Man's  hand ; 
And  he  continued,  glancing  on  the  leaves 
An  eye  of  scorn :  "  The  lover,"  said  he,  "  doom'd 
To  love  when  hope  hath  fail'd  him,  whom  no  depth 
Of  privacy  is  deep  enough  to  hide. 
Hath  yet  nis  bracelet  or  his  lock  of  hair. 
And  tnat  is  joy  to  him.     When  change  of  times 
Hath  summoned  kings  to  scaffolds,  do  but  give 
The  faithful  servant,  who  mnst  hide  his  h»td 
Henceforth  in  whatsoever  nook  he  may, 
A  kerchief  sprinkled  with  his  master's  blood. 
And  he  too  hath  hia  comforter.    How  poor. 
Beyond  all  poverty  how  destitute, 
Must  that  man  have  been  left  who,  hither  driven. 
Flying  or  seeking,  conld  yet  bring  with  him 
No  dearer  reliqne,  and  no  better  stay, 
Than  this  dull  product  of  a  scoffer's  pen, 
Impure  conceits  discharging  from  a  heart 
Harden'd  by  impiona  pride  f— I  did  not  fear 
To  tax  yon  with  this  journey;"  mildly  said 

be>t  BHthered  thini  >  psimge  In  Coleridge'B  Thus  T\ili:  "Mwiiyt  beUeriu  In  tbs 
goveniinenC  or  GchI,  I  was  a  fbrvBiit  optanitf-    But,  bb  I  could  not  but  kd  that  IM 

K resent  atato  ot  things  irns  not  the  besl,  I  was  neuesBarily  Id  to  look  fhrwnnl  la  ■ 
ituro  sMte."  Somo  opliiniets,  however,  deny,  in  effect,  the  existence  of  mom 
evil,  nnd  hold  the  couree  of  this  woiid  to  be  u>  good,  that  no  albcr  1«  needed  IM  tka 
eansammatloiis  oTsoodness. 
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My  venerable  Friend,  as  forth  we  stepp'd 
Into  the  presence  of  the  cheerfnl  light; 
"  For  1  have  knowledge  that  yon  do  not  aliriok 
From  moving  Bpectacles ;  —  but  let  ns  on." 

So  speaking,  on  he  went,  imd  at  the  word 
I  foUoVd,  till  he  made  a  sadden  stand : 
For  fall  in  view,  approaching  throngh  a  gate 
That  open'd  from  th'  enclosure  of  green  fields 
Into  the  rough  uncnltivated  ground, 
Behold  the  Man  whom  ho  had  fancied  dead  1 
I  knew  from  his  deportment,  mien,  and  diaea. 
That  it  conld  be  no  other ;  a  pale  face, 
A  meagre  person,  tall,  and  in  a  garb 
Not  rustic, — dull  and  faded  like  himself  I 
He  saw  us  not,  though  distant  but  few  steps; 
For  he  was  busy,  dealing,  from  a  store 
Upon  a  broad  leaf  corned,  choicest  strings 
Of  red  ripe  curmots;*  gift  by  which  he  strove. 
With  intermixture  of  endearing  words, 
To  soothe  a  Child,  who  walk'd  beside  him,  weeping 
Aa  if  disconsolate.  —  "  They  to  the  grave 
Are  bearing  him,  my  Little-one,"  he  said, 
"  To  the  dark  pit ;  but  he  will  feel  no  pain ; 
His  body  is  at  rest,  his  Eonl  in  Heaven."  * 

More  might  have  follow'd ;  but  my  houour'd  Fiiond 
Broke  in  upon  the  Speaker  with  a  frank 
And  cordis  greeting.  —  Vivid  was  the  light 
That  flashed  and  sparkled  from  the  otlier's  eyes ; 
He  was  all  fire:  no  shadow  on  his  brow 
Bemain'd,  nor  sign  of  sickness  on  his  face. 
Hands  join'd  he  with  his  Visitant,  —  a  grasp, 
An  eager  grasp;  and  many  moments'  space — 
When  the  first  glow  of  pleasure  was  no  more. 
And,  of  the  sad  appearance  which  at  once 
Had  vanish'd,  much  was  come  and  coming  back — 
An  amicable  smile  retain'd  the  life 
Which  it  had  nnexpectedly  received, 
TTpon  his  hollow  cneek.    "  How  kind,"  he  said, 
"  Nor  could  your  coming  have  been  better  timed ; 
For  this,  you  see,  is  in  our  narrow  world 
A  day  of  sorrow.    I  have  here  a  charge," — 
And,  speaking  thus,  he  patted  tenderly 

t  "Bedripe  comDts"  the  BrMvreek  in  Ha7l  Farther  oo,  we  BhaU  hare  ripo 
wbortlebcnles  also.    Isatances,  rlonbtleea,  of  "  poeticnl  license." 

I  TbislBBnaturaltonehofcharacter.  TbelnflilelgolltBiYmnetneeddapMiyom 
hla  propiletf  the  moment  he  undartakea  tu  console  ft  little  child  sorrowing  over  tlia 
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The  eun-bTimt  forehead  of  the  weeping  cMld, — 

"A  little  mourner,  whom  it  is  my  task 

To  comfort ; — but  how  came  ye  r  —  if  yon  track 

<Which  doth  at  once  befriend  us  and  betray) 

Conducted  hither  yonr  moBt  welcome  feet, 

Ye  could  not  miBB  the  funeral  train,  —  they  yet 

Have  scarcely  disappear'd." —  "  This  l)looming  Child," 

Said  the  old  Man,  "is  of  an  age  to  weep 

At  any  grave  or  solemn  spectacle, 

Inly  distress'd  or  orerpower^d  with  awe, 

He  knows  not  wherefore; — but  the  boy  to-day 

Perhaps  is  shedding  orohan's  tears ;  yon  also 

Must  have  sustain'd  a  loss."  —  "  The  hand  of  Death, 

He  answDr'd,  "has  been  here;  but  could  not  well 

Have  fallen  more  lightly,  if  it  had  not  fallen 

Upon  myself."  —  The  other  left  these  words 

Unnoticed,  thus  continning: 

*  Fima.  yon  ens, 
Down  whoso  steep  sides  wo  dropp'd  into  the  vale. 
We  heard  the  hymn  they  sang,  —  a  solemn  sound 
Heard  anjrwhere ;  bat  in  a  place  like  this 
'Tis  more  than  human !     Many  precious  rites 
And  customs  of  our  rural  ancestry 
Are  gone,  or  stealing  from  us ;  this,  I  hope, 
Will  last  for  ever.     Oft  on  my  way  have  I 
Stood  still,  though  but  a  casual  passenger. 
So  much  I  felt  the  awfulness  of  life, 
In  that  one  moment  when  the  corse  is  lifted 
In  silence,  with  a  hush  of  decency ; 
Then  from  the  threshold  moves  with  song  of  peace, 
And  confidential  yearnings,  towards  its  home. 
Its  final  home  on  Earth.    What  traveller  —  who  — 
(How  far  soe'er  a  stranger)  does  not  own 
The  bond  of  brotherho^  when  he  sees  them  go, 
A  mute  procession  on  the  houseless  road ; 
Or  passing  by  some  single  tenement 
Or  clusterd  dwellit^,  where  again  they  raise 
The  monitory  voice  r    But  most  of  all 
It  toaches,  it  confirms,  and  elevates, 
Then,  when  the  body,  soon  to  be  consign'd 
Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  bequeath'd  to  dust. 
Is  raised  from  the  church-aisle,  and  forward  borne 
Upon  the  shoulders  of  the  next  in  love. 
The  nearest  in  affection  or  in  blood ; 
Yefi,  hy  the  very  moamers  who  had  knelt 
Beside  the  coffin,  resting  on  its  lid 
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In  silent  grief  tbcir  unnplifted  heads, 

And  heara  meanwhile  the  PsalmiBt's  moanifol  plaint,' 

And  that  most  awful  scripture  which  declares 

We  shall  not  sleep,  but  we  shall  all  bo  changed  I 

Have  I  not  seen  —  re  likewise  may  huvo  seen  — 

Son,  hnsband,  brothers,  —  brothers  side  by  side. 

And  son  and  father  also  side  by  side,  — 

Bise  from  that  posture,  and  in  conoert  move, 

On  the  green  turf  following  the  vested  Priest, 

Four  dear  supporters  of  one  senseless  weight. 

From  which  they  do  not  shrink,  and  under  which 

They  faint  not,  but  advance  towards  th'  o^ien  grave 

Step  after  step,  together,  with  their  firm 

TJnhidden  faces :  he  that  suffers  most, 

He  outwardly,  and  inwardly  perhaps, 

The  most  serene,  with  moat  undaunted  eye !  — 

0,  blest  are  they  who  live  and  die  like  these. 

Loved  Tjith  sucn  love,  and  with  such  sorrow  mournedl" 

"  That  poor  Man  taken  hence  to-day,"  replied 
The  Solitary,  with  a  faint  sarcastic  smile 
Which  did  not  please  me,  "  must  be  doem'd,  I  fear. 
Of  the  unblest ;  for  he  will  surely  sink 
Into  his  mother  earth  without  such  pomp 
Of  grief,  depart  without  occasion  given 
By  him  for  such  array  of  fortitude. 
Full  seventy  Winters  hath  he  lived,  and,  markl 
This  simple  Child  will  mourn  his  one  short  hour, 
And  I  shall  miss  him ;  —  scantv  tribute  I  yet. 
This  wanting,  he  would  leave  tuo  si^ht  of  men, 
If  love  were  his  sole  claim  upon  their  care. 
Like  a  ripe  date  which  in  the  desert  falls 
Without  a  hand  to  gather  it." 

At  this 
I  iateiposed,  though  loth  to  speak,  and  said, 
"Can  it  be  thus  among  so  small  a  band 
As  ye  must  needs  be  here  ?  in  such  a  place 
I  would  not  willingly,  methinks,  lose  sight 
Of  a  departing  cloud,"  —  "'Twas  not  for  love," 
Answerd  the  sick  Man  with  a  careless  voice, 
"That  I  came  hither;  neither  have  I  found 
Among  associates  who  have  power  of  speech. 
Nor  in  such  other  converse  as  is  here. 
Temptation  so  prevailing  as  to  change 
That  mood,  or  undermine  my  first  resolve," 

i  ScfeTTlas  to  the  nlnetielh  PBalm,  wliicli  Is  used  In  tbc  Burlnl  Service  of  tbs 
ChncGli  of  Eiis:l«nd. 


8  W0RD8W0ETH. 

Then,  speaking  in  like  careless  sort,  he  said 

To  my  benign  Companion,  "  Pity  'tis 

That  fortune  did  not  gaide  yoa  to  this  house 

A  fev  days  earlier;  then  woald  yon  have  seea 

What  staff  the  Dwellers  in  a  Bohtnde, 

That  seems  by  natnre  hollow'd  ont  to  be 

The  seat  and  bosom  of  pure  innocence. 

Are  mado  of ;  —  an  ungracious  matter  this  1 

Which,  for  truth's  sake,  yet  in  remembrance  too 

Of  paat  discussions  with  this  zealous  friend 

And  advocate  of  humble  life,  I  now 

Will  force  npon  his  notice ;  undeterr'd 

By  the  example  of  his  own  pure  course. 

And  that  respect  and  deference  which  a  soul 

May  fairly  claim,  by  niggard  age  enrieh'd 

In  what  she  moat  doth  value,  love  of  God 

And  his  frail  creature  Man ;  —  but  yo  shall  hear. 

I  talk,  —  and  yo  are  standing  in  tho  sun 

Without  refreshment  t " 

Quickly  had  he  spokeOf 
And,  with  light  steps  still  quicker  than  bis  words. 
Led  toward  the  Cottage.     Homely  was  the  spot ; 
And,  to  my  feeling,  ere  we  reach'd  the  door, 
Had  almost  a  forbidding  nakedness ; 
Less  fair,  I  grant,  even  painfully  less  lair. 
Than  it  appear'd  when  from  the  beetling  rock 
We  had  look'd  down  upon  it.     All  within, 
As  left  by  the  departed  company, 
Was  silent ;  save  the  solitary  clock 
That  on  mine  ear  tick'd  with  a  mournful  sound. 
Following  our  Guide,  we  elomb  the  cottage-stairs 
And  reach'd  a  small  apartment  dark  and  low. 
Which  was  no  sooner  enter'd  than  our  Host 
Said  gaily,  "This  is  my  domain,  my  cell, 
My  hermitage,  my  cabin,  what  you  will, — 
I  love  it  better  than  a  snail  his  house. 
But  now  ye  shall  be  feasted  with  our  best." 
So,  with  more  ardour  than  an  unripe  girl 
Left  one  day  mistress  of  her  mothei-'s  stores. 
He  went  about  his  hospitable  task. 
My  eyes  were  busy,  and  my  thoughts  no  less. 
And  pleased  I  loolt'd  upon  my  grev-hair'd  Friend, 
As  if  to  thank  him ;  he  return'd  tnat  look, 
Cheer'd,  plainly,  and  yet  serions.     What  a  wreck 
Had  we  about  ua !  scatter'd  was  the  floor, 
And,  in  like  sort,  chair,  window-seat,  and  shelf, 

r  ,■  ■.i-,Go(.i^le 
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With  books,  m&pfl.  fossilB,  witber'd  plants  and  flowers. 

And  tufta  of  mouDtain  moss.     Mechanic  tools 

Lay  intermix'd  with  scraps  of  paper,  sumo 

Scribbled  with  Terse:  a  broken  angling-rod 

And  shatter'd  telescope,  together  link'd 

By  cobwebs,  stood  within  a  dnsty  nook; 

And  instmments  of  mueic,  some  half-made. 

Some  in  disgrace,  Imng  dangling  from  tte  walls.* 

But  speedily  the  promise  was  f  ulfill'd ; 

A  feast  before  ns,  and  a  conrteons  Host 

Inviting  ns  in  glee  to  sit  and  eat. 

A  uapkui,  white  as  foam  of  that  rough  brook 

By  which  it  had  been  bleach'd,  o'erspread  the  board; 

And  was  itself  half-cover'd  with  a  skire 

Of  dainties,  —  oaten  bread,  curd,  cheese,  and  cream; 

And  cakes  of  butter  curiously  emboss'd, 

Butter  that  had  imbibed  from  meadow-flowers 

A  golden  hue,  delicate  as  their  own 

Faintly  reflected  in  a  lingering  stream. 

Nor  lack'd,  for  more  delight  on  that  warm  day. 

Our  table  small  parade  of  garden  fmit^, 

And  whortleberries  from  the  mountain  side. 

The  Child,  who  long  em  this  had  still'd  his  sobs, 

Was  now  a  help  to  his  late  comforter. 

And  moved,  a  willing  Page,  as  he  was  bid, 

Ministering  to  onr  need. 

In  genial  mood. 
While  at  onr  pastoral  banquet  thus  we  sate 
Fronting  the  window  of  that  little  cell, 
I  could  not,  ever  and  anon,  forbeai- 
To  glance  an  npward  look  on  two  hnge  Peaks, 
That  from  some  other  vale  peer'd  into  this. 
"  Those  Insty  twins,"  oxclaim'd  our  host,  '■  if  here 
It  were  your  lot  to  dwell,  would  soon  become 
Your  prized  companions.    Many  are  the  notes 
Which,  in  his  tuneful  course,  the  wind  draws  forth 
From  rocks,  woods,  caverns,  heaths,  and  dashing  shores; 
And  well  those  lofty  brethren  bear  their  part 
In  the  wild  concert,  — chiefly  when  the  etorm 
Kidea  high:  then  all  the  npper  air  they  fill 
With  roaring  sound,  that  ceases  niat  to  flow, 
Like  smoke,  along  the  level  of  the  blast, 
In  mighty  onrrent;  theirs,  too,  is  the  song 

Some  of  Oio  Solitwy'e  traite  of  character  are  charmingly  suieeetert  in  this  In- 
iloijof  his  room.  Thepassairti  nlwa; a  remtnile  me  or  ScoK'a  dellKhEOil  portrait 
:or  Ur.  JoUHOuia  OldbDCk'a  BancCum  In  The  Anti^uaiy,  which  was  pnbllBbed  in 
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Of  stream  and  headlong  flood  that  seldom  fails; 
And,  in  the  grim  and  breathless  hoar  of  noon, 
Methinks  that  I  have  beard  them  echo  back 
The  thunder's  greeting.    Nor  have  Nature's  laws 
Left  them  unguted  with  a  power  to  yield 
Music  of  finer  tone ;  a  harmony, 
So  do  I  call  it,  though  it  be  the  hand 
Of  silence,  though  there  be  no  voice :   the  clouds. 
The  mist,  the  shadows,  light  of  golden  suns, 
Motions  of  moonlight,  all  come  thither,  —  touch. 
And  have  an  answer,  —  thither  come,  and  shape 
A  language  not  unwelcome  to  sick  hearts 
And  idle  spirits :  there  the  Sun  himself, 
At  the  calm  close  of  Summer's  longest  day. 
Bests  his  sahstantial  orb:  between  those  heights 
And  on  the  top  of  either  pinnacle. 
More  keenly  than  elsewhere  in  night's  blue  vault. 
Sparkle  the  stars,  as  of  their  station  proud. 
Thoughts  are  not  busier  in  the  mind  of  man 
Than  the  mute  agents  stirring  there:  — alone 
Here  do  I  sit  and  watch." 

A  fall  of  voice, 
B^rettod  like  the  nightingale's  last  note, 
H^  scarcely  closed  this  high-wrought  strain  of  mptun^ 
Ere  with  invitiog  smile  the  Wanderer  said : 
"  Now  for  the  tale  with  which  yon  threaten'd  us ! "  — 
"  In  truth  the  threat  escaped  me  unawares : 
Should  the  tale  tire  you,  let  this  challenge  stand 
For  my  excuse.     Diasever'd  from  mankind. 
As  to  your  eyes  and  thoughts  wo  must  have  seem'd 
When  ye  loot'd  down  upon  us  from  the  ci"ag, 
Islaniiera  'mid  a  stormy  mountain  sea, 
We  are  not  so :  perpetually  we  touch 
Upon  the  vulgar  orainaneea  of  the  world; 
And  he  whom  this  our  cottage  hath  to-day 
Belinquish'd  lived  dependent  for  his  bread 
Upon  the  laws  of  public  charity. 
The  Housewife,  tempted  by  such  slender  gains 
As  might  from  that  occasion  be  distill'd, 
Open'd,  as  she  before  had  done  for  me. 
Her  doors  to  admit  this  homeless  Pensioner; 
The  portion  gave  of  coarse  but  wholesome  fare 
Which  appetite  required ;  a  blind  dull  nook, 
Such  as  she  had,  the  kennel  of  his  rest] 
This,  in  itself  not  ill,  would  yet  have  been 
111  borne  in  earlier  life;  bnt  nis  was  now 
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The  still  conteiitednegs  of  seventy  years. 

Calm  did  he  sit  under  the  wide-spread  tree 

Of  his  old  age;  and  yet  less  calm  and  meek, 

Winningly  meek  or  venerably  calm, 

Than  slow  and  torpid ;  paying  in  this  wise 

A  penalty,  if  penalty  it  were, 

For  spendthnft  feats,  excesses  of  his  prime. 

I  loved  the  old  Man,  for  I  pitied  him. 

A  task  it  was,  I  own,  to  hold  disconrse 

With  one  so  slow  in  gathering  up  his  thonghta, 

Bnt  ho  was  a  cheap  pleasure  to  my  eyes ; 

Mild,  inoffensive,  ready  in  his  way. 

And  helpfnl  to  his  utmost  power:  and  there 

Our  housewife  knew  fnll  well  what  she  possess'dl 

He  was  her  vassal  of  all  labour,  till'd 

Her  garden,  from  the  pasture  fetch'd  her  kine; 

And,  one  among  the  orderly  array 

Of  hay-makers,  beneath  the  burning  Sun 

Maintained  his  place ;  or  heedfully  pursued 

His  course,  on  errands  bound,  to  other  vales, 

Leading  sometimes  an  inexperienced  child 

Too  young  for  any  profitable  task. 

So  moved  ne  like  a  shadow  that  perfonn'd 

Substantial  service.     Mark  me  now,  and  learn 

For  what  reward  I    The  Moon  her  monthly  round 

Hath  not  completed  since  our  dame,  the  queen 

Of  this  one  cottage  and  this  lonely  dale, 

Into  my  little  ganetnary  rnsh'd, — 

Voice  to  a  rnef  ul  treble  hnmanised. 

And  features  in  deplorable  dismay. 

I  treat  the  matter  Tightly,  but,  alas  I 

It  is  most  serious:  persevering  rain 

Hod  fallen  in  torrents;  all  the  monntain  tops 

Were  hidden,  and  black  vapours  coursed  their  sides : 

This  had  I  seen,  and  saw ;  bnt,  till  she  spake, 

Was  wholly  ignorant  that  my  ancient  Friend  — 

Who  at  her  bi^-ding,  early  and  alone, 

Had  clomb  aloft  to  delve  the  moorland  turf 

For  winter  fnel —  to  his  noontide  meal 

Eeturn'd  not,  and  now,  haply,  on  the  heights 

Lay  at  the  mercy  of  this  raging  storm. 

'Inhuman!'  saidi;  'was  an  old  Man's  life 

Not  worth  the  trouble  of  a  thought  ? — alas! 

This  notice  comes  too  late.'    With  joy  I  saw 

Her  husband  eater,  —  from  a  distant  vale. 

We  sallied  forUi  together;  found  the  tools 

r.ni-iMvGoOglc 
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Which  the  neglected  Teteran  had  dropp'd, 
But  through  m\  quarters  look'd  for  him  in  rain. 
We  shouted,  —  but  no  answer !    Darkness  fell 
Without  remisaiou  of  tlie  blast  or  shower. 
And  feara  for  our  own  safety  drove  u8  Jiome. 

I,  who  weep  little,  did,  I  will  confess, 
The  moment  I  was  seated  here  alone. 
Honour  my  little  coll  with  some  few  tears 
Which  anger  and  resentment  could  not  dry. 
All  night  the  storm  endured ;  and,  soon  as  help 
Had  been  collected  from  the  neighbouring  vale, 
With  morning  we  renew'd  our  quest :  the  wind 
Was  fallen,  the  rain  abated,  but  the  hills 
Lay  shrouded  in  impenetrable  mist ; 
And  long  and  hopelesslrwe  sought  in  vain  ; 
'Till,  chancing  on  that  lofty  ridge  to  pass 
A  heap  of  ruin,  almost  without  walls 
And  wholly  without  roof,  (the  bleach'd  remains 
Of  a  small  chapel,  where,  in  ancient  time. 
The  peasants  of  these  lonely  valleys  used 
To  meet  for  worship  on  that  central  height,) 
We  there  espied  the  object  of  our  search. 
Lying  full  three  parts  buried  among  tufts 
Of  heath-plant,  under  and  above  him  strewn, 
To  baffle,  as  ho  might,  the  watery  storm : 
And  there  we  found  him  breathing  peaceably, 
Snug  as  a  child  that  hides  itself  in  sport 
'Mid  a  green  hay-cock  in  a  sunny  field. 
We  spake,  —  he  made  reply,  but  vould  not  stir 
At  our  entreaty;  less  from  want  of  power 
Than  apprehension  and  bewildering  thoughts.* 

So  was  he  lifted  gently  JErom  the  ground. 
And  with  their  freight  homeward  the  shepherds  moved 
Through  the  dull  mist,  I  following ;  when  a  step, 
A  single  step,  that  freed  me  from  the  skirts 
Of  the  blind  vapour,  open'd  to  my  yiev 
Glory  beyond  all  glory  ever  seen  « 

By  waking  aenae  or  by  the  dreaming  soul  I 
Tn'  appearance,  inatantaneonaly  disclosed, 
Was  of  a  mighty  city, — boldly  aay 

T  Thea(KK)imtglvenbTlluiSollti>TT,lnRllltuitbelsng«toUleelura<!teroftt«CMd 
)faji.wBs  taken  tram  a  Gnsmere  paaper,  who  voa  boiirdecl  Id  (be  but  boose  qiiM- 
tingUieTaleontheroad  toAmblegldei  tbscbaraoterofthe  hoeUBE,aB(IaUdiat  b» 
fellttae  poor  man  upon  the  moimlaln,  beloogs  to  Patenlale.  The  womaa  I  kMW 
ton  aa  1  UaHoribe.  The  mlns  of  the  old  chspA 
may  yet  be  traced,  and  stood  npon  tbeiURS 
id  Hartinclalei  hsviiig  b««n  placed  theon  fir 
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A  wilderness  of  building,  sinking  far 

And  sclf-withdrnwa  into  a  bonndlcss  depth. 

Far  sinking  into  eplendouv, — without  endl 

Fabric  it  eeem'd  of  diamond  and  of  gold. 

With  alabaster  domes,  and  silver  spires, 

And  blazing  terrace  upon  terrace,  liigh 

Uplifted ;  here,  serene  paviliona  bright, 

In  avenues  disposed ;  there,  towers  begirt 

With  battlements  that  on  their  restless  fronts 

Bore  stars,  —  illuminatioD  of  all  gems  1 

By  earthly  nature  had  th'  effect  been  wrought 

Upon  the  dark  materials  of  the  storm 

Now  pacified;  on  them,  and  on  the  coves 

And  mountain-steeps  and  summits,  whereonto 

The  vapours  had  receded,  taking  there 

Their  station  under  a  cerulean  sky. 

O,  'twas  an  unimaginable  sight! 

Clouds,  mists,  streams,  watery  rocks  aud  emerald  tur^ 

Clouds  of  ail  tincture,  rocks  and  sa^hire  sky, 

Confused,  commingled,  mutually  innamed, 

Molten  together,  and  composing  thns, 

Each  lost  in  each,  that  marvellous  array 

Of  temple,  palace,  citadel,  and  huge 

Fantastic  pomp  of  structore  without  name. 

In  fleecy  folds  voluminoos,  enwrapp'd. 

Bight  in  the  midst,  where  interspace  appear'd 

Of  open  court,  an  object  like  a  throne 

Under  a  shiniug  canopy  of  state 

Stood  fls'd ;  and  fiz'd  resemblances  were  seen 

To  implements  of  ordinary  use. 

But  vast  in  size,  in  snbatance  glorified; 

Such  as  by  Hebrew  Prophets  wore  beheld 

In  vision,  —  forms  uncouth  of  mightiest  power 

For  admiration  and  mysterious  awe.* 

This  little  Vale,  a  dwelliug-place  of  Man, 

Lay  low  beneath  my  feet;  'twas  visible, — 

I  saw  not,  but  I  felt  that  it  was  there. 

That  which  I  saw  was  the  reveal'd  abode 

Of  Spirits  in  beatitude ;  ray  heart 

SwelPd  in  my  breaat.     '  I  have  been  dead,'  I  cried, 

'  And  now  I  live !     0 !  wherefore  do  I  live  ? ' 

And  with  that  pang  I  pra/d  to  be  no  more  1  — 

But  I  foiget  our  Charge,  as  utterly 

I  then  forgot  him :  —  there  I  stood  and  gazod : 

The  apparition  faded  not  away, 

diacloMd  above  and  among  tbe  moiinlaJDH  vma  do- 


i  ,    irOBDSWOBTH. 

And  I  deBcended.  —  Having  reached  the  house, 

I  found  its  rescued  inmate  safely  lodged, 

And  in  serene  possession  of  himself. 

Beside  a  fire  whose  genial  vartnth  seem'd  met 

By  a  faint  shining  from  the  heart,  a  gleam 

Of  comfort,  sprciM  over  his  pfillid  face. 

Great  show  of  joy  the  housewife  made,  and  truly 

Was  glad  to  find  her  cooBcieoce  set  at  ease; 

And  not  leas  glad,  for  sake  of  her  good  name. 

That  the  poor  Sufferer  had  escaped  with  life. 

Bat,  though  he  seem'd  at  first  to  have  received 

No  harm,  and  uncomplaining  as  before 

Went  though  his  usual  tasks,  a  silent  change 

Soon  show'u  itself:  he  linger'd  three  short  weeks; 

And  from  the  cottage  hath  heen  borne  to-day. 

So  ends  my  dolorous  tale,  and  glad  I  am 
That  it  is  ended."    At  these  words  he  turn'd. 
And,  with  blithe  air  of  open  fellowship, 
Brought  from  the  cupboard  wine  and  stouter  cheer, 
Like  one  who  would  oe  merry.     Seeing  this. 
My  groy-hair'd  Friend  said  courteously,  "  Nay,  nay. 
You  have  regaled  us  as  a  hermit  ought; 
Now  let  us  £rth  into  the  ennl" —  Our  Host 
Kose,  though  reluctantly,  and  forth  we  went. 


BOOK    THIRD. 


DESPONDENCY. 

A  HUMMING  bee,  a  little  tinkling  riU, 

A  pair  of  falcons  wheeling  on  the  wing. 

In  clamorous  agitation,  roand  the  crest 

Of  a  tall  rock,  their  airy  citadel, — 

By  each  and  all  of  these  the  pensive  ear 

Was  greeted,  in  the  silence  that  ensued. 

When  through  the  cottage-threshold  we  had  pass'd. 

And,  deep  within  that  lonesome  valley,  stood 

Once  more  beneath  the  concave  of  a  blue 

And  cloudless  sky,  —  Anon  ezclaim'd  our  Host, 

Triumphantly  dispersing  with  tho  taunt 

The  shade  of  discontent  which  on  his  brow 

Had  gather'd,  "  Ye  have  left  my  cell,  —  but  see 

•cribetl  piutl7  ftvm  what  mr  fHeud.  Hr.  Luff,  who  tben  lived  in  Pslerdole,  viU 

Xa  tliia  melimcboly  occasioD,  uiil  partly  troia  vbat  Mrs.  Wordsvorth  utd 
I,  in  company  with  Sir  ticorge  Hud  Lady  Beaomant,  abore  Haitsbope  Hi 
onr  vaj  rtom  Poterdato  to  Ambtealde. — JuUar'i  Sotea,  ISO. 
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How  Natnre  hems  yoa  in  with  friendly  arms  I 

And  bv  her  help  ye  are  my  prisoners  still. 

But  which  way  shall  I  lead  yon  ?  how  contrive 

[n  spot  so  parsimonionsly  endow'd, 

That  the  brief  hoars  which  yet  remain  mav  reap 

Some  recompense  of  knowledge  or  delight  i"' 

So  saying,  round  he  look'd,  as  if  perplex'd ; 

And,  to  rcmoTc  those  donbts,  my  grey-haired  Friend 

Said,  "  Shall  we  take  this  pathway  for  our  gaide  P 

Upward  it  winds,  as  if,  in  summer  heats, 

Its  line  had  first  been  fashion'd  by  the  flock 

Seeking  a  place  of  refuge  at  the  root 

Of  yon  black  Yew-tree,  whose  protruded  boughs 

Darken  the  silver  bosom  of  the  cr^. 

From  which  she  draws  her  meagre  sustenance. 

There  in  commodious  shelter  may  we  rest. 

Or  let  us  trace  this  streamlet  to  its  source : 

Feebly  it  tinkles  with  an  earthy  sound. 

And  a  few  steps  may  bring  ns  to  the  spot 

Where,  haply,  crown'd  with  flowerets  and  green  herbs, 

The  mountain  infant  to  the  sun  comes  forth. 

Like  human  life  from  darkness."  —  A  qnick  turn 

Through  a  strait  passage  of  encumber'd  ground 

Proved  that  such  nope  was  vain ;  for  now  we  stood 

Shut  out  from  prospect  of  the  open  vale. 

And  saw  the  water,  that  composed  this  rill, 

Descending,  disembodied,  and  diffused 

O'er  the  smooth  surface  of  an  ample  crag, 

Lofty,  and  steep,  and  naked  as  a  tower. 

All  further  progress  here  was  barr'd.    And  who. 

Thought  1,  if  master  of  a  vacant  hour, 

Here  would  not  linger,  willingly  detain'd  ? 

Whether  to  such  wild  objects  he  were  led 

When  copious  rains  have  magnified  the  stream 

Into  a  loud  and  white-robed  waterfall. 

Of  introduced  at  this  more  quiet  time. 

Upon  a  semicirque  of  turf-clad  ground. 
The  hidden  nook  discover'd  to  our  view 
A  mass  of  rock,  resembling,  as  it  la^ 
Right  at  the  foot  of  that  moist  precipice, 
A  stranded  ship,  with  keel  nptum'd,  that  rests 
Fearless  of  winds  and  waves.    Three  several  stones 
Stood  near,  of  smaller  size,  and  not  unlike 
To  monumental  pillars:  and,  from  these 
Some  little  space  disjoin'd,  a  pair  were  seen, 
That  with  united  shoulders  bore  aloft 

rM,i",i-,GoO'^lc 
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A  fragment,  like  an  altar,  flat  and  smooth: 
Barren  the  tablet,  yet  thereon  appear'd 
A  tall  aud  shining  holly,  that  had  found 
A  hospitable  chioK,  and  stood  upright. 
As  if  inserted  by  some  haman  hand 
In  mockery,  to  wither  in  the  bod. 
Or  lav  its  beauty  flat  before  a  breeze. 
The  first  that  enter'd.     But  no  breeze  did  now 
Find  entrance :  high  or  low  appear'd  no  trace 
Of  motion,  save  the  water  that  descended. 
Diffused  adown  that  biirrier  of  steep  rock. 
And  softly  creeping,  like  a  breath  of  air, 
Such  as  is  sometimes  seen,  and  hardly  seen, 
To  brush  the  still  breast  of  a  ciystal  lake. 

"  Behold  a  cabinet  for  sages  built, 
Which  kings  might  enyyl"  —  Praise  to  this  efFect 
Broke  from  the  happy  old  Man's  reverend  hp ; 
Who  to  the  Solita^  tum'd,  and  said, 
"  In  sooth,  with  love's  familiar  privilege. 
You  have  decried  the  wealth  which  is  your  own. 
Among  these  rocks  and  stones,  methinks  I  see 
More  than  the  heedless  impress  that  belongs 
To  lonely  Nature's  casual  work:  they  bear 
A  semblance  strange  of  power  intelhgent. 
And  of  design  not  wholly  worn  away. 
Boldest  of  plants  that  ever  faced  the  wind, 
How  gracefully  that  slender  shrub  looks  forth 
From  its  fantastic  birth-place  I    And  I  own. 
Some  shadowy  intimations  haunt  me  here. 
That  in  these  shows  a  chronicle  eurvivee 
Of  pnrposes  akin  to  those  of  Man, 
But  wrought  with  mightier  arm  than  now  prevails. 
Voiceless  the  stream  ifcseenda  into  the  gulf 
With  timid  lapse;  and,  lo!  while  iu  this  strait 
I  stand,  the  chasm  of  sky  above  my  head 
Is  heaven's  profoundest  azure ;  no  domain 
For  fickle,  snoi't-lived  cionds  to  occupy, 
Or  to  pass  through ;  bat  rather  an  abyss 
In  which  the  everlasting  stars  abide ; 
And  whose  soft  gloom  and  boundless  depth  might  tempt 
The  curions  eye  to  look  for  them  by  day, — 
Hail  Contemplation !  from  the  stately  towers, 
R«ar'd  by  th'  industrious  hand  of  human  art 
To  lift  thee  high  above  the  misty  air 
And  tnrbulenco  of  murmuring  cities  vast; 
From  academic  groves,  that  have  for  thee 
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Been  planted,  hither  come  and  Sud  a  lodge 

To  which  thoa  mayat  resort  for  holier  peace, — 

From  whose  calm  centre  thou,  through  height  or  depth, 

Mayst  penetrate,  wherever  truth  Bhall  lead  ; 

Measuring  through  all  degrees,  until  the  scale 

Of  time  and  cooficious  nature  disappear, 

Lost  in  unsearchable  eternity!" 

A  pause  ensued ;  and  with  minuter  care 
We  Bcann'd  the  various  features  of  the  Bceoe : 
And  soon  the  Tenant  of  that  lonely  vale 
With  courteous  voice  thus  spake: 

"  I  should  have  grieved 
Hereafter,  not  escaping  self-reproach, 
If  from  my  poor  retirement  ye  had  gone 
Leaving  this  nook  auviaited :  but,  in  sooth. 
Your  unexpected  presence  had  so  roused 
My  spirits,  that  they  were  bent  on  enterprise; 
And,  like  au  ardent  hunter,  I  forgot, 
Or,  shall  I  say  ?  disdain'd,  the  game  that  lurka 
At  my  own  door.    Tho  shapes  before  our  eyea 
And  their  arrangement,  doubtless  must  be  deem'd 
The  sport  of  Nature,  aided  by  blind  Chance 
Bndely  to  mock  the  works  of  toilin^  Man. 
And  hence,  this  upright  shaft  of  unhewn  stone. 
From  Fancy,  willing  to  set  off  her  stores 
By  sounding  titles,  hath  acquired  the  name 
Of  Pompey^  pillar;  that  I  gravely  style 
My  Theban  obelisk ;  and,  there,  behold 
A  Druid  cromlech  1*  —  thns  I  entertain 
The  antiquarian  humour,  and  am  pleased 
To  skim  along  the  surfaces  of  things. 
Beguiling  harmlessly  the  listless  hours. 
But,  if  the  spirit  be  oppress'd  by  sense 
Of  instability,  revolt,  decay. 

And  change,  and  emptiness,  these  freaks  of  Katnre, 
And  her  blind  helper  Chance,  do  then  suffice 
To  quicken,  and  to  aggravate,  —  to  feed 
Pity  and  scorn,  and  melancholy  pride, 
Not  less  than  that  huge  Pile  (from  some  abyss 
Of  mortal  power  nnquestionably  sprung) 
Whose  hoary  diadem  of  pendent  rocks 
Confines  the  shrill-voiccd  whirlwind  round  and  round 
Eddying  within  its  vast  circumference, 

V  Cnmleck  la  the  name  give  .  __  . 
ftnbflB  aro  placed  uprl^t,  and  a  largB 
tonaextj  iDhablUd  b;  tbe  Celts,  and  hi 
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On  Saram's  naked  plain ; '  than  pyramid 

Of  Egypt,  unsubverted,  undissolved; 

Or  Syria's  marble  ruins  towering  high 

Above  the  sandy  desert,  in  the  light 

Of  Sun  or  Moon.  —  Foi^ive  me,  if  I  say 

That  an  appearance  which  hath  raised  your  miada 

To  an  exalted  piteh  (the  self-same  cau^e 

Different  effect  producing)  is  for  me 

Fraught  rather  with  depression  than  delight, 

Though  shame  it  were,  could  I  not  look  around. 

By  the  reflection  of  your  pleasure,  pleased. 

Yet  happier,  in  my  judgment,  even  than  you 

With  your  bright  transports  fairly  may  be  deem'd. 

The  wandering  Herbalist,  who,  clear  alike 

From  vain,  and,  that  worse  evil,  vexing  thoughta, 

Casta,  if  he  ever  chimce  to  enter  here. 

Upon  these  uncouth  Forms  a  slight  regard 

Of  transitory  interest,  and  peeps  round 

For  some  rare  floweret  of  the  hills,  or  plant 

Of  craggy  fountain;  what  he  hopes  for  wins, 

Or  learns,  at  least,  that  'tis  not  t^  be  won : 

Then,  keen  and  eager,  as  a  fine-nosed  hound 

By  soul-engrpssing  instinct  driven  along 

Through  wood  or  open  field,  the  harmless  Man 

Departs,  intent  upon  his  onward  quest!  — 

Nor  is  that  Fellow-wanderer,  so  deem  I, 

Less  to  he  envied,  {you  may  trace  him  oft 

By  scars  which  his  activity  has  left 

Beside  our  roads  and  pathways,  though,  thank  Heaven  I 

This  covert  nook  reports  not  of  his  hand,) 

He  who  with  pocket-hammer  smites  the  edge 

Of  luckless  rock  or  prominent  stone,  disguised 

In  weather-stains  or  crusted  o'er  by  Nature 

With  her  first  growths,  detaching  by  the  stroke 

A  chip  or  splinter,  —  to  resolve  his  doubts ; 

And,  with  that  ready  answer  satisfied, 

The  substance  classes  by  some  barbarous  name. 

And  hurries  on ;  or  from  the  fragments  picks 

Sarum  ia  tiD  oil!  contraotloii  of  SalMnTu.  ana  tlw  plain  so  nDDied  is  the  larfFeM 
eof  level  aiirl^ce  in  EuglBnii.    Formerly  il  WB9  n  lauel^.  <Usnii^i  weiiil  ulncs, 

is  Ml}  nolea  lor  itB  antiquities  handed  down  from  prehistoric  times;  Mvr  of 
th  is  the  "  huge  Fils  "  here  apokun  of,  n  vast  monnment  or  monnil  cniDpuBeil  of 
b  and  iitODtia.  Wordaworth  elsewhere  deacrihea  it  as  a  "Ihbriitor  myalevioua 
1,"  where  "winds  meet  in  conllictt,  each  by  turns  saprcmc.''  There  he  IhhI  the 
le  of  one  of  his  early  poems,  called  Ouitt  and  Borroa,  in  wblch  wo  liave  the  foUow. 
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His  specimen,  if  but  haply  interrein'd 

With  sparkling  mineral,  or  should  crystal  cnbo 

Lurk  in  its  cells,  —  and  thinks  himself  enrich'd. 

Wealthier,  and  doubtless  wiser,  than  before  1 

Intrusted  safely  each  to  his  pursuit, 

Earnest  alike,  let  both  from  nill  to  bill 

Range;  if  it  please  them,  speed  from  clime  to  clime; 

The  mind  is  fnll,  —  and  free  from  pain  their  pastime." 

"  Then,"  said  I,  interposing,  "  One  is  near, 
Who  cannot  but  possess  in  your  esteem 
Place  worthier  still  of  envy.     May  I  name, 
Without  offence,  that  fair-faced  cottage-boy? 
Dame  Nature's  pupil  of  the  lowest  form,* 
Youngest  apprentice  in  the  school  of  arti 
Him,  as  we  enter'd  from  the  open  glen, 
You  might  have  noticed,  busily  engaged  — 
Heart,  soul,  and  hands  —  in  mending  the  defects 
Left  in  the  fabric  of  a  leaky  dam 
£aised  for  enabling  this  penurious  stream 
To  turn  a  slender  mill  (that  new-made  pi   " 
For  his  delight,  —  the  happiest  he  of  all! ' 

"  Far  happiest,"  answer'd  the  desponding  Man, 
"If,  such  as  now  he  is,  he  might  remain! 
Ah !  what  avails  ima^nation  nigh 
Or  question  deep  ?  what  profits  all  that  earth. 
Or  heaven's  blue  vault,  is  suffer'd  to  put  forth 
Of  impulse  or  allurement,  for  the  Soul 
To  quit  the  beaten  track  of  life,  and  soar 
Far  as  she  finds  a  yielding  element 
In  past  or  future ;  far  as  she  can  go 
Through  time  or  space, — if  neither  in  the  one, 
»    Nor  in  the  other  region,  nor  in  aught 

That  Fancy,  drcamiiiff  o'er  the  map  of  things. 

Hath  placed  beyond  these  penetrable  bounds, 

Words  of  asBurauce  can  be  heard ;  if  nowhere 

A  habitation,  for  consummate  good. 

Or  for  progressive  virtue,  by  the  search 

Can  be  attain'd,  —  a  better  sanctuary 

From  doubt  and  sorrow,  than  the  senseless  grave?  " 

"  Is  this,"  the  grcy-hair'd  Wanderer  mildly  said, 
"The  voice,  which  we  so  lately  overheard, 
To  that  same  child  addressing  tenderly 
The  consolations  of  a  hopeful  mind  ? 
'  His  body  is  at  rest,  his  soul  in  Heaven.' 

9    In  the  EnRliab  Bchoola,  fijrm  U  Dsod  for  dati.    Th«  word  grow  lulo  (och  ua 
from  bclDS  Bpl>ue<l  to  tbe  baitha  oa  wblcb  the  papila  sat. 
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These  were  your  words ;  and,  verily,  tnethinks 
Wisdom  is  oft-times  nearer  when  we  etoop 
Than  when  we  soar." 

The  Other,  not  displeased. 
Promptly  replied,  "  My  notion  is  the  enma 
And  I,  without  relnctance,  could  decline 
All  act  of  inquisition  whence  we  rise. 
And  what,  when  breath  hath  ceased,  we  may  become. 
Here  are  we,  in  a  bright  and  breathing  world. 
Oar  origiu,  what  matters  it  ?    In  lack 
Of  worthier  esplanution,  say  at  once 
With  the  American  (a  thought  which  suits 
The  place  where  now  we  st^d)  that  certain  men 
Leapt  out  together  from  a  rocky  cave; 
And  these  were  the  first  parents  of  mankind: 
Or,  if  a  different  image  be  recall'd 
By  the  warm  sunshine,  and  the  jocund  voice 
Of  insects  chirping  out  their  careless  lives 
On  these  soft  beds  of  thyme-besprinkled  turf. 
Choose,  with  the  gay  Athenian,  a  conceit 
As  sound ;  —  blithe  race !  whose  muntles  were  bedcck'd 
With  golden  grasshoppers,  in  sign  that  they 
Had  sprung,  like  those  bright  creatures,  from  the  soil 
Whereon  their  endless  generations  dwelt. 
But  stop!  —  these  theoretic  fancies  jar 
On  serious  minds :  then,  as  the  Hindoos  draw 
Their  holv  Ganges  from  a  skyey  fount, 
Even  so  deduce  the  stream  of  human  life 
From  seats  of  power  dirine ;  and  hope,  or  tmat. 
That  our  existence  winds  her  stately  course 
Beneath  the  Sun,  like  Ganges,  to  make  part 
Of  a  living  ocean ;  or,  to  smk  engulf'd,  » 

Like  Niger,  in  impenetrable  sands 
And  utter  darkness; — thought  which  may  be  faoed, 
Though  comfortless  t 

Not  of  myself  I  speak ; 
Such  acquiescence  neither  doth  imply. 
In  me,  a  meekly-bending  spirit  soothed 
By  natural  piety  ;  nor  a  lofty  mind, 
By  philosophic  discipline  prepared 
For  calm  subjection  to  acknowledged  law ; 
Pleased  to  have  been,  contented  not  to  be. 
Such  palms  I  boast  not;  —  no  I  to  me,  who  find, 
Beviewing  my  past  way,  much  to  condemn, 
Little  to  praise,  and  nothing  to  regret, 
(Save  some  remembronccB  of  dream-like  joys 

L  :       I..  (Kittle 
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That  scarcely  seem  to  have  belong'd  to  me,) 
If  I  must  take  my  choice  between  the  pair 
That  rule  alternately  the  weary  hours, 
Night  is  thaii  day  more  4ccepktble ;  Bleep 
Doth,  in  my  estimate  of  good,  appear 
A  better  state  than  waking ;  death  than  sleep ; 
Feelingly  sweet  is  stillness  after  storm,  ' 
Thongn  under  covert  of  the  wormy  ground  I 

Yet  be  it  said,  in  justice  to  myself. 
That  in  more  genial  times,  when  I  was  free 
To  explore  the  destiny  of  human  kind, 
(\ot  as  an  intellectual  game  pursued 
With  curious  subtilty,  from  wish  to  cheat 
Irksome  sensations;  but  by  love  of  truth 
Urged  on,  or  haply  by  intense  delight 
Infeediug  thought,  wherever  thought  could  feed,) 
I  did  not  rank  with  those  —  t^o  dull  or  nice. 
For  to  my  judgment  such  tliej  then  appear 'd, 
Or  too  aspiring,  thankless  at  the  best  — 
Who,  in  tnis  uame  of  human  life,  perceive 
An  object  whereunto  their  souls  are  tied 
In  discontented  wedlock;  nor  did  e'er, 
From  me,  those  dark  impervious  shades  that  himg 
Upon  the  region  whither  we  are  bound 
Exclude  a  power  to  enjoy  the  vital  beams 
Of  present  BQoshine.  —  Deities  that  fioat 
On  wings,  angelic  Spirits,  I  could  muse 
O'er  what  from  eldest  time  we  have  been  told 
Of  your  bright  forms  and  glorious  faculties. 
And  with  th'  imagination  rest  content, 
Kot  wishing  more ;  repining  not  to  troad 
The  little  biduous  path  of  earthly  care. 
By  flowers  embellish 'd,  and  by  springs  refreah'd.  — 
'  Blow,  winds  of  Autumn  1  let  your  chilling  breath 
Take  the  live  herbage  from  the  mead,  and  strip 
The  shady  forest  of  its  green  attire ; 
And  let  the  bursting  clouds  to  fury  ronse 
The  gentle  brooks  I    Your  desolating  sway. 
Sheds,'  I  cxclaim'd, '  no  sadnetts  upon  me, 
And  no  disorder  in  your  rage  I  find. 
What  dignity,  what  beauty,  in  this  change 
From  mild  to  angrv,  and  from  ead  to  gay. 
Alternate  and  revolving  1     How  benign, 
How  rich  in  siuimation  and  delight. 
How  bountiful  these  elements,  compared 
With  aught,  as  more  desirable  and  fair, 
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Devised  by  fancy  for  the  golden  ^;o; 

Or  the  perpetnal  irarbling  that  prevails 

In  Arcady,*  beneath  unalter'd  skies, 

Through  the  long  year  in  constant  quiet  bound, 

Night  Dush'd  as  night,  and  day  serene  as  day ! '  ^ 

But  why  this  tedious  record  ? — Age,  we  know. 

Is  garrulous ;  and  solitude  is  apt 

To  anticipate  the  privilege  of  Age. 

From  far  ye  come;  and  Burely  with  a  hope 

Of  better  entertainment: — let  us  hence f" 

Loth  to  forsake  the  spot,  and  stilt  more  loth 
To  be  diverted  from  our  present  theme, 
I  said,  "  My  thoughts,  agreeing,  Sir,  with  yoora. 
Would  pusn  this  censure'  further:  for,  if  smiles 
Of  scornful  pity  be  the  just  reward 
Of  Poesy  thus  courteously  employ'd 
In  framing  models  to  improve  the  scheme 
Of  Man's  existence,  and  recast  the  world, 
Why  should  not  grave  Philosophy  be  styled, 
Herself,  a  dreamer  of  a  kindred  stock, 
A  dreamer  yet  more  spiritless  and  dull  7 
Yes,  shall  the  fine  immunities  she  boasta 
Establish  sounder  titles  of  esteem 
For  her  who  (all  too  timid  and  reserved 
For  onset,  for  resistance  too  inert. 
Too  weak  for  snSeriug,  and  tor  hope  too  tame) 
Placed,  among  flowery  gardens  cnrtaia'd  ronnd 
With  world-excluding  groves,  the  brotherhood 
Of  soft  Epicureans,  taught —  if  they 
The  ends  of  being  would  secure,  and  win 
The  crown  of  wisdom  —  to  yield  np  their  soula 
To  a  volnptuoua  unconcern,  preferring 
Tranquillity  to  all  things.     Or  is  she, 
I  cried,  "  more  worthy  of  regard,  the  Power 
Who,  for  the  sake  of  sterner  quiet,  closed 
The  Stoic's  heart  against  the  vain  ^proach 
Of  admiration,  and  all  sense  of  joy? 

His  countenance  gave  notice  that  my  zeal 
Accorded  little  with  his  present  mind ; 
I  ceased,  and  he  resumed:  "Ah !  gentle  Sir, 
Slight,  if  you  will,  the  means;  but  spare  to  slight 
The  end  of  those  who  did,  by  system,  rank. 
As  the  prime  object  of  a  wise  man's  aim, 

S  BcfbrrlDK  to  tbo  ancient  Greak  Arcadia,  where  the  flibleil  gnldcn  ttgo  llad  tU 
tniiM^pal  seat.    Bee  psga  MS,  note  7. 

4  Omturt  hete  It  opiraaa  or  JudgmriU!  On  olATaeKaiogoIOiawor<i.  Tcry<iltaoM 
1>  Sbakeapeara. 
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Seoaritj  from  shock  of  accident, 

Belease  from  fear;  and  cherish'd  peaceful  dajs 

For  their  own  sakes,  as  mortal  life's  chief  good. 

And  only  reasonable  felicity. 

What  motive  drew,  what  impulse,  I  would  ask, 

Through  a  long  coarse  of  later  ages,  drove, 

The  hermit  to  his  cell  in  forest  wide; 

Or  what  detain'd  him,  till  his  closing  eyes 

Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  Sun  and  stars. 

Past  anchored  in  the  desert  ?  —  Not  alone 

Dread  of  the  persecuting  sword,  remorse, 

Wrongs  unredresa'd,  or  insults  unavenged 

And  unavengeable,  defeated  pride. 

Prosperity  subverted,  maddening  want. 

Friendship  betray'd,  affection  unretum'd. 

Love  with  despair,  or  grief  in  agony;  — 

Kot  alwava  from  intolerable  pangs 

He  fled ;  out,  compaas'd  round  by  pleaeure,  sigh'd 

For  independent  happiness;  craving  peace. 

The  central  feeling  of  all  happiness, 

Not  as  a  refuge  from  distress  or  pain, 

A  breathing-time,  vacation,  or  a  truce. 

But  for  its  absolute  self;  a  life  of  peace. 

Stability  without  regret  or  fear; 

That  hath  been,  is,  and  shall  be  evermore  I 

Such  the  reward  ho  sought ;  and  wore  out  life 

There,  where  on  few  external  things  his  heart 

Was  set,  and  those  his  own ;  or,  if  not  his. 

Subsisting  nnder  Nature's  steadfast  law. 

What  other  yearning  was  the  master-tie 
Of  the  monastic  brotherhood,  upon  rock 
Aerial,  or  in  green  secluded  vale, 
One  after  one,  collected  from  afar. 
An  undiseolving  fellowship  ?    What  but  this. 
The  universal  instinct  of  repose, 
The  longing  for  confirm'd  tranquillity, 
Inward  and  outward ;  hnmble,  yet  suolime  ? 
The  life  where  hope  and  memory  are  as  one; 
Where  earth  is  quiet,  and  her  face  unchanged 
Save  by  the  simplest  toil  of  human  hands 
Or  season's  difference ;  the  immortal  Soul 
Consistent  in  self-rule;  and  Heaven  reveal'd 
To  meditation  in  that  quietness!  — 
Such  was  their  scheme:  and,  though  tho  wish'd-for  end 
By  multitudes  was.miss'd,  perhaps  attain'd 
By  none,  they  for  th'  attempt,  and  pains  employ'd, 
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Do,  in  mj  present  censnre,  stand  redeem'd 
From  the  unqualified  disc^in,  tliat  once 
Wonld  have  been  cast  upon  them  by  my  voice 
Delivering  her  decisions  from  the  seat 
Of  forward  yontU ;  that  scruples  not  to  solve 
Doubts,  and  determine  questions,  by  the  rolea 
Of  inexperienced  judgment,  ever  prone 
To  overweening  faith ;  and  is  inflamed, 
By  courage,  to  demand  from  real  lifo 
The  test  of  act  and  suffering,  to  provoke 
Hostility,  —  how  dreadful  when  it  cornea, 
^Vbether  affliction  be  the  foe,  or  guilt  1 

A  child  of  Earth,  I  rested,  in  that  stage 
Of  my  past  course  to  which  these  thoughts  odTert, 
Upon  Earth's  native  energies ;  forgetting 
That  mine  was  a  condition  which  required 
Nor  energy  nor  fortitude,  —  a  calm 
Without  vicissitude;  which,  if  the  like 
Had  been  presented  to  my  view  elsewhere, 
I  might  have  even  been  tempted  to  despise. 
But  no,  —  for  the  serene  was  also  bright; 
Enliven'd  happiness  with  joy  o'erflowing. 
With  joy,  and  —  0,  that  niemory  should  survive 
To  speak  the  wordl  —  with  rapture;  Nature's  boon. 
Life's  genuine  inspiration,  happiness 
Above  what  rules  can  teach  or  fancy  feign; 
Abused,  as  all  possessions  are  abused 
That  are  not  prized  according  to  their  worth. 
And  yet,  what  worth  ?  what  good  is  given  to  men. 
More  solid  than  the  gilded  clouds  of  nearen? 
What  joy  more  lasting  than  a  vernal  flower  ? 
None!  'tis  the  general  plaint  of  human  kind 
In  solitude ;  and  mutually  addi-ess'd 
From  each  to  all,  for  wisdom's  sake.    This  truth 
The  priest  announces  from  his  holy  seat : 
And,  crown'd  with  garlands  in  the  eanuner  grove^ 
The  poet  fits  it  to  his  pensive  lyre. 
Yet,  ere  that  final  resting-place  be  gain'd 
Sharp  contradictions  may  arise,  by  doom 
Of  this  same  life,  compelling  ua  to  grie?e 
That  the  prosperities  of  love  and  joy 
Should  be  permitted,  oft-times,  to  endure 
80  long,  and  be  at  once  cast  down  for  ever. 
0  tremble  I  ye,  to  whom  hath  been  assign'd 
A  course  of  days  composing  happy  months. 
And  they  as  happy  years ;  the  present  still 
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So  like  tbe  past,  and  both  bo  6rm  a  pledge 

Of  a  congenial  future,  that  the  wheels 

Of  pleasure  move  without  the  aid  of  hope : 

For  Mutability  is  Nature's  bane ; 

And  slighted  Hope  wiU  be  avenged;  and,  when 

Ye  neeuher  favours,  ye  shall  find  her  not ; 

Bnt  in  her  stead — fear — doubt  — and  agony  I" 

This  was  the  bitter  language  of  tbe  hei^: 
But,  while  he  spake,  look,  gesture,  tone  of  voio^ 
Though  discomposed  and  veliemcot,  wore  snch 
As  skill  and  graceful  nature  might  suggest 
To  a  proficient  of  the  tragic  scene 
Stan£ag  before  the  multitude,  beset 
With  dark  events.    Desirous  to  divert 
Or  stem  the  current  of  the  speaker's  thought^ 
We  eiffuified  a  wiah  to  leave  that  place 
Of  stillneBH  and  close  privacy,  a  nook 
Tbat  seem'd  for  self-examination  made ; 
Or,  for  confesaiou,  in  the  sinner's  need, 
Hidden  from  all  men's  view.    To  our  attempt 
He  yielded  not ;  bat,  pointing  to  a  slope 
Of  mossy  turf  defended  from  the  sun, 
And  on  that  couch  inviting  us  to  rest, 
Full  on  that  tender-hearted  Man  he  tum'd 
A  serious  eye,  and  thus  his  speech  rencw'd: 

"  You  never  saw,  your  eyes  did  never  look 
On  the  bright  form  of  Her  whom  once  I  loved : 
Her  silver  voice  was  heard  upon  the  Earth, 
A  sound  unknown  to  you ;  else,  honour'd  Friend  I 
Your  heart  had  borne  a  pitiable  share 
Of  what  I  BuSer'd,  when  f  wept  that  loss. 
And  suffer  now,  not  seldom,  from  the  thought 
Tbat  I  remember,  and  can  weep  no  more. 
Stripp'd  as  I  am  of  all  the  golden  fruit 
Of  self-esteem;  and  by  the  cutting  blasts 
Of  self-reproach  familiarly  asaail'd ; 
Yet  would  I  not  be  of  suc"a  wintry  bareness 
Bnt  that  some  leaf  of  your  regai-d  should  hong 
Upon  my  naked  branches.    Lively  thoughts 
Give  birth,  full  often,  to  unguarded  woi^s: 
I  grieve  that,  in  your  presence,  from  my  tongue 
Too  much  of  frailty  hath  already  dropp'd ; 
But  that  too  much  demands  still  moi-e. 

You  know, 
Bevered  Compatriot,  —  and  to  yon,  kind  Sir, 
(Not  to  be  deem'd  a  stranger,  as  you  come 
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Following  the  guidance  of  these  welcome  feet 

To  oar  secluded  vale,)  it  may  be  told,  — 

That  my  demerits  did  not  sne  iu  vain 

To  One  on  whose  mild  radiance  many  gazed 

With  hope,  and  all  with  pleasure,    l^is  fair  Bride, — 

In  the  dcTotednesa  of  yonthfnl  love, 

Preferring  me  to  parents  and  the  choir 

Of  gay  companions,  to  the  natal  roof, 

And  all  known  places  and  familiar  sights, 

(Eesign'd  with  sadness  gentiv  weighing  down 

Her  trembling  expectations,  nnt  no  more 

Than  did  to  her  dne  honour,  and  to  me 

Yielded,  that  day,  a  confidence  sublime 

In  what  I  had  to  bnild  npon,)^ — this  Bride, 

Young,  modest,  meek,  and  beautiful,  I  led 

To  a  low  cottage  in  a  sunny  bay. 

Where  the  salt  sea  innocuously  breaks. 

And  the  sea  breeze  as  innocently  breathes, 

On  Devon's  leafy  shores;  —  a  shelter'd  hold, 

In  a  soft  clime  enconraging  the  soil 

To  a  luxuriant  bounty  I  —  As  our  steps 

Approach  th'  embower'd  abode, — our  chosen  seat, — 

See,  rooted  in  the  earth,  her  kindly  bed. 

The  nnendaoger'd  myrtle,  deck'd  with  flowers, 

Before  the  threshold  stands  to  welcome  us! 

While,  in  the  flowering  myrtle's  neighbourhood. 

Not  overlook'd  but  courting  no  regard. 

Those  native  plants,  the  holly  and  the  yew, 

Gave  modest  intimation  to  the  mind 

How  willingly  their  aid  they  would  unite 

With  the  green  myrtle,  to  endear  the  hours 

Of  Winter,  and  protect  that  pleasant  place. — 

Wild  were  the  walks  upon  the  lonely  Downs, 

Track  leading  into  track ;  how  mark'd,  how  worn 

Into  bright  verdure,  between  fern  and  gorse. 

Winding  away  its  never  ending  line 

On  their  smooth  surface,  evidence  was  none: 

But,  there,  lay  open  to  our  daily  haunt, 

A  range  of  unappropriated  earth. 

Where  youth's  ambitious  feet  might  move  at  large; 

Whence,  unmolested  wanderers,  we  beheld 

The  shining  giver  of  the  day  difEnse 

His  brightness  o'er  a  tract  of  sea  and  land 

Oay  ae  onr  spirits,  free  as  our  desires ; 

As  our  enjoyments,  boundless.    From  those  heights 
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"We  dropp'd,  at  pleasnre,  into  Ejlvau  combs ;  • 
Where  arbours  of  impenetrable  Bhade, 
And  mossy  seats,  detain'd  us  side  by  side, 
With  hearts  at  ease,  and  knowledge  in  our  hearts 
*  That  all  the  grove  and  all  the  day  was  ours.' 

0  happy  time!  still  happier  was  at  hand; 
For  Nature  call'd  my  Partner  to  resign 
Her  share  in  the  pure  freedom  of  that  life, 
Enjoy'd  by  us  in  common.  —  To  my  hone. 
To  my  heart's  wish,  my  tender  Mate  b.  .. 
The  thankful  captive  of  maternal  bonds; 
And  those  wild  paths  were  left  to  me  alone. 
There  could  I  meditate  on  follies  past; 
And,  like  a  weary  voyager  escaped 
From  risk  aud  hardship,  inwardly  retrace 
A  course  of  vaiu  delights  and  thouglitless  guilt, 
And  self-indulgence,  —  without  shame  pursued: 
There,  nndisturb'd,  could  think  of  and  could  thank 
Her  whose  submissive  spirit  was  to  me 
Rule  and  restraint,  —  my  guardian,  —  shall  I  say 
That  earthly  Providence,  whose  guiding  love 
Within  a  port  of  rest  had  lodged  me  safe^  — 
Safe  from  temptation,  and  from  danger  far  ? 
Strains  follow'd  of  acknowledgment  address'd 
To  an  Authority  enthroned  above 
The  reach  of  eight ;  from  whom,  as  from  their  source, 
Proceed  all  visible  ministers  of  good 
That  walk  the  earth,  —  Father  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
Father,  and  king,  and  judge,  adored  and  fear'd! 
These  acts  of  mmd,  and  memory,  and  heart. 
And  spirit —  interrupted  and  relieved 
By  observation,  transient  as  the  glance 
Of  flying  sunbeams,  or  to  th'  outward  form 
Cleaving  with  power  inherent  and  intense, 
As  the  mute  insect  flx'd  upon  the  plant 
On  whose  soft  leaves  it  hangs,  and  from  whose  cup 
It  draws  its  nourishment  imperceptibly— 
Endear'd  my  wanderings ;  and  the  mother's  kiss 
And  infants  smile  awaited  my  return. 

In  privacy  we  dwelt,  a  wedded  pair. 
Companions  daily,  often  all  day  long; 
Not  placed  by  fortune  within  easy  reach 
Of  various  intercourse,  uor  wishing  aught 

dmb,  Bomethnea  spelt  eoombe,  ia  that  portion  ota,  vaMnf  which  n>rma  iU  con 
lion  beyond  and  above  Che  lilgnest  sprfng  Cbat  lg6iies  ftvin  It.  Tha  vonl,  so 
1  know,  le  never  naed  lima  in  this  coontiy. 
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Beyond  th'  allovance  of  our  owd  fire-side. 
The  twain  withiQ  our  happy  cottage  bora, 
Inmates,  and  heirs  of  our  united  lore; 
Graced  mutually  by  difference  of  ecx. 
And  with  no  wider  interval  of  time 
Between  their  several  births  than  soiTod  for  one 
To  establish  something  of  a  leader's  sway; 
Yet  left  them  join'd  by  sjTnpathy  in  age; 
Equals  in  pleasure,  fellows  in  pursuit. 
On  these  two  pillars  rested  as  m  air 
Our  BOlitnde, 

It  aoothoe  me  to  perceive, 
Your  courtesy  withholds  not  from  my  words 
Attentive  audience.     But,  0  gentle  Frienda! 
As  times  of  quiet  and  unbroken  peace. 
Though,  for  a  nation,  times  of  blessedness, 
Give  Sack  faint  echoes  from  th'  historian's  page; 
So,  in  th'  imperfect  sounds  of  this  discourse, 
Depress'd  I  bear  how  faithless  is  the  voice 
Which  those  most  bliseful  days  reverberate. 
What  special  record  can,  or  need,  be  given 
To  rules  and  habits  whereby  much  was  done. 
But  all  within  the  sphere  of  little  things ; 
Of  humble,  though,  to  ns,  important  cares, 
And  precious  interests  ?    Smoothly  did  our  life 
Advance,  swerving  not  from  the  patli  prescribed ; 
Her  annual,  her  dinmal  round  alike 
Maintain'd  with  faithful  care.     And  you  divine 
The  worst  effects  that  our  condition  saw, 
If  you  ima^ne  changes  slowly  wrought, 
And  in  their  progress  nuperceivable ; 
Not  wish'd  for;  sometimes  noticed  with  a  sigh, 
(Whate'er  of  good  or  lovely  they  might  bring,) 
Sighs  of  regret,  for  the  familiar  good 
And  loveliness  endear'd  which  they  removed. 

Seven  years  of  occupation  undlsturb'd 
Establish'd  seemingly  a  right  to  hold 
That  happiness;  and  use  and  habit  gave 
To  what  an  alien  spirit  had  acquirea 
A  patrimonial  sanctity.    And  tnus. 
With  thoughts  and  wishes  bounded  to  this  world, 
I  lived  and  breathed;  most  grateful,  —  if  to  enjoy 
Without  repining  or  desire  for  more. 
For  different  lot,  or  change  to  higher  sphere, 
(Only  except  some  impulses  of  pride 
With  no  determined  object,  though  upheld 


TBE  EXCUBSIOK. 

By  theories  with  saitable  support,)  — 
Moat  gratefnl,  if  iu  such  wiao  to  enjoy 
Be  proof  of  gratitude  for  what  ^e  nave ; 
Elge,  I  allow,  most  thankless.  — But,  at  once, 
from  Bome  dark  seat  of  fatal  power  was  nrged 
A  claim  that  shatter'd  alL    Our  blooming  girl, 
Caught  in  the  gripe  of  death,  with  such  brief  time 
To  straggle  in  as  scarcely  would  allow 
Her  cheek  to  change  its  colour,  was  convey'd 
From  ns  to  inaccessible  worlds,  to  regions 
"Where  height,  or  depth,  admits  not  the  approach 
Of  living  man,  though  longing  to  pursue. 
With  even  as  brief  a  warning,  —  and  how  soon, 
What  with  short  interval  of  time  between, 
1  tremble  yet  to  think  of,  —  our  last  prop. 
Our  happy  life's  only  remaining  stay, 
The  brother  follow'd;  and  was  seen  no  morel 
Calm  03  a  frozen  lake  when  ruthless  winds 
Blow  fiercely,  agitating  earth  and  sky, 
The  Mother  now  remam'd;  as  if  in  her, 
Who,  to  the  lowest  region  of  the  soni. 
Had  been  erewhile  unsettled  and  disturbed, 
This  second  visitation  had  no  power 
To  shake ;  but  only  to  bind  up  and  seal ; 
And  to  ^tablish  thankfulness  or  heart 
In  Heaven's  determinations,  ever  just. 
The  eminence  whereon  her  spirit  stood, 
Mine  was  unable  to  attain.     Immense 
The  apace  that  sever'd  us !     But,  as  the  sight 
Communicates  with  heaven's  ethereal  orba 
Incalcnlably  distant ;  so,  I  felt 
That  consolation  may  descend  from  tor, 
(And  that  is  intercoorse  and  union  too,) 
While,  overcome  with  speechless  gratitude. 
And,  with  a  holier  love  inspired,  I  look'd 
On  her,  —  at  once  superior  to  my  woes 
And  partner  of  my  loss.  —  0  heavy  change  I 
Dimness  o'er  this  clear  luminary  crept 
Insensibly;  —  th'  immortal  and  divine 
Yielded  to  mortal  reflux ;  her  pure  glory, 
As  from  the  pinnacle  of  worldly  state 
Wretched  ambition  drops  astounded,  fell 
Into  a  gnlf  obscure  of  silent  grief 
And  keen  heart-anguish,  —  of  itself  ashamed* 
Yet  obstinately  cherishing  itself: 
And,  80  consumed,  she  melted  from  my  arms. 
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And  left  me,  on  this  Ea.rth,  discooBoIate  ! 

What  follow'd  caunot  be  review'd  in  thought; 
Much  lese,  retraced  is  words.    If  she,  of  life 
Blameless,  so  intimate  with  love  and  joy 
And  all  the  tender  motions  of  the  soul. 
Had  been  snpplanted,  could  I  hope  to  stand, — 
Infirm,  dependent,  and  now  destitute  ? 
I  call'd  on  dreams  and  visions  to  disclose 
That  which  is  veil'd  from  waking  thought;  conjured 
Eternity,  as  men  constrain  a  ghost 
To  appear  and  answer ;  to  the  grave  I  spake 
Imploringly;  look'd  up,  and  ask'd  the  Hea vena 
If  Angels  traversed  their  cerulean  floors, 
"  If  fix'd  or  wandering  star  could  tidings  yield 
Of  the  departed  spirit,  —  what  abode 
It  occupies,  —  what  consciousness  retains 
Of  former  loves  and  interests.     Then  my  soul 
Tum'd  inward,  to  examine  of  what  stun 
Time's  fetters  are  composed;  and  life  was  pot 
To  inc[nisition,  long  and  profitless. 
Bt  pam  of  heart  —  now  cneck'd,  and  now  impell'd— 
The  intellectual  power,  through  words  and  things, 
Went  sounding  on,  a  dim  andperilous  way ! 
And  from  those  transports,  and  these  toils  abstruse, 
Some  trace  am  I  enabled  to  retain 
Of  time,  else  lost ;  —  existing  unto  me 
Only  by  records  in  myself  not  found. 

Prom  that  abstraction  I  was  roused,  —  and  bow  ? 
Even  as  a  thoughtful  shepherd  by  a  flash 
Of  lightning  startled  in  a  gloomy  cave 
Of  these  wild  billa.    For,  lo  I  the  dread  Bastile^ 
With  all  the  chambers  in  its  horrid  towers. 
Fell  to  the  ground;  —  by  violence  overthrown 
Of  indignation ;  and  with  shouts  that  drown'd 
The  crash  it  made  in  falling !    From  the  wreck 
A  golden  palace  rose,  or  seem'd  to  rise, 
Th^  ap^iated  seat  of  equitable  law 
And  mild  paternal  sway.    The  potent  shock 
I  felt ;  the  transformation  I  perceived. 
As  marvellously  seized  as  in  that  moment 
When,  from  the  blind  mist  issuing,  I  beheld  . 
GloiT — beyond  all  glory  ever  seen, 
Confusion  infinite  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Dazzling'the  soul.    Meanwhile,  prophetic  harps 
In  every  grove  were  ringing, '  War  shall  cease;   . 
Did  ye  not  hear  that  conquest  ia  abjured  ? 
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Bring  garlands,  bring  forth  choicest  Sowers,  to  deck 

The  tree  of  Liberty.'  —  My  heart  rebounded ; 

My  melancholy  voice  the  chorus  join'd : 

'  Be  joyful  all  ye  uations ;  in  all  lands. 

Ye  that  are  capable  of  joy,  be  glad ! 

Hencefori,h,  whate'er  is  wanting  to  yourselves 

In  others  je  shall  promptly  find;  and  all, 

Eniich'd  by  mutual  and  reflected  wealth, 

Shall  with  one  heart  honour  their  common  kind.' 

Thus  was  I  reconverted  to  the  worid; 
Society  became  my  glittering  bride, 
And  airy  hopes  my  children.    From  the  depths 
Of  natural  passion  seemingly  escaped, 
Mr  soul  disused  herself  in  wide  embrace 
Of  institution E,  and  the  forms  of  things, 
As  they  exist,  in  mutable  array, 
tJpon  fife's  surface.    What  though  in  my  veins 
There  flow'd  no  Gallic  hlood,  nor  had  I  breathed 
The  air  of  France,  not  less  than  Gallic  zeal 
Kindled  and  burnt  among  the  sapless  twigs 
Of  my  eshansted  heart.    If  busy  men 
In  sober  conclave  met,  to  weave  a  wch 
Of  amity  whose  living  threads  should  stretch 
Beyond  the  seaa  and  to  the  farthest  pole, 
There  did  I  sit,  assisting.    If,  with  noise 
And  acclamation,  crowds  iu  open  air 
Express'd  the  tumult  of  their  minds,  my  voice 
There  mingled,  beard  or  not.     The  powers  of  song 
I  left  not  uninvoked ;  and,  in  still  groves, 
Where  mild  cuthnaiasts  tuned  a  pensive  lay 
Of  thanks  and  expectation,  in  accord 
With  their  belief,  I  sang  Satumian  rule 
Eetum'd,  —  a  progeny  of  golden  years 
Permitted  to  descend,  and  blesa  mankind. 
With  promises  the  Hebrew  Scriptures  teem: 
I  felt  their  invitation;  and  resumed 
A  long-suspended  office  in  the  House 
Of  public  worship,  where,  the  glowing  phrase 
Of  ancient  inspiration  serving  me, 
I  promised  also,  —  with  undaunted  trust 
Foretold,  and  added  prayer  to  prophecy; 
The  admiration  winning  of  the  crowd; 
The  help  desiring  of  the  pure  devout 

Scorn  and  contempt  forbid  me  to  proceedl 
But  History,  time's  slavish  scribe,  will  tell 
How  rapid^  the  zealots  of  the  cause 
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Disbanded,  or  in  hostile  ranks  appear'd ; 

Some,  tired  of  honest  eeirice;  these,  outdone. 

Disgusted  therefore,  or  appall'd,  by  aims 

Of  fiercer  zealots:  so  confusion  reicju'd. 

And  the  more  faithfnl  were  compell'd  to  esclaira. 

As  Brutus  did  to  Virtue, '  Liberty, 

I  worshipp'd  thee,  and  find  thee  bat  a  Shade  I ' 

Such  recantation  had  for  me  no  charm, 
Nor  would  I  bend  to  it;  who  shonld  hare  grieTed 
At  anght,  however  fair,  that  bore  the  mien 
Of  a  conclnsion  or  catastrophe. 
Why,  then,  conceal  that,  wnen  the  simply  good 
In  timid  selfishness  withdrew,  I  sought 
Other  support,  not  scrupulous  whence  it  came; 
And,  by  what  compromise  it  stood,  not  nice  ? 
Enough  if  notions  seem'd  to  be  higli-pit<A'd, 
And  qualities  determined.  —  Among  men 
So  character'd  did  I  maintain  a  strife 
Hopeless,  and  still  more  hopeless  every  hour; 
But,  in  the  process,  I  began  to  feel 
That,  if  th'  emancipation  of  the  world 
Were  miss'd,  I  shonld  at  least  secure  my  own, 
And  be  in  part  compensated.    For  rights. 
Widely  —  invoterately  nsnrp'd  upon, 
I  spake  with  vehemence ;  and  promptly  seized 
All  that  Abstraction  fnmish'd  for  my  needs 
Or  purposes;  nor  scraplod  to  proclaim. 
Ana  propagate,  by  liberty  of  life. 
Those  new  persuasions.     Not  that  I  rejoiced. 
Or  even  found  pleasure,  in  such  vagrant  course. 
For  its  own  sake ;  but  farthest  from  the  walk 
Which  I  had  trod  in  happiness  and  peace, 
Was  most  inviting  to  a  tronbled  mind ; 
That,  in  a  struggling  and  distemper'd  world. 
Saw  a  seductive  image  of  herself. 
Yet,  mark  the  contradictions  of  which  Man 
Is  Still  the  sport !     Here  nature  was  my  guide. 
The  nature  of  the  dissolnte ;  but  thee, 

0  fostering  Nature !  I  rejected,  —  smiled 
At  others'  tears  iu  pity ;  and  in  scorn 

At  those  which  thy  soft  influence  sometimes  drew 
From  my  nngnarded  heart.  The  tranquil  shores 
Of  Britam  circumscribed  me;  else,  pernaps 

1  might  have  been  entangled  among  deeds. 
Which,  now,  as  infamous,  I  should  abhor, — 
Despise,  as  senseless :  for  my  spirit  rolish'd 
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Strangely  th'  exasperation  of  that  Land 
WhicE  tnm'd  an  angry  beak  against  the  down 
Of  her  own  breast;  confonndco  into  hope 
Of  disencnmbering  thns  her  fretfnl  wingB. 

Bnt  all  was  quieted  hy  iron  bonds 
Of  militaiT  Bway.     The  shifting  aims, 
The  moral  in tereste,  the  creative  might, 
The  varied  functions  and  high  attribntes 
Of  civil  action  yielded  to  a  power 
Formal,  and  odious,  and  contemptible.  — 
In  Britain,  ruled  a  panic  dread  of  change ; 
The  weak  were  praised,  rewarded,  and  advanced ; 
And,  from  the  impulse  of  a  just  disdain, 
Once  more  did  I  retire  into  myself. 
There  feeling  no  contentment,  I  resolved 
To  fiy,  for  safegnard,  to  some  foreign  shore, 
Bemote  from  Europe ;  from  her  blasted  hopes ; 
Her  fields  of  carnage,  and  polluted  air.  ' 

Fresh  blew  the  wind,  when  o'er  th'  Athintic  Main 
The  ship  went  gliding  with  her  thoughtless  craw ; 
And  who  among  them  bnt  an  Exile,  freed 
From  discontent,  indifferent,  pleased  to  sit 
Among  the  bnsily-employ'd,  not  more 
With  obligation  charged,  with  service  tax'd, 
Than  the  loose  pendant  —  to  the  idle  wind 
Upon  the  tall  mast  streaming  F     But,  ye  Powers 
Of  soul  and  sense  mysteriously  allied, 
0,  never  let  the  Wretched,  if  a  choice 
Be  left  him,  trust  the  freight  of  his  distress 
To  a  long  vovage  on  the  silent  deep ! 
For,  like  n  plague,  wilt  memory  break  out; 
And,  in  the  blank  and  solitude  of  things, 
Upon  his  spirit,  with  a  fever's  strength, 
Will  conscience  prey.     Feebly  must  they  have  felt 
Who,  in  old  time,  attired  with  snakes  and  whips 
The  vengeful  Furies.     Beavtiful  regards 
Were  turn'd  on  me,  —  the  face  of  her  I  loved ; 
The  Wife  and  Mother  pitifully  fixing 
Tender  reproaches,  insupportable ! 
Where  now  that  boasted  liberty?    No  welcome 
From  unknown  objects  I  received ;  and  those, 
Known  and  familiar,  which  the  vaulted  sky 
Did,  in  the  placid  clearness  of  the  night, 
Disclose,  had  accusations  to  prefer 
Against  my  peace.     Within  the  cabin  stood 
That  volume  —  ae  a  compass  for  the  soul  — 
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Bevered  amoag  the  nations.    I  implored 
Its  ^idanoe ;  out  th'  infallible  support 
Of  mith  was  wanting.    Tell  mo,  ^y  refased 
To  One  by  storms  annoy'd  and  adverse  winds; 
Perplex'd  with  currentB ;  of  his  weakness  siok; 
Of  Tain  endeavours  tired ;  and  by  his  own, 
And  by  his  nature's,  ignorance,  dismayd  1 

Ijong-wish'd-fpr  sight,  the  Western  World  appcar*d ; 
And,  when  the  ship  was  moor'd,  I  leap'd  ashore 
Indignantly,  —  resolTod  to  be  a  man 
Who,  having  o'er  the  past  no  power,  would  live 
No  longer  in  subjection  to  the  past, 
With  abject  mind,  —  from  a  tyrannic  lord 
Inviting  penance,  fruitlessly  endured : 
So,  like  a  fugitive,  whose  feet  have  clear'd 
Some  boundary,  which  his  followers  may  not  cross 
In  prosecution  of  their  deadly  chase, 
Rehiring  I  look'd  round.  —  How  bright  the  Sun, 
The  breeze  how  soft  1    Cau  any  thing  produced 
In  the  Old  World  compare,  thought  I,  for  power 
And  majesty  with  this  gigantic  stream. 
Sprung  irom  the  desert  ?    And,  behold,  a  city 
Fresh,  youthful,  and  aspiring  1    What  are  these 
To  me,  or  I  to  them  ?    As  much  at  least 
As  he  desires  that  they  should  be,  whom  winds 
And  waves  have  wafted  to  this  distant  shore, 
In  the  condition  of  a  damaged  seed, 
Whose  fibres  cannot,  if  they  would,  take  root. 
Here  may  I  roam  at  large ;  —  my  business  is. 
Roaming*  at  large,  to  observe,  and  not  to  feel, 
And  therefore  not  to  act,  —  convinced  that  idl 
Which  boara  the  name  of  action,  howsoe'er 
Beginning,  ends  in  servitude,  —  still  jminful. 
And  mostly  profitless.    And,  sooth  to  say. 
On  nearer  view,  a  motley  spectacle 
Appeax'd,  of  high  pretensions,  uureproved 
But  by  th'  obstreperous  voice  of  higher  still; 
Big  passions  strntting  on  a  petty  stage; 
Which  a  detach'd  spectator  may  regard 
Not  unamused.  —  But  ridicule  demands 
Quick  change  of  objects:  and,  to  laugh  alone^ 
At  a  composing  distance  from  the  haunts 
Of  strife  and  folly,  though  it  be  a  treat 
As  choice  as  musmg  Leisure  can  bestow; 
Yet,  in  the  very  centre  of  the  crowd, 
To  keep  the  secret  of  a  poignant  scorn, 

r„i",i-,GoO'^lc 


THS  EXOUMIOK.  365 

Hove'er  to  airy  Demons  suitable, 

Of  all  unsocial  courses  is  least  fit 

For  the  gross  spirit  of  maDkind,  —  the  one 

That  soonest  fails  to  please,  and  quicklieat  turaa 

Into  vexation. 

Let  nB,  then,  I  eaid. 
Leave  this  nnknit  Kepnblic'  to  the  sconrge 
Oi  heir  own  paaeionB;  and  to  regions  haste, 
Wlioae  shades  have  never  felt  th'  encroaching  axe, 
Or  soil  endnrod  a  transfer  in  the  mart 
Of  dire  rapacity.    There,  Man  abides. 
Primeval  Nature's  child.     A  creature  weak 
In  combination,  (wherefore  else  driven  back 
So  far,  and  of  bis  old  inheritance 
So  easily  deprived?)  but,  for  that  canse, 
More  dignined,  and  stronger  in  himself; 
Whether  to  act,  judge,  suffer,  or  enjoy. 
True,  the  intelligence  of  social  art 
Hath  overpowerd  his  forefathers,  and  soon 
Will  sweep  the  remnant  of  his  liue  away ; 
Bnt  contemplations,  worthier,  nobler  far 
Than  her  destructive  energies,  attend 
His  independence,  when  along  the  side 
Of  Mississippi,  or  that  northern  stream 
That  spreads  into  successive  seas,  he  walks; 
Pleased  to  perceive  his  own  unshackled  life. 
And  his  innate  capacities  of  sonl, 
There  imaged :  or  when,  having  gain'd  the  top 
Of  some  commanding  eminence,  which  yet 
Intruder  ne'er  beheld,  he  thence  surveys 
Begions  of  wood  and  tvide  savannah,  vast 
Expanse  of  unappropriated  earth, 
With  mind  that  sheds  a  light  on  what  he  sees ; 
Free  as  the  Snn,  and  lonely  as  the  Sua, 
Pouring  above  hie  head  its  radiance  down 
Upon  a  living  wid  rejoicing  world! 

So,  westWMxi,  toward  th'  nnviolated  woods 
I  bent  my  way ;  and,  roaming  far  and  wide, 
Fttil'd  not  to  greet  the  merry  Mocking-bird ; 
And,  while  the  melancholy  Muccawiss 
(The  sportive  bird's  companion  in  the  grove) 

0    It  BboDid  be  borne  Id  utnd  tlut  this  ws«  wrtlteB  u  «trTy  u  1B14;  nt  whlobtime 
4ie  United  Statea  migtat  well  »pi         "    ~      '  ' 

Solitaiy,  an  "  nnknit  Republic" 
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Bepeated,  o'er  and  o'er,  his  plaintiTe  ctTi 
I  s;mpatlLiBcd  at  leisare  with  the  souna: 
But  thiit  pare  archetvpe  of  human  greatness, 
I  found  him  not.    There,  in  his  stead,  appear'd 
A  creature  squalid,  vengeful,  and  impure; 
BemorselesB,  and  sabmissire  to  no  law 
But  superstitious  fear,  and  abject  sloth. 

Enough  is  toldl     Here  am  I; — ye  have  heard 
What  evidence  I  seek,  and  Tainly  seek; 
What  from  mj  fellow-beings  I  require. 
And  either  they  have  not  to  give,  or  I 
Lack  virtue  to  receive  ;  what  I  myself, 
Too  oft  by  wilful  forfeiture,  have  lost. 
Nor  can  regain.    How  languidly  I  look 
TJpon  this  visible  fabric  of  the  world, 
May  be  divined, — perhaps  it  hath  been  said: 
But  spare  your  pity,  if  there  be  in  me 
Aught  that  deserves  respect:  for  I  exist. 
Within  myself,  not  comfortless.  —  The  tenour 
Which  my  life  holds,  he  readily  may  conceive 
Whoe'er  hath  stood  to  watch  a  mountain  brook 
In  some  still  passage  of  its  course,  and  seen. 
Within  the  depths  of  its  capacious  breast. 
Inverted  trees,  rocks,  clouds,  and  azure  sky ; 
And,  on  its  glassy  surface,  specks  of  foam. 
And  conglobated  bubbles  undissolved. 
Numerous  as  stars;  thut,  by  their  onward  lapse, 
Betray  to  sight  the  motion  of  the  stream. 
Else  imperceptible.     Meanwhile  is  heard 
A  soften'd  roar,  or  murmur ;  and  the  sound. 
Though  soothing,  and  the  little  floating  isles 
Though  beautiful,  are  botii  by  Nature  charged 
With  the  same  pensive  ofBce ;  and  make  known 
Through  what  perplexing  labyrinths,  abrupt 
Precipitations,  and  untoward  straits. 
The  earth-boni  wanderer  hath  pasa'd ;  and  quickly. 
That  respite  o'er,  Uke  traverses  and  toils 
Must  he  a^in  encounter.  —  Such  a  stream 
Is  human  Life ;  and  so  the  Spirit  fares 
In  the  best  quiet  to  her  course  allow'd; 
And  such  is  mine,  ^  save  only  for  a  hope 
That  my  particular  current  soon  will  reach 
Th'  nnfiituomablQ  gulf,  where  all  is  still  I " 
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DESPONDBNOY  OOBBECTED. 

Hese  closed  the  Tenant  of  that  lonely  vale 
Hia  mournful  narrative,  —  commeuced  in  paiu. 
In  pain  commenced,  and  ended  without  [icaco; 
Yet  temper'd,  not  unfrequently.  with  strains 
Of  native  feeling,  grateful  to  our  minds; 
And  yielding  enrely  some  relief  to  his, 
While  we  sate  listening  with  compassion  due. 
A  pause  of  silence  follow'd;  then,  with  voice 
That  did  not  falter  though  the  heart  was  moved. 
The  Wanderer  said: 

"  One  adequate  support 
For  the  calamities  of  mortal  life 
Exists,  —  one  only; — an  assured  belief 
That  the  procession  of  our  fate,  howe'er 
Sad  or  disturb'd,  is  order'd  by  a  Being 
Of  infinite  benevolence  and  power ; 
Wliose  everlasting  purposes  embrace 
All  accidents,  converting  them  to  good. — 
The  darts  of  s^agaiehfix  not  where  the  seat 
OF  suffering  hath  been  thoroughly  fortified 
By  acquiescence  in  the  Will  supreme 
For  time  and  for  eternity ;  by  faith, 
Faith  absolute  in  God,  including  hop^ 
And  the  defence  that  lies  in  boundless  love 
Of  His  perfections ;  with  habitual  dread 
Of  su^ht  unworthily  conceived,  endured 
Impatiently,  ill-done,  or  left  undone. 
To  the  dishonour  of  His  holy  name.  — 
Soul  of  our  Souls,  and  safeguard  of  the  world! 
Sustain,  Thou  only  canst,  the  sick  of  heart; 
Restore  their  languid  spirits,  and  recall 
Their  lost  affections  unto  Thee  and  Thine  I " 
Then,  as  we  issued  from  that  covert  nook. 
He  thus  continued,  lifting  up  his  eyes 
To  heaven :  "  How  beautiful  this  dome  of  sty ; 
And  the  vast  hills,  in  Suctnation  fiz'd 
At  Thy  command,  how  awful  I     Shall  the  Soul, 
Human  and  rational,  report  of  Thee 
Even  less  than  these  ?     Be  mute  who  will,  who  can. 
Yet  I  will  praise  Thee  with  impassiim'd  voice: 
My  lips,  that  may  forget  Thee  m  the  crowd. 
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Cannot  forget  Thee  here,  nrhere  Thou  hast  bnilt. 

For  Thy  own  glory,  in  the  Trildemesal 

Me  didst  Thou  constitat*  a  priest  of  Thine, 

Id  Eueh  a  temple  as  we  now  behold 

Beared  for  Thy  presence :  therefore  am  I  bound 

To  worship,  here  and  everywhere,  —  as  one 

Not  doom'd  to  ignorance,  thongh  forced  to  tread. 

From  childhood  up,  the  ways  of  poverty ; 

From  nnroflecting  ignorance  preserved. 

And  from  debasement  rosencti.    By  Thy  grace 

The  particle  divine  remain'd  nnqiiench'd ; 

And,  'mid  the  wild  weeds  of  a  ragged  soil. 

Thy  bounty  caused  to  f  onrish  deamlesa  flowers. 

From  Paradise  transplanted:  wintry  age 

Impends ;  the  frost  will  gather  round  my  heart ; 

If  the  flowers  wither,  I  am  worse  than  dead!  — 

Come  labour,  when  the  worn-out  frame  requires 

Peipetual  sabbath ;  come  disease  and  want, 

And  sad  exclusion  through  decay  of  sense ; 

But  leave  me  nnabated  trust  in  Thee, — 

And  let  Thy  favour,  to  the  end  of  life. 

Inspire  me  with  ability  to  seek 

Repose  and  hope  among  eternal  things,  — 

Father  of  Heaven  and  Earth !  and  I  am  rich, 

And  will  possess  my  portion  in  content. 

And  what  are  thmgs  eternal  ?  —  Powers  depart," 
The  grey-hair'd  Wanderer  steadfastly  replied, 
Answenng  the  question  which  himself  had  ask'd, 
"  Possessions  vanish,  and  opinions  change. 
And  passions  hold  a  flnctnating  seat : 
Bat,  by  the  storms  of  circumstance  unshaken. 
And  subject  neither  to  eclipse  nor  wane. 
Duty  exists ;  —  immutably  survive, 
For  our  support,  the  measures  and  the  forms 
Which  au  abstract  intelligence  supplies ; 
Whose  kingdom  is  where  time  and  spaee  are  noL 
Of  other  converse  which  mind,  soal,  and  heart 
Do,  with  unitod  urgency,  require. 

What  more  that  may  not  perish  ?  —  Thou,  dread  sonrce^ 
Prime,  self-existing  cause  and  end  of  all 
That  in  the  scale  of  being  fill  their  place ; 
Above  our  human  region,  or  below. 
Set  and  sustained ;  Tlion,  who  didst  wrap  the  cloud 
.  Of  infancy  around  ns,  that  Thyself, 
Therein,  with  our  simplicity  awhile 
Mightst  hold,  on  Earth,  commnnion  undisturb'd; 
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Who  from  the  anarchy  of  dreaming  sleep, 
Or  from  its  death-like  void,  with  punctaal  care. 
And  touch  as  gentle  as  the  morning  light, 
Itestor'st  us,  daily,  to  the  powers  of  sense 
And  reason's  steadfast  mie,  —  Thou,  Thon  alone 
Art  everlasting,  and  the  blessed  Spirits 
Which  Thou  inclndest,  as  the  sea  ner  waves: 
For  adoration  Thou  endnr'st ;  endnre 
For  conscioasness  the  motions  of  Thy  will ; 
For  apprehension  those  transcendent  truths 
Of  the  pare  intellect,  that  stand  as  laws 
(Snbmission  constituting  strength  and  power) 
Even  to  Thy  Being's  infinite  majesty  1 
This  universe  Bhali  pass  away,  —  a  work 
Glorious,  because  the  shadow  trf  Thy  might, 
A  step,  or  link,  for  intercourse  with  Thee. 
Ah!  if  the  time  must  come  in  which  my  feet 
No  more  shall  stray  where  meditation  leads. 
By  flowing  stream,  throngh  wood,  or  craggy  wild, 
lioved  haunts  like  these ;  the  nnimprison'd  Mind 
May  yet  have  scope  to  range  among  her  own. 
Her  thoughts,  her  images,  her  high  desires. 
If  the  dear  faculty  of  sight  should  fail, 
Still  it  may  be  allow'd  me  to  remember 
What  visionary  powers  of  eye  and  soul 
In  youth  were  mine ;  when,  station'd  on  the  top 
Of  some  huge  hill,  expectant,  I  beheld 
The  Sun  rise  up,  from  distant  climes  retum'd 
Darkness  to  chase,  and  sleep ;  and  bring  the  day. 
His  bouuteous  gift!  or  saw  him  toward  the  deep 
Sink,  with  a  retmuo  of  flaming  clouds 
Attended :  then  my  spirit  was  entranced 
With  joy  exalted  to  beatitude ; 
The  measure  of  my  soul  was  fill'd  with  bliss, 
And  holiest  love ;  as  earth,  sea,  air,  with  light, 
With  pomp,  with  glory,  with  magnificence! 
Those  fervent  raptures  are  for  ever  flown ; 
And,  since  their  date,  my  soul  hath  undergone 
Change  manifold,  for  better  or  for  worse : 
Yet  cease  I  not  to  struggle,  and  aspire 
Heavenward ;  and  chide  the  part  of  me  that  flogs 
Through  sinful  choice,  or  dread  necessity 
On  human  nature  from  above  imposed. 
'Tis,  by  comparison,  an  easy  task 
Earth  to  despise;  but,  to  converse  with  Heaven, — 
This  is  not  easy:  —  to  relinquish  all 
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Wg  have,  or  hope,  of  happiness  and  joTf 

And  stand  in  freedom  loosen'd  from  this  world, 

I  deem  not  arduoaa ;  but  must  needs  confess 

That  'tis  a  thing  impossible]  to  frame 

Conceptiong  equal  to  the  sonl's  desires; 

And  the  most  difficalt  of  tasksfto  ketp 

Heights  which  the  soul  is  competent  to  gain.  — 

Man  is  of  dust :  ethereal  hopes  are  his. 

Which,  when  they  should  sustain  themselyefl  aloft, 

Want  due  consistence ;  like  a  pillar  of  smoke, 

That  with  majestic  energy  from  earth 

Bises;  hut,  having  reaclrd  the  thinner  air, 

Melta  and  dissolves,  and  is  no  longer  seen. 

From  this  infirmity  of  mortal  kind 

Sorrow  proceeds,  which  else  were  not ;  at  least, 

If  grief  he  something  hallow'd  and  ordain'd, 

If,  in  proportion,  it  be  just  and  meet, 

Yet,  through  this  wealuiesa  of  the  general  heart. 

Is  it  enabled  to  maintain  its  hold 

In  that  excess  which  conscience  disapproves. 

For  who  could  sink  and  settlelto  that  point 

Of  selfishness ;  so  senseless  who  could  be 

As  long  and  perscveringly  to  mourn 

For  any  object  of  hie  love  removed 

From  this  nnstable  world,  if  he  conld  fix 

A  satisfying  view  upon  that  state 

Of  pure,  imperishable  blesaedness 

Which  i-eason  promises,  aud  Holy  Writ 

Ensures  to  all  believers?  —  Yet  mistmsb 

Is  of  snch  incapacity,  methinks, 

No  natural  branch ;  despondency  far  less ; 

And,  leiist  of  all,  is  absolute  despair.  — 

And,  if  there  be  whose  tender  frames  have  droop'd 

Even  to  the  dust;  apparently,  through  weight 

Of  anguish  nnrelieVd,  and  lack  of  power 

An  agonizing  sorrow  to  transmute; 

Deem  not  that  proof  is  here  of  hope  withheld 

When  wanted  most ;  a  confidence  impair'd 

So  pitiablv,  that,  having  ceased  to  see 

With  bodily  eyes,  they  are  borne  down  by  love 

Of  wh;it  is  lost,  and  perish  tlirongh  regret. 

0  no!  the  innocent  Sufferer  often  sees 

Too  clearly;  feels  too  vividly;  and  longs 

To  realise  the  vision,  with  intense 

And  over-constant  vearning;  —  there  —  there  lies 

Th'  excess  by  which  the  balance  is  deatro/d. 


.(Ki'^le 


THE   EXCURSION. 

Too,  too  contracted  are  these  walla  of  flesli. 
This  vital  warmth  too  cold,  these  visaa)  orbs. 
Though  inconceivably  endow'd,  too  dim 
For  any  passion  of  the  sonllthat  leads 
Tu  ecstasy;  and,  all  tlie  crookod  paths 
Of  time  and  chanee  disdaining,  takes  ita  ooorss 
Along  the  line  of  limitless  desires. 
I,  speaking  now  from  such  disorder  free, 
Kor  rapt  nor  craving,  but  in  settled  peace, 
I  cannot  donbt  that  they  whom  you  deplore 
Are  glorified ;  or,  if  they  sleep,  shall  wako 
From  sleep,  and  dwell  with  God  in  endless  lova 
Hope,  below  this,  consists  not  vrith  belief 
In  mercy,  carried  infinite  dcgreea 
Beyond  the  tenderness  of  human  hearts; 
Hope,  below  this,  consists  not  with  belief 
In  perfect  wisdom,  gniding  mightiest  power, 
That  finda  no  limits  bnt  her  own  pare  will. 

Hei-e,  then,  we  rest;  not  fearing  for  our  creed 
The  worst  that  human  reasoning  can  achieve. 
To  unsettle  or  perplex  it:  yet  with  pain 
Acknowledging,  and  grievous  self-reproach, 
That,  though  immovably  convinced,  we  want 
Zeal,  and  the  virtue  to  exist  by  faith 
As  soldiers  live  by  courage ;  as,  by  strength 
Of  heart,  the  sailor  fights  with  roaring  seas. 
Alas!  th'  endowment  of  immortal  power 
Is  match'd  uneqnally  with  custom,^  time. 
And  domineering  faculties  of  bcdsc 
In  all;  in  most  with  superadded  foes, 
Idle  temptations ;  open  vanities, 
Ephemeral  offspring  of  th'  unblushing  world; 
And,  in  the  private  regions  of  the  mind, 
Ill-govem'd  passions,  ranklings  of  despite, 
Immoderate  wishes,  pining  discontent, 
Distress,  and  care.     What  then  remains?  —  To  seek 
Those  helps  for  his  oocasions  ever  near 
Who  lacks  not  will  to  use  them ;  vows,  renew'd 
On  the  first  motion  of  a  holy  thought ; 
Vigils  of  contemplation ;  praise ;  and  prayer,  — 
A  stream  which,  from  the  fountain  of  the  heart 
Issuing,  however  feebly,  nowhere  fiows 
Without  access  of  unexpected  strength. 
But,  above  ail,  the  victory  is  most  sure 
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For  him  who,  seeking  f^th  hy  Tirtue,  Btrives 
To  yield  entire  submission  to  the  law 
Of  conscience,  —  conscience  reyerenced  and  oboy'd, 
As  Uod's  most  intimate  presence  in  the  soul. 
And  His  most  perfect  image  in  the  world.  — 
Endeavour  thus  to  live;  tnese  rules  regard; 
These  helps  solicit ;  and  a  steadfast  seat 
Shall  then  he  yours  among  the  happy  few 
Who  dwell  on  Earth,  yet  breathe  empyreal  air, 
Sons  of  the  morning.    For  your  nobler  part. 
Ere  disencumber'd  of  her  mortal  chains, 
Doubt  shall  be  quell'd  and  trouble  chased  away ; 
With  only  such  degree  of  sadness  left 
As  may  support  longings  of  pure  desire; 
And  strengthen  love,  rejoicing  secretly 
In  the  sublime  attractions  of  the  grave." 

While,  in  this  strain,  the  venerable  Sage 
Pour'd  forth  bis  aspirations,  and  announced 
His  judgments,  near  that  lonely  house  we  paced 
A  plot  of  green-sward,  seemingly  preserved 
By  Nature's  care  from  wreck  of  seatter'd  stones. 
And  from  encroachmeiit  of  encircling  heath: 
Small  space !  bnt,  for  reiterated  st«p8, 
Smooth  and  commodious ;  as  a  stately  deck 
Which  to  and  fro  the  mariner  is  used 
To  tread  for  pastime,  talking  with  his  mates. 
Or  baply  thinking  of  far-distant  friends. 
While  the  ship  glides  before  a  steady  breeze. 
Stillness  pre vai I'd  around  ns:  and  the  voice 
That  spake  was  capable  to  lift  the  soul 
Toward  regions  yet  more  tranquil.     But  methought 
That  he,  whose  fix'd  despondency  had  given 
Impulse  and  motive  to  that  strong  discourse. 
Was  less  upraised  in  spirit  than  abaeh'd ; 
Shrinking  from  admonition,  like  a  man 
Who  feels  that  to  eshort  is  to  reproach. 
Yet  not  to  be  diverted  from  his  aim. 
The  Sage  continued : 

"  For  that  other  lose. 
The  loss  of  confidence  in  social  man, 
By  th'  onexpected  transports  of  our  age 
Carried  so  high,  that  every  thought  which  look'd 
Beyond  the  temporal  destiny  of  the  kind 
To  many  seem'd  superfluous ;  as  no  cause 
Could  e  er  for  such  exalted  confidence 
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ExiBt;  *  80  none  ia  now  for  fix'd  despair; 
The  two  extremes  are  eqaally  diaowTi'd 
By  reason :  if,  with  sharp  recoil,  from  one 
"You  have  been  driven  far  as  its  opposite. 
Between  them  seek  the  point  whereon  to  build 
Sound  expectations.     So  doth  he  advise 
Who  shared  at  first  th'  illnsion  ;  but  was  soon 
Cast  from  the  pedestal  of  pride  by  sbocka 
Which  Nature  gently  gave,  in  woods  and  fields ; 
Nor  nnreprored  by  Providence,  thus  speaking 
To  th'  inattentive  children  of  the  world : 
'  Vain-glorious  Generation  I  what  new  powers 
On  you  have  been  conferr'd  ?  what  ^tta,  withheld 
From  your  progenitors,  have  ye  received. 
Fit  recompense  of  new  desert  ?  what  claim 
Are  ye  prepared  to  urge,  that  my  decrees 
For  you  should  undergo  a  sudden  change; 
And  the  weak  functions  of  one  busy  day, 
Beclaiming  and  extirpating,  perform 
What  all  the  slowly-moving  years  of  time. 
With  their  united  force,  have  left  undone  ? 
By  Nature's  gradual  processes  bo  taught; 
By  story  be  confounded !    Ye  aspire 
Bashly,  to  fall  once  more;  and  that  false  fruit 
Which,  to  your  over-weening  spirits,  yields 
Hope  of  a  night  celestial,  will  produce 
Misery  and  shame.    Bnt  Wisdom  of  her  sons 
Shall  not  the  less,  though  late,  be  instified,' 

Such  timely  warning,"  said  the  Wanderer,  "  gave 
That  visionary  voice ;  and,  at  this  day, 
When  a  Tartarean  darkness  overspreads 
The  ^[Toaning  nations ;  when  the  impious  rule. 
By  will  or  by  establish'd  ordinance, 
Their  own  dire  agents,  and  constrain  the  good 
To  acts  which  they  abhor ;  though  I  bewail 
This  trinmph,  yet  the  pity  of  my  heart 
Prevents  me  not  from  owning  that  the  law 
By  which  mankind  now  suffers  is  most  just. 
For  by  superior  energies ;  more  strict 
Affiance  in  each  other;  faith  more  firm 

At  the  tlmabereraf«Ted  to,  England,  and  stiU  more  France,  abonnilol  in  men 

^piratioas  look  IDS  befond  the  present  ivorlil  were  needed  fnrll)e'><i|i|iiirtorha- 
1  Tlrtae.  So  conBdentwere  they  of  their  own  Hlurainatiou,  thultlitt  oxpuctad, 
li^  could  but  have  Iheir  va;,  to  project  a  heaven  upon  cartb  IVnni  their  own 
lijDg  bieastg.  Bnt  this  is  a  fliTorlte  conceit  wlUi  tne  extreme  ra<1icils  of  su 
"".   On  the  other  side,  Coleridge  hnppilj  rt       "     -....-      .    -  ....... 
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In  their  nnhallow'd  prinoiplee ;  the  bod 
Have  fairly  eara'd  a  victory  o'er  the  weak, 
The  vacillating,  inconsistent  good. 
Therefore,  not  unconsoled,  I  wait,  in  hope 
To  Ece  the  moment  when  the  righteona  caase 
Shall  gain  defenders  zealous  and  devout 
As  they  who  have  opposed  her ;  in  which  Virtue 
Will,  to  her  efforts,  tolerate  no  bounds 
That  are  not  lofty  as  her  rights ;  aspiring 
By  impulse  of  her  own  ethereal  zeaL 
That  spirit  onlyjcan  redeem  mankind; 
And  when  that  sacred  spirit  shall  appear. 
Then  shall  our  triumph)be  complete  as  theirs. 
Yet,  should  this  confidence  prove  vain,  the  wise 
Have  still  the  keeping  of  their  proper  peace; 
Are  guardians  of  their  own  tranquillity. 
They  act,  or  they  recede,  observe,  and  feel ; 
'  Knowing  the  heart  of  man  is  set  to  be 
The  centre  of  this  world,  about  the  which 
Those  revolutions  of  disturbances 
Still  roll ;  where  all  th*  aspects  of  misery 
Predominate;  whose  strong  effects  are  such 
As  he  must  bear,  being  powerless  to  redress; 
And  that  unless  above  himself  he  can 
Erect  Mmself,  how  poor  a  thing  is  Man  I '  * 

Happy  is  he  who  lives  to  underatand 
Not  human  nature  only,  but  explores 
All  natures,  —  to  the  end  that  he  may  find 
The  law  that  governs  each ;  and  where  begins 
The  union,  the  partition  where,  that  makes 
Kind  and  degree,  among  all  visible  Beings; 
The  eonstitutiona,  powers,  and  faculties, 
Which  they  inherit,  —  cannot  step  beyond, — 
And  cannot  fall  beneath ;  that  do  assign 
To  every  class  its  station  and  its  office. 
Through  alt  the  mighty  commonwealth  of  things; 
Up  from  the  creeping  plant  to  sovereign  Man. 
Such  converse,  if  directed  by  a  meek. 
Sincere,  and  humble  spirit,  teaches  love: 
For  knowledge  is  delight;  imd  such  delight 
Breeds  love :  yet,  suited  as  it  rather  is 
To  thought  and  to  the  climbing  intellect. 
It  teaches  less  to  love  than  to  tSore ; 

i^fKiDiATerj'iioble  po«m  liy  Snomel  Dnniel,  addressed  to  tba 

_. 1  r. — i— 1-^,  anilriie  last  iwo  lineaaro  tnuislsted  by 

ID  Admirable  iiictureofa  wise  man's  «UU« 
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II  that  be  not  indeed  the  highest  love!" 

"Yet,"  said  I,  tempted  here  to  interpose, 
"The  dignity  of  life  is  not  impair'd 
By  aught  that  iuuoceQtlv  eatisfies 
The  humbler  craringB  of  the  heart;  and  he 
Is  a  still  happier  man,  who,  for  those  heights 
Of  Bpecnlatioii  not  naflt,  descends; 
And  enoh  benign  affections  caltivateB 
Among  th'  inferior  kinds ;  not  merely  those 
That  he  may  call  his  own,  and  which  depend. 
As  individual  objects  of  regard. 
Upon  his  care,  from  whom  he  also  looks 
For  signs  and  tokens  of  a  mutual  bond ; 
But  others,  far  beyond  this  narrow  sphere 
Whom,  for  the  very  sake  of  love,  he  loves. 
Nor  is  it  a  mean  praise  of  rural  life 
And  solitude,  that  they  do  favour  most, 
Most  frequently  call  forth,  and  best  sustain. 
These  pure  sensations  ;  that  can  penetrate 
Th'  obstreperous  city ;  on  the  barren  seas 
Are  not  nnfelt;  and  much  might  recommend. 
How  much  they  mi|;ht  inspirit  and  endear. 
The  loneliness  of  this  sablime  retreat!" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Sage,  resuming  the  discourse 
Again  directed  to  his  downcast  Friend, 
"If,  with  the  froword  will  and  grovelling  soul 
Of  man,  offended,  liberty  is  hero. 
And  invitation  every  hour  renew'd. 
To  mark  ihnr  placid  state  who  never  heard 
Of  a  command  which  they  have  power  to  break. 
Or  rule  which  they  are  tempted  to  transgress: 
These,  with  a  soothed  or  elevated  heart. 
May  we  behold  ;  their  knowledge  register ; 
Observe  their  ways ;  and,  free  from  envy,  find 
Complacence  there.     But  wherefore  this  to  you? 
I  guess  that,  welcome  to  your  lonely  hearth, 
'The  redbreast,  ruffled  np  by  Winter's  cold 
Into  a  'feathery  bunch,'  feeds  at  yonr  hand 
A  box,  perchance,  is  from  your  casement  hung 
For  the  small  wren  to  build  in;  —  not  in  vain. 
The  barriers  disregarding  that  surround 
This  deep  abiding-place,  before  your  sight 
Mounts  on  the  breeze  the  butterfly ;  and  soars. 
Small  creatnre  as  she  is,  from  earth's  bright  flowers, 
Into  the  dewy  clonds.    Ambition  reigns 
In  the  waste  wilderness:  the  Soul  ascends 
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DrawD  towards  her  natiTe  finnameot  of  HesTen, 
When  the  freeh  eagle,  in  the  month  of  May, 
Upborne,  at  evening,  on  replenieh'd  wing, 
This  shaded  valley  leaves ;  nnd  leaves  the  dark 
Empurpled  hills,  conspicnonsly  renewing 
A  proud  commonication  with  the  Bun 
Low  snnk  beneath  th'  horizon  !  —  List!  —  I  heard, 
From  yon  hnge  breast  of  rock,  a  voice  sent  forth 
As  if  the  Tisible  mountain  made  the  cry. 
Again  ! "  —  Th'  effect  upon  the  sonl  was  such 
Ab  he  express'd :  from  ont  the  mountain'B  heart 
The  solemn  voice  appear'd  t«  issue,  startling 
The  blank  air ;  for  the  region  all  around 
Stood  empty  of  all  shape  of  life,  and  silent 
Save  for  tnat  single  cry,  th'  nnanswer'd  bleat 
Of  a  poor  lamb, — left  somewhere  to  iteelf, 
The  plaintive  spirit  of  the  solitude ! 
He  paused,  as  if  unwilling  to  proceed, 
Through  conaciousaesB  that  silence  in  such  place 
Was  best,  the  most  affecting  eloquence. 
But  soon  his  thoughts  retum'6  npon  themselTes, 
And,  in  soft  tone  of  speech,  thus  he  resumed  : 

"  Ah !  if  the  heart,  too  confidently  raised. 
Perchance  too  lightly  occupied,  or  lall'd 
Too  easily,  despise  or  overlook 
The  va^alage  that  hinds  her  to  the  Earth, 
Her  sad  dependence  upon  time,  and  all 
The  trepidations  of  mortality, 
What  place  so  destitute  and  void,  but  there 
The  little  flower  her  vanity  shall  check ; 
The  trailing  worm  reprove  her  thoughtless  pride  P 

These  craggy  regions,  these  chaotic  wilds, 
Does  that  benignity  pervade  that  warms 
The  mole  contented  with  her  darksome  walk 
In  the  cold  gronnd ;  and  to  the  emmet  gives 
Her  foresight,  and  intelligence  that  makes 
The  tiny  creatures  strong  by  social  league; 
Supports  the  generations,  multipHes 
Their  tribes,  till  we  behold  a  spacious  plain 
Or  grassy  bottom,  all,  with  little  hills. 
Their  labour,  cover'd,  as  a  lake  with  waves ; 
Thousands  of  cities,  in  the  desert  place 
Built  up  of  life,  and  food,  and  means  of  life! 
Nor  wanting  here,  to  entertain  the  thought, 
Creatures  that  in  communities  exist. 
Less,  as  might  seem,  for  general  guardianship 


Or  throngh  defiendence  upon  mntnal  aid. 

Than  by  participation  of  delight 

And  a  etnct  love  of  fellowship,  combined. 

What  other  spirit  can  it  be  thai  prompts 

The  gilded  summer  flies  to  mix  and  weave 

Their  sports  together  in  the  solar  beam. 

Or  in  the  gloom  of  twilight  hum  their  joy? 

More  obviously  the  self-same  influence  rales 

The  feather'd  tinde ;  the  fieldfare's  pensive  flock, 

The  cawing  rooks,  and  sca-mewa  from  afar, 

HoveriDg  above  these  inland  solitudes, 

By  the  rongh  wind  unecatter'd,  at  whose  call 

"Op  through  the  trenches  of  the  long-drawn  vales 

Their  voyage  was  begun :  nor  is  its  power 

TJnfelt  among  the  sedentary  fowl 

That  seek  yon  pool,  and  there  prolong  their  stay 

In  silent  congress ;  or  together  roused 

Take  flight ;  while  with  their  clang  the  air  resounds. 

And,  over  all,  in  that  ethereal  vault, 

Is  the  mate  company  of  changeful  clouds ; 

Bright  apparition,  suddenly  put  forth. 

The  nunoow  smiling  on  the  laded  storm ; 

The  mild  assemblage  of  the  starry  heavens ; 

And  the  great  Sun,  Earth's  universal  lordl 

How  bountiful  is  Xature  I  he  shall  find 
Who  seeks  not;  and  to  htm  who  hath  not  ask'd 
Largo  measure  shall  be  dealt.    Three  sabbath-daya 
Are  scarcely  told,  since,  on  a  service  bent 
Of  mere  humanity,  you  clomb  those  heights; 
And  what  a  marvellous  and  heavenly  show 
Was  suddenly  reveal'd !  —  the  swaina  moved  on. 
And  heeded  not :  you  linger'd,  you  perceived 
And  felt,  deeply  as  living  man  couict  feel. 
There  is  a  luxury  iu  BcH-diaproiae ; 
And  inward  self-diapMUgement  affords 
To  meditative  spleen  a  grateful  feast. 
Trnst  me,  prononnciitg  on  vour  own  deaert, 
You  judge  nnthankfnlly :  Sistemper'd  nerves 
Infect  the  thoughts :  the  languor  of  the  frame 
DeprcBaes  the  sonl'a  vigour.     Quit  yonr  conch,— - 
Cleave  not  so  fondly  to  yonr  moodv  cell ; 
Nor  let  the  hallow's  powers,  that  shed  from  Heaven 
Stillness  and  rest,  with  disapproving  eye 
Look  down  upon  your  taper,  through  a  watch 
Of  midnight  hours,  unseasonably  twinkling 
Id  this  deep  Hollow,  like  a  sullen  star 
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Dimly  reflected  in  a  lonely  pooL 

Take  courage,  and  withdraw  yourself  from  ways 

That  run  not  parallel  to  Nature's  course. 

Kise  with  the  lark  I  your  matins  shall  obtain 

Grace,  be  their  composition  what  it  may. 

If  but  with  hers  perform'd ;  climb  once  again, 

Climb  every  day,  those  ramparts;  meet  the  breeze 

TJpon  their  tops,  adventurous  as  a  bee 

That  from  your  garden  thither  soars,  to  feed 

On  new-blown  heath;  let  yon  commanding  rock 

Be  your  frequented  watch-tower ;  roll  the  stone 

In  thunder  down  the  mountains;  with  all  your  might 

Gliase  the  wild  goat;  and  if  the  bold  red  deer 

Fly  to  tliose  harbours,  driven  by  hound  and  horn 

Loud  echoing,  add  your  speed  to  the  pursuit; 

So,  wearied  to  your  hut  shall  yon  return, 

And  sink  at  evening  iut^  sound  repose." 

The  Solitary  lifted  toward  the  hills 
A  kindling  eye  ■.  — accordant  feelings  msh'd 
Into  my  bosom,  whence  those  words  broke  forth : 
"  0,  what  a  joy  it  were,  in  vigorous  health, 
To  have  a  body,  (this  our  vital  frame 
With  shrinking  sensibility  endued, 
And  all  the  nice  regards  of  flesh  and  blood,) 
And  to  the  elements  surrender  it 
As  if  it  were  a  spirit ! —  How  divine, 
The  liberty,  for  frail,  for  mortal  man 
To  roam  at  large  among  unpeopled  glens 
And  roonntainous  retirements,  only  trod 
By  devious  footsteps;  regions  consecrate 
To  oldest  Time  1  and,  reckless  of  the  storm 
That  keeps  the  raveu  quiet  in  hor  nest. 
Be  as  a  presence  or  a  motion,  —  one 
Among  the  many  there ;  and,  while  the  mists 
Flying,  and  rainy  vapours,  call  out  shapes 
And  phantoms  from  the  crags  and  solid  earth 
As  fast  as  a  musician  scatters  sounds 
Out  of  an  instrument;  and  while  the  streams, 
^3  at  a  first  creation  and  in  haste 
To  exercise  their  untried  faculties,) 
Descending  from  the  region  of  the  clouds. 
And  starting  from  the  hollows  of  the  earth 
>[ore  multitudinous  every  moment,  rend 
Their  way  before  them  ;  what  a  joy  to  roam 
An  equal  among  mightiest  energies; 
And  haply  sometimes  with  articulate  voice, 
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Amid  the  deafening  ttunnl^  Bcarcely  heard 

Bt  liim  that  utters  it,  exclaim  aloud, 

'  Kage  on,  ye  elemente!  let  Mooa  aod  stars 

Their  aspects  lend,  aad  mingle  ia  their  tura 

With  this  commotiaa  (miaous  though  it  be) 

From  day  to  night,  from  night  to  daj,  proloag'dl'" 

"  Yes,"  said  mc  Wanderer,  taking  frum  my  lips 
The  strain  of  transport,  "  whosoe'er  in  youth 
Has,  through  ambition  of  hie  boqI,  given  way 
To  such  desires,  and  grasp'd  s.t  snch  deligiit. 
Shall  feel  congenial  stin-ings  late  and  long, 
In  spite  of  all  the  weakness  that  life  brings, 
Its  cares  and  sorrows:  he,  though  taught  to  owii 
The  tranquillizing  power  of  time,  shall  wake. 
Wake  sometimes  to  a  noble  restlessness. 
Loving  the  sports  which  once  he  gloried  iu. 

Compatriot,  Friend,  remote  are  Garry's  hills, 
The  streams  far  distant  of  your  native  glen; 
Yet  is  their  form  and  image  here  ezpress'd 
With  brotherly  resemblance.    Turn  your  steps 
Wherever  fancy  leads ;  by  day,  by  night. 
Are  various  engines  worMng,  not  the  same 
As  those  with  which  yonr  soul  in  youth  was  moved, 
But  by  the  great  Artilicer  endow'd 
With  no  inferior  power.    You  dwell  aloDe; 
You  walk,  you  live,  you  speculate  alone ; 
Yet  doth  remembrance,  like  a  sovereign  prince. 
For  you  a  stately  gallery  maintain 
Of  gay  or  tragic  pictures.    You  have  seen. 
Have  acted,  sufEer'd,  travell'd  far,  observed 
With  no  incurious  eye ;  and  books  are  yours, 
Within  whose  silent  chambers  treasure  lies 
Preserved  from  age  to  age ;  more  precious  far 
Than  that  accumulated  store  of  gold 
And  orient  gems  which,  for  a  day  of  need. 
The  Sultan  hides  deep  in  ancestral  tombs. 
These  boards  of  truth  you  can  unlock  at  will : 
And  music  waits  upon  your  skilful  touch. 
Sounds  which  the  wandering  shepherd  from  these  heights 
Hears,  and  forgets  his  purpose :  — fumish'd  thus. 
How  can  you  droop,  if  willing  to  be  upraised  ? 

A  piteous  lot  it  wei-e  to  flee  from  Man, 
Yet  not  rejoice  in  Nature.    He  whose  hours 
Are  by  domestic  pleasures  unoaress'd 
And  unenliven'd ;  who  exists  whole  years 
Apart  from  benefits  reoeive<l  or  done 
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'Mid  the  transactions  of  the  baetling  crowd ; 

Who  neither  hears,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  hear. 

Of  the  world's  interests,  —  such  a  one  hath  need 

Of  a  quick  fancy  and  an  active  heart. 

That,  for  the  day's  consumption,  books  may  yield 

Food  not  unwholesome;  earth  and  air  correct 

His  morbia  humour,  with  delight  supplied 

Or  solace,  Taryii.g  as  the  seasons  change.  — 

Truth  has  her  ploasiire-groands,  her  hannts  of  ease 

And  easy  contemplation ;  gay  parfcerrea. 

And  labyrinthine  walks,  her  snnny  gladea 

And  shady  groves  in  studied  contrast, — each. 

For  recreation,  leading  into  each : 

These  may  he  mnge,  if  willing  to  partake 

Their  soft  indulgences,  and  in  due  time 

May  issue  thence,  recruited  for  the  tasks 

And  course  of  service  Truth  requires  from  those 

Who  tend  her  altars,  wait  upon  her  throne. 

And  guard  her  fortresses.     Who  thinks,  and  feels. 

And  recognises  ever  and  anon 

The  breeze  of  Natnre  stirring  in  his  soul, 

Why  need  such  man  go  desperately  astray, 

And  nurse  '  the  dreadf nl  appetite  of  death '  ? 

If  tired  with  systems,  each  m  its  degree 

Substantial,  and  ail  cmmbling  in  their  turn. 

Let  him  build  systems  of  his  own,  and  smile 

At  the  fond  work,  demolish'd  with  a  touch; 

If  nnreligions,  let  him  be  at  once. 

Among  ten  thousand  innocents,  enroU'd 

A  pupil  in  the  many-cliamber'd  school 

Where  superstition  weaves  her  airy  dreams. 

Life's  Autumn  past,  I  stand  on  Winter's  verge; 
And  daily  lose  what  I  desire  to  keep: 
Yet  rather  would  I  instantly  decline 
To  the  traditionary  sympathies 
Of  a  most  rustic  ignorance,  and  take 
A  fearful  apprehension  from  the  owl 
Or  death-watch ;  and  as  readily  rejoice. 
If  two  auspicious  magpies  cross'd  my  way;  — 
To  this  would  rather  bend  than  see  and  hear 
The  repetitions  wearisome  of  sense, 
Where  soul  is  dead,  and  feeling  hath  no  place; 
Where  knowledge,  ill  begun  in  cold  remark 
On  outward  things,  with  formal  inference  ends; 
Or,  if  the  mind  tam  inward,  she  recoils 
At  once, — or,  not  recoiling,  is  perplex'd, — 
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IjOBt  in  a  gloom  of  uninspired  rasearcb : 
Meanwhile  the  heart  within  the  heart,  the  seat 
Where  peace  and  happy  conscionanesB  should  dwell. 
On  its  own  axis  restlessly  revolving. 
Seeks,  yet  can  nowhere  find,  the  l^ht  of  truth. 

Upon  the  breast  of  new-created  £arth 
Man  walk'd ;  and  when  and  whersoe'er  ho  moved, 
Alone  or  mated,  solitude  was  not. 
He  heard,  home  on  the  wind,  th'  articulate  voice 
Of  Ood ;  and  Angels  to  his  slfht  appeared 
Crowning  the  glorious  hills  of  parainBe ; 
Or  throngh  the  groves  gliding  like  morning  mist 
EnkindlS  by  the  Son.    He  sate,  —and  tiuked 
With  winged  Messengers;  who  doily  brought 
To  his  small  island  in  tb'  ethereal  deed 
Tidings  of  joy  and  love.    From  those  pare  heights 
(Whenier  of  actual  vision,  sensible 
To  sight  and  feeling,  or  that  ia  this  sort 
Have  condescendingly  been  shadow 'd  forth 
Communications  spiritually  maintain'd, 
And  intuitions  moral  and  divine) 
Fell  Human-kind, — to  banishment  condemn'd 
That  flowing  years  repeal'd  not:  and  distress 
And  grief  spread  wide ;  but  Man  escaped  the  doom 
Of  destitutiou ;  —  solitude  was  not.  — 
Jehovah  —  shapeless  Power  above  all  Powers, 
Single  and  one,  the  omnipreseut  God, 
By  vocal  utterance,  or  Maze  of  light, 
Orclond  of  darkness,  localised  in  Heaven; 
On  Earth,  enshrined  within  the  wandering  ark; 
Or,  out  of  Sion,  thundering  from  His  throne 
Between  the  Cherubim  —  on  the  chosen  Race 
Shower'd  miracles,  and  ceased  not  to  dispense 
Judgments,  that  fill'd  the  land  from  age  to  ^e 
With  hope,  and  love,  and  gratitude,  and  fear; 
And  with  amazement  smote ;  — thereby  to  assert 
His  scom'd  or  unacknowledged  sovereignty. 
And  when  the  One,  ineSable  of  name, 
Of  nature  indiTisiblc,  withdrew 
From  mortal  adoration  or  regard. 
Not  then  was  Deity  engulf 'd ;  nor  Man, 
The  rational  creature,  left  to  feel  the  weight 
Of  his  own  reason,  without  sense  or  thought 
Of  higher  reason  and  a  purer  will,  a 

To  benefit  and  bless,  through  mightier  power:  — 
Whether  the  Persian,  —  zealous  to  reject 
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Altar  and  image,  and  th'  inclasive  walla 
And  roofs  of  temples  built  by  bamsn  hands, — 
To  loftiflst  heights  ascending,  from  their  tops, 
"With  mjrtle-wreathed  tiara  on  his  brow. 
Presented  sacrifice  to  Moon  and  stars, 
And  to  the  winds  and  mother  elements. 
And  the  whole  circle  of  the  heavens,  for  him 
A  sensitive  existence,  and  a  God, 
With  lifted  hands  invoked,  and  songs  of  praise:' 
Or,  less  reluctantly  to  bonds  of  sense 
Yielding  his  sonl,  the  Babylonian  framed 
For  influence  undefined  a  personal  shnpe; 
And,  from  the  plain,  with  toil  immense,  uprear*!! 
Tower  eight  times  planted  on  the  top  of  tower. 
That  Bclus,  nightly  to  his  splendid  conch 
Descending,  there  might  rest;  upon  that  height 
Pure  and  serene,  diffused,  —  to  overlook 
Winding  Euphrates,  and  the  city  vast 
Of  his  devoted  worshippers,  far-stretch'd. 
With  grove  and  field  and  garden  interspersed ;  , 
Their  town,  and  foodfnl  region  for  support 
Against  the  pressure  of  beleagnering  war. 

Chaldean  bhepherds,  ranging  trackless  fields. 
Beneath  the  cpncave  of  noolouded  skiea 
Spread  like  a  sea,*  in  boandleas  solitude, 
]>)ok'd  on  the  polar  star,  as  on  a  guide 
And  guardian  of  their  course,  that  never  closed 
His  steadfast  eye.    The  planetary  Five 
With  a  submissive  reverence  they  beheld  ; 
Watch'd,  from  the  centre  of  their  sleeping  flocks. 
Those  radiant  Mercuries  that  eeem'd  to  move 
Carrying  through  ether,  in  perpetual  round, 
Decrees  and  resolutions  of  the  Gods ; 
And,  by  their  aspects,  signifying  works 
Of  dim  futurity,  to  Man  reveal'd. — 
Th'  imaginative  faculty  was  lord 
Of  observations  natural ;  and,  thus 
^  Led  on,  those  shepherds  made  report  of  stars 
In  set  rotation  passing  to  and  fro, 

1    Tho  andoDt  religion  of  the  Pereiam  la  very  happily  <ia»cribocl  byH 

IquoteUie  passage  a»  trajialaled  by  Uibbon;  "Thoy  reject  the  use  iif  temploB, 
Kltars,  and  of  etatiies,  and  emlle  at  (ho  folly  of  those  Dfttlons  nho  imBgtne  that  I 
Ewlg  are  sprung  from,  or  bear  any  afflolty  wlib,  the  human  uature.    The  tops  of  tM 
fiigheet  muuntaiuji  are  the  places  uhoaen  tor  Bacridccs.    Ilvmns  iinii  ptaj-era  are  Ihe 
principal  worehtlkt  tho  eupreme  tiud.  who  fllU  the  wlile  circle  of  heaven,  is  tbe  ol>- 
}eot  to  whom  die;  MV  adilreBsed," 

1    Upreaii  i»  here  a  participle  agreeing  with  flddi ;  the  construftlini  being,  "  taior 
lea  llelils  spread  out^ifce  a  »e»,  beneaui  nnclaDded  Hkiea." 
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Between  tte  orbs  of  our  ftpparent  sphere 
And  its  invisible  eonnterpart,  adom'd 
With  answering  constellations,  under  earth, 
Eemoved  from  a]l  acproach  of  living  Bight, 
But  present  to  the  dead;  who,  so  they  accm'd. 
Like  those  celestial  messengers*  beheld 
All  accidents,  and  judges  were  of  all. 

The  Hvely  Grecian,  —  in  a  land  of  hills, 
Birers,  and  fertile  plains,  and  sounding  shores,  — 
Under  a  cope  of  skv  more  variable, 
Oonld  find  commodious  place  (or  every  God, 
Promptly  received,  as  prodigally  brought. 
From  the  surronndine  conntriea,  at  the  choice 
Of  all  adventurers.    With  nnrivaU'd  akill. 
As  nicest  observation  fumish'd  hints 
For  studious  fancy,  his  quick  hand  bestow'd 
On  fluent  operations  a  fix'd  shape ; 
Metal  or  stone,  idolatronsly  served. 
And  yet — triumphant  o'er  this  pompous  show 
Of  art,  this  palpable  array  of  sense. 
On  every  aide  encounter'd ;  in  despite 
Of  the  gross  fictions  chanted  in  the  streets 
Br  wandering  Rhapsodiats;  and  in  contempt 
Of  doubt  and  bold  denial  hourly  ui^ed 
Amid  the  wrangling  schools  —  a  SPIRIT  bung, 
Beautiful  region !  o'er  thy  towns  and  farms, 
Statues  and  temples,  and  memorial  tombs ; 
And  emanations  were  perceived;  and  acts 
Of  immortality,  in  Nature's  coorse. 
Exemplified  by  mysteries,  that  were  felt 
As  bonds,  on  grave  philosopher  imposed 
And  armSd  warrior;  and  iu  every  grove 
A  gay  or  pensive  tenderness  prevaii'd. 
When  piety  more  awful  had  relax'd. — 
'  Take,  running  river,  take  these  locks  of  mine,'  — 
Thus  would  the  Votary  say,  —  'this  sever'd  hair, 

t  "Those  celestial  meBBengerB^  are  the  "Btars  In  setrotntion  pBasln^lo  ruidfro.** 
aa  Ibey  ore  ilegcribed  a  UMe  belbre;  stare  wtilch  Ihe  shepherds,  thouBli  Iticy  s)iw 
tfaem  DoC,  believed  to  exist,  becauee  Uielr  belieCwas  shaped  by  '■  IhelmflKinatiTO 
ttcalty,"  more  ttaan  by  wliat  their  senses  behold.  Modern  aetronomj'  hsa  rendered 
itiomewbat  dUBcDlt  for  ug  to  form  encb  MtroDomlMl  conc«ptloaB  as  ChoancionM 
hod.  In  this  passage  Che  ClialdeaiiB  are  aopposed  torogud  theEnrOi  usnlCTelBur- 
tars  ot  IndellDlte  extent,  and  to  believe  that  the  upper  celestial  hemisphere,  which 
was  apparent  to  than  dnrioc  nigbt,  had  a  eOTrespaailtDg  hemiapbere  below,  whlrh 
vas  apparent  to  the  dead ;  whtle  flioae  imajioary  stars  circulated  between  the  two 
bemispbereStandBoifeTeiiitelUgeutoraUfliatwaadoDelnbolli.  Of  course  (bis  toic'^r 
celeatEiU  hemisphere,  with  Its  atairy  aplendourg,  was  what  is  known  to  ue  sb  the 
•mfAcm  hemlepbere,  the  coustellatlonB  of  which  are  invlelble  to  us  in  Ihe  North.— 
TbiB  whole  dlseonnealMattheTeUgioaB  ide«aandsenllTneutBor  the  anclentaiain 
Wordaworth'B  best  maaner,  and  is  enonsh  of  Itself  to  set  him  in  the  highest  rank  of 


i.i(KH^ie 


L  WOBDSWORTH. 

My  vow  fu]611ing,  do  I  here  preeent, 

Thankful  for  my  beloved  child's  return. 

Thy  baalca,  Cephisne,  he  agaia  hath  trod, 

Thy  murmnrg  heard ;  and  drunk  the  crystal  lymph 

With  which  thou  dost  refreeh  the  tliirsty  lip. 

And,  all  day  loug,  moisten  these  flowery  ficldsl ' 

And  doubtlesa,  sometimes,  when  the  hair  was  shed 

Upon  the  flowing  stream,  a  thought  arose 

Of  Life  continuous.  Being  unimpair'd ; 

That  hath  heen,  is,  and  where  it  was  and  is 

There  shall  endure, — existence  unexposed 

To  the  blind  walk  of  mortal  accident ; 

From  diminution  safe  and  weakening  age : 

While  man  grows  old,  and  dwindles,  and  deoays; 

And  countless  generations  of  mankind 

Depart^  and  leave  no  vestige  where  they  trod. 

We  live  by  Admiration,  Hope,  Mid  Love ; 
And,  even  as  these  are  well  and  wisely  fix'd. 
In  dignity  of  being  we  ascend. 
But  what  is  error  f "  —  "  Answer  he  who  can ! " 
The  Sceptic  somewhat  haughtily  exclaim'd: 
"  Love,  Hope,  and  Admiration,  —  are  they  not 
Mad  Fancys  favourite  vassals  P    Does  not  life 
Use  them,  fall  oft,  as  pioneers  to  ruin. 
Guides  to  destruction  r    Is  it  well  to  trust 
Imagination's  light- when  reason's  fails, 
Th'  unguarded  taper  where  the  guarded  faints  ?  — 
Stoop  from  those  heights,  and  soberly  declare 
What  error  is ;  and,  of  our  errors,  which 
Doth  most  debase  the  mind;  tlie  genuine  seats 
Of  power,  where  are  they?     Who  shall  regulate. 
With  truth,  the  scale  of  intellectual  rank  ?" 
"  Methinks,"  persuasively  the  Sage  replied, 
^  "  That  for  this  arduous  office  you  possess 
Some  rare  advantages.     Your  eai-ly  days 
A  grateful  recollection  must  supply 
Of  much  exalted  good  by  Heaven  vouchsafed 
To  dignify  the  humblest  state.  —  Your  voice 
Hath,  in  my  hearing,  often  testified 
That  poor  men's  children,  they,  and  they  alone, 
Bt  their  condition  taught,  can  understand 
Tne  wisdom  of  the  prayer  that  daily  asks 
For  daily  bread.     A  consciousneas  is  yours 
How  feelinglj;  religion  may  be  leam'd, 
In  smoky  cabins,  m>m  a  mother's  toogne, — 
Heard  while  the  dwelling  vibrates  to  the  din 
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Of  the  contignona  torreot,  gathering  Gtrength 

At  every  moment,  —  and,  with  Btrength,  iucraase 

Of  fury ;  or,  while  auow  is  at  the  door, 

Assanttiag  and  defeodii^,  and  the  wind, 

A  sightless  labourer,  whistles  at  hie  work,  — 

Feanul ;  but  resignation  tempers  fear. 

And  piety  in  gweet  to  infant  minds.  — 

The  Shepherd-lad,  that  in  the  sunsbiae  carves 

On  the  green  turf  a  dial,  to  divide 

The  silent  hours ;  and  who  to  that  report 

Can  portion  out  his  pleasures,  and  adapt, 

Throughout  a  long  and  lonely  Summer's  day, 

Hia  round  of  pastoral  duties,  is  not  left 

With  less  intelligence  for  moral  things 

Of  gravest  import    Early  he  perceives. 

Within  himself,  a  meaenre  and  a  rule. 

Which  to  the  Sun  of  truth  he  can  apply. 

That  shines  for  him,  and  shines  for  aJl  mankind. 

Experience  daily  fixing  his  regards 

On  nature's  wuits,  he  knows  how  few  they  arc. 

And  where  they  lie,  how  auswer'd  and  appeased. 

This  knowledge  ample  recompense  affords 

For  manifold  privations ;  he  refers 

Hia  notions  to  this  standard ;  on  this  rock 

Rests  his  desires ;  and  hence,  in  after-life. 

Soul-strengthening  patience,  and  sublime  content. 

Imagination  —  not  permitted  here 

To  waste  her  powers,  as  in  the  worldling's  mind, 

On  fickle  pleasures  and  superfluous  cares 

And  trivial  ostentation  —  is  left  free 

And  puissant  to  range  the  solemn  walks 

Of  time  and  Nature,  girded  by  a  zone 

That,  while  it  binds,  mvigorates  and  supports. 

Acknowledge,  then,  that,  whether  by  the  side 

Of  his  poor  hut,  or  on  tlie  mountain  top, 

Or  in  the  cultured  field,  a  Man  so  bred 

(Take  from  him  what  you  will  upon  the  score 

Of  ignorance  or  illusion)  lives  and  breathes 

For  noble  purposes  of  mind:  his  heart 

Beats  to  th'  heroic  song  of  ancient  days; 

His  eye  distinguishes,  his  soul  creates. 

And  those  illusions  which  eseite  the  scorn 

Or  move  the  pity  of  unthinking  minds, 

Are  they  not  mainly  outward  ministers 

Of  inward  conscience?  with  whose  service  chained 

They  came  and  go,  appear'd  and  disappear. 
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Diverting  evil  pnrposes,  remorse 
Awakening,  cbaetening  an  intemperate  grie^ 
Or  pride  of  heart  abating  :  and,  whene'er 
For  lesB  important  ends  those  phantoms  move, 
Who  wonla  forbid  them,  if  their  presence  serve  — 
On  thinly-peopled  mountains  and  wild  heaths, 
FitUng  a  space,  else  vacant  — to  exalt 
The  forms  of  Sature,  and  enlarge  her  powers  ? 

Once  more  to  distant  ages  of  the  world 
Let  na  revert,  and  place  iSfore  our  thonghts 
The  face  which  rural  solitude  might  wear 
To  th'  nncolighten'd  swains  of  pi^aii  Greece. — 
In  that  fair  clime,  the  lonely  herdsman,  streteh'd 
On  the  soft  grass  through  half  a  Summer's  day. 
With  music  Tuli'd  his  indolent  repose : 
And,  in  some  fit  of  weui'iiiess,  if  he. 
When  his  own  breath  was  silent,  chanced  to  hear 
A  distant  strain,  far  sweeter  than  the  sounds 
Which  his  poor  skill  could  make,  his  fancy  fetch'd. 
Even  from  the  blazing  chariot  of  the  Hun, 
A  beardless  Youth,  wno  touch'd  a  golden  lute. 
And  fill'd  th'  illumined  groves  with  ravishments 
The  nightly  hunter,  lifting  a  bright  eye 
TTp  towards  the  crescent  Moon,  with  grateful  heart 
Call'd  on  the  lovely  wanderer  who  bestow'd 
That  timely  light,  to  share  his  joyous  sport: 
And  hence,  a  beaming  Goddess  with  her  Nymphs, 
Across  the  lawn  and  throngh  the  darksome  grove. 
Not  unaccompanied  with  tuneful  notes 
By  echo  multiplied  from  rock  or  cave, 
Swept  in  the  storm  of  chase ;  as  Moon  and  stars 
Glance  rapidly  along  the  clouded  heaven. 
When  winds  are  blowing  strong.*    The  traveller  slaked 
His  thirst  from  rill  or  gushing  fount,  and  thank'd 
The  Naiad.     Sunbeams,  upon  distant  hills 
Gliding  apace,  with  shadows  in  their  train. 
Might,  with  small  help  from  fancy,  be  transform'd 
Into  fleet  Oreads  sporting  visibly. 
The  Zephyrs  fanning,  as  they  pass'd,  their  wings, 
Lack'd  not,  for  love,  fair  objecte  whom  they  woo'd. 
With  gentle  whisper.    Wither'd  bonghs  grotesque, 
Stripp'd  of  their  leaves  and  twigs  hy  hoary  age, 

4  The  nnclsBsical  reader  may  like  to  be  toM  tbat  DIsdb  and  ber  trslD  ot  ThA 
■ttendants,  ntnging  the  foreet  by  moonlisbt,  were  mytbiot  ImperaraBUoH  at  ua 
Moon  and  Btars.  aa  theee  appear  to  sweep  through  me  upper  air,  when  winds  an 
diirlng  cloada  acroas  the  tarn  of  Che  ikj. 
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From  depth  of  shaggy  covert  peeping  forth 
In  the  low  vale,  or  on  steep  mountain  side ; 
And,  sometimes,  intermiz'd  with  stirring  horns 
Of  the  live  deer,  or  goat's  depending  beuil, — 
These  were  the  lurking  Satyrs,  s  wild  brood 
Of  gamesome  Deities;  or  Fbn  himself. 
The  simple  shepherd's  awe-inspiring  OodI"* 

The  strain  was  aptly  chosen ;  and  I  could  mark 
Its  kindly  influence,  o'er  the  yielding  brow 
Of  our  Gomp^ion,  gradually  diffused ; 
While,  listening,  he  had  paced  the  noiseless  turf. 
Like  one  whose  untired  ear  a  murmuring  stream 
Detains;  hut,  tempted  now  to  interpose. 
He  with  a  smile  exclaim 'd: 

"  'Tis  well  you  speak 
At  a  safe  distance  from  onr  native  land, 
And  from  the  mansions  where  our  youth  was  taught 
The  true  descendants  of  those  godly  men 
Who  swept  from  Scotland,  in  a  flame  of  xeal, 
Shrine,  altar,  image,  and  the  massy  piles 
That  harbour'd  them,  —  the  souls  retaining  yet 
The  churlish  features  of  that  after-race 
Who  fled  to  woods,  cavems,  and  jutting  rocks. 
In  deadly  scorn  of  superstitious  rites, 
Or  what  their  scruples  construed  to  be  such, — 
How,  think  you,  would  they  tolerate  this  scheme 
Of  fine  proponeitiea,  that  tends,  if  urged 
Far  as  it  might  bo  uiged,  to  sow  airesh 
The  weeds  <3  Romish  phantasy,  in  Tain 
Uprooted;  would  re-consecrate  our  wells 
To  good  Saint  Filian  and  to  fair  Biiint  Anne ; 
And  from  long  banishment  recall  Saint  Giles, 
To  watch  again  with  tntelaiy  love 
O'er  stately  Edlnborough  throned  on  crags  ? 
A  blessed  restoration,  to  behold 
The  patron,  on  the  shoulders  of  his  priests. 
Once  more  parading  through  her  crowded  streets 
Now  simply  guarded  by  the  sober  powers 
Of  science,  and  philosophy,  and  sense ! " 

This  answer  follow'd :  "  You  have  tum'd  my  thoughts 
Upon  our  brave  Progenitors,  who  rose 
Against  idolatry  with  warlike  mind, 
And  shrunk  from  vain  observances,  to  lurk 
In  woods,  and  dwell  under  impending  rocks 

B    For  some  uccoiut  of  Pan  nod  tbe  Satyrg,  see  page  311,  note  8. 
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ni-shelter'd,  and  oft  wanting  fire  and  food : 

Why  ? — for  this  very  reason  that  they  felt, 

And  did  acknowledge,  whereaoe'er  they  moved, 

A  Epiritnal  presence,  oft-times  misconceived, 

Bnt  still  a  high  dependence,  a  divine 

Bounty  and  government,  that  fill'd  their  hearts 

With  joy  and  gratitude,  and  fear  and  love ; 

And  from  their  fervent  lipa  drew  hymns  of  praise. 

That  through  the  desert  rang.    Though  favonr'd  less. 

Far  loaa,  than  these,  yet  anch,  in  their  degme. 

Were  those  bewilder'd  Pagans  of  old  time. 

Beyond  their  own  poor  natures  and  above 

Thc^  look'd ;  were  humbly  thankful  for  the  good 

Which  the  warm  Sun  solicited,  and  earth 

Beatow'd ;  were  gladsome,  —  and  their  moral  sense 

They  fortified  with  reverence  for  the  Goda ; 

And  they  had  bopea  that  overstepp'd  the  Qi'avc. 

Now,  shall  our  great  Diacoverera,"  he  esclaim'd, 
Raifling  hia  voice  triumphantly,  "  obtain 
From  sense  and  reason  leaa  than  theae  obtain'd, 
Thongli  far  misled  ?     Shall  men  for  whom  onr  aje 
Unbaffled  powers  of  vision  hath  prepared. 
To  explore  the  world  without  and  world  within, 
Be  joyless  as  the  blind  P    Ambitious  spirits, 
Whom  Earth,  at  this  late  aea^n,  hath  produced, 
To  regulate  the  moving  splierea,  and  weigh 
The  planets  in  the  hollow  of  their  hand ; 
And  they  who  rather  dive  than  soar,  whose  paiaa 
Have  solved  the  elements,  or  analysed 
The  thinking  principle,  —  shall  they  in  fact 
Prove  a  degraded  Race?  and  what  avails 
Benown,  if  their  presumption  make  them  such? 
0,  there  is  laughter  at  their  work  in  Heaven! 
Inquire  of  ancient  Wisdom ;  go,  demand 
Of  mighty  Nature,  if  'twas  ever  meant 
That  we  should  pry  far  oft,  yet  be  unraised; 
That  we  should  pore,  and  dwindle  as  we  pore, 
Viewing  all  objects  unremittingly 
In  disconnection  dead  and  spiritless; 
And,  still  dividing,  and  dividing  still, 
Break  down  all  grandeur,  still  unsatisfied 
With  the  perverse  attempt,  while  littleness 
May  yet  become  more  little;  •  waging  thus 

e  TheiDoralatBrratloiiof  the  soul,  which  nntnrall^  resDlla  IVom  aMrUss  of  •■ 
Imprefslone  of  awe  nod  roTerenca,  and  coBflBlog  the  iiltentlon  to  snoh  things  u  onr 
p»ur  little  mlnilB  can  coBprehend,  wiu  a  IbTOorlbi  theme  with  WordBwoiOi.  Sta 
Iwigel7e,uotoB. 
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An  impioua  warfare  with  the  very  life 
Of  our  own  sonle ! 

And  if  indeed  there  be 
An  all~pervading  Spirit  upon  whom 
Our  dark  foundations  rest,  conid  He  design 
That  this  magnificent  effect  of  power, 
The  earth  we  tread,  the  sky  that  we  behold 
By  day,  and  all  the  pomp  which  night  reveals; 
That  these — and  that  flnperior  mystery 
Our  vital  frame,  so  fearfnlly  devised. 
And  the  di'ead  soul  within  it — should  exist 
Only  to  be  examined,  ponder'd,  seareh'd, 
Prooed,  vex'd,  and  criticised?  —  Accuse  me  not 
Of  arrogance,  nnknown  Wanderer  as  I  am. 
If,  having  walk'd  with  Nature  threescore  years, 
And  ofler'd,  far  as  frailty  would  allow. 
My  heart  a  daily  sacrifice  to  Troth, 
I  now  affii-m  of  Nature  and  of  Truth, 
Whom  I  have  served,  that  their  Divihitt 
Eevolts,  offended  at  the  ways  of  men 
Sway'd  by  such  motives,  to  such  ends  employ'd ; 
Philosophers,  who,  thongh  the  human  soul 
Be  of  a  thousand  facnlties  composed, 
And  twice  ten  thousand  interests,  do  yet  prize 
This  soul,  and  the  transcendent  universe, 
No  more  than  as  a  mirror  that  reflects 
To  proud  Self-love  her  own  intelligence ; 
That  one,  poor,  finite  ohjeet,  in  th  abyss 
Of  infinite  Being,  twinkling  restlessly ! 

Nor  higher  place  can  be  assign'd  to  him 
And  his  compeers,  —  the  laughing  Sage  of  Franee.' 
Crown'd  was  he,  iiE  my  memory  do  not  err. 
With  laurel  planted  upon  hoary  hairs. 
In  sign  of  com^uest  by  his  wit  achieved 
And  benefits  his  wisdom  had  conferr'd ; 
His  tottering  body  was  with  wreaths  of  flowers 
Opprest,  far  less  becoming  ornaments 
Than  Spring  oft  twines  about  a  mouldering  tree ; 
Yet  so  it  pleased  a  fond,  a  vain  old  Man, 
And  a  moat  frivolous  people.*    Him  I  mean 

T   Ttae&UDBlint  Is  to  Voltaire,  who  is  ■aldtoluvedeclnred."!  nm  tired  oT  bearing 

I  reported  that  twelve —-.—.  ._  -— j  ...._,...,........  t  _..ii  ,i .•.. 

worMUiatoiwifl  BufBcie 

he  was  ei^lng  to  scoiT,  oi ., ^ 

aellrertho human  miodftom  "Uietyrann, ^ . 

8  ThlB  VBB  in  March,  17T8,  Voltaire  being  then  elahtr-fbnr  yparj  olil.  Hating 
grown  rother  weary  oT  his  reUrement  at  Femey,  the Tiyporboliiail  olil  lop  made  a 
•Mt  to  Paria,  and  was  tbere  abnoat  aoffooated  with  byp^i}Ollt:tl  oiratiuna.    I  qoolD 
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Who  pean'd,  to  ridicule  confiding  faith. 

This  Sony  Legend ;  which  by  chance  we  found 

Piled  in  a  no<^  through  miuice,  as  might  seem. 

Among  more  innocent  mbhish."  —  Speaking  thus. 

With  a  brief  notice  when  and  how  and  where 

We  had  espied  the  booli,  lie  drew  it  forth ; 

And  courteoualy,  aa  if  the  act  remoTed 

At  once  all  traces  from  the  good  Man's  lieurt 

Of  nnbenigQ  aversion  or  contempt, 

Bestoi-ed  it  to  its  owner.    "  Gentle  Friend," 

Herewith  he  grasp'd  the  Solitary's  hand, 

"  Yon  have  known  lights  and  guides  better  than  these. 

Ah  I  let  not  aught  amiaa  within  dispose 

A  noble  mind  to  practise  on  herself. 

And  tempt  opinion  to  support  the  wrongs 

Of  passion :  whatsoe'er  be  felt  or  fear'd, 

From  higher  judgment^seats  make  no  appeal 

To  lower:  can  you  question  that  the  soul 

Inherits  an  allegiance,  not  by  choice 

To  be  cast  ofE,  upon  an  oath  proposed 

By  each  new  upstart  notion  ?    In  the  porta 

Of  levity  no  refuge  can  be  found, 

No  shelter,  for  a  spirit  in  distress. 
He,  who  by  wilful  dieesteem  of  life 

And  proud  insensibility  to  hope, 

Affronts  the  eye  of  Solitude,  shall  learn 

That  her  mild  nature  can  be  terrible ; 

That  neither  she  nor  Silence  lack  the  power 

To  avenge  their  own  insulted  majesty. 
0  blest  seclusion  1  when  the  mind  admits 

The  law  of  duty;  and  can  therefore  move 

Through  each  vicissitude  of  loss  and  gain, 

Link'd  in  entire  eonriplacence  with  lier  choice ; 

When  youth's  presumptuousnesa  is  nipllow'd  down 

And  manhood's  vain  anxiety  dismiss'd ; 

When  wisdom  shows  her  seasonable  fruit, 

Upon  the  boughs  of  sheltering  leisure  hung 

In  sober  plenty ;  when  the  spirit  stoops 

To  drink  with  gratitude  the  crystal  stream 

flxim  CmIvIo's  essay  od  Voltslre:  "  To  onr  vtaw,  Uiat  JnalviflU  to  Parto  hn  »■!»■■■> 
halMMvoTong,  half-lAleflil  aspect ;  Cbere  Is,  as  It  were,  a  wrt  ot  dnm>M  jiuttoe  U 
this  catastrophe,  that  he,  who  had  all  hU  lub  hungered  audtblciled  after  pnbUclh. 
VoaTiBbouldutlcngnlKlietij  excess  of  it;  ebould  And  ttaedoorafhlaHe«TBiunb«artk 
unexpccledly  thrown  wide  opoa.  and  tnter  there,  onl;  to  be,  as  he  himself  nUL 
•  aniothcred  un<ler  roses.'  Had  Farls  any  suitable  theogony  or  theology,  aa  Bihm 
and  Athens  had,  this  might  ahnost  be  redmned,  as  IhOBeaacIeuta  accounted  of  deadi 
by  lia^biiDg,  a  sacred  death,  adeathlVom  the  goda,— fyom  their  many Jieailed  god, 
^^ri^.^— ValtalK  died  on  ChaNMH  of  Maylbllowins. 
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Of  unreproved  enjoyment;  and  is  pleased 

To  muse,  and  be  saluted  by  the  air 

Of  meek  repentance,  wafting  wall-flower  Bcent^ 

From  ont  the  crumbling  ruins  of  fallen  pride 

And  chambers  of  transgression,  now  forlorn. 

0  calm  contented  days  and  peaceful  nights! 

Who,  when  such  good  ean  m  obtain'd,  would  strive 

To  reconcile  his  manhood  to  a  couch, 

Soft,  OS  may  seem,  but,  under  that  disguise, 

Stuff'd  with  the  thorny  substance  of  the  past 

For  fix'd  annoyance;  and  full  oft  beset 

With  floating  dreams,  black  and  disconsolate, 

The  vapoury  phantoms  of  futurity  ? 

Within  the  soul  a  faculty  abides, 
That  with  interpositions,  which  would  hide 
And  darken,  so  can  deal  that  they  become 
Contiagencies  of  pomp,  and  serve  to  exalt 
Her  native  brightness.     As  the  ample  MooD, 
In  the  deep  stillness  of  a  summer  even 
Bising  behind  a  thick  and  lofty  grove. 
Burns,  like  an  unconsnining  fire  of  light, 
In  the  green  trees ;  and,  kindling  on  all  aider 
Their  leafy  umbrage,  turns  the  dusky  veil 
Into  a  substance  glorions  as  her  own, 
Yea,  with  her  own  incorporated,  by  power 
Capacious  and  serene.     Like  power  abides 
In  man's  celestial  spirit;  virtue  thus 
Sets  forth  and  magnifies  herself;  thus  feeds 
A  calm,  a  beautiful,  and  silent  Are, 
From  the  encumbrances  of  mortal  life, 
From  error,  disappointment,  —  nay,  from  guilt; 
And  sometimes,  so  relenting  justice  wills, 
From  palpable  oppressions  of  despair." 

The  Solitary  by  these  words  was  touch'd 
With  manifest  emotion,  and  exclaim'd : 
"But  how  begin?  and  whence?  —  'The  Mind  is  free,— 
Resolve,'  the  haughty  Moralist  would  say, 
'  This  single  act  is  ail  that  we  demand.' 
Alas !  such  wisdom  bids  a  creature  fly 
Whose  very  sorrow  is,  that  time  hath  shoni 
His  natural  wings  I  —  To  friendship  let  him  turn 
For  succour ;  but  perhaps  he  sits  alone 
On  stormy  waters,  toss'a  in  a  little  boat 
That  holds  but  him,  and  can  contain  no  morel 
Religion  tells  of  amity  sublime 
Which  no  condition  can  preclude;  of  One 
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Who  sees  all  snffering,  comprehends  all  wants. 

All  weakness  fathoms,  can  supply  all  needs : 

But  is  that  bounty  absolute  ?    His  gifts. 

Are  they  not,  still,  in  some  degree,  rewai'ds 

For  acts  of  service  ?    Can  His  love  extend 

To  hearts  that  own  not  Him  ?    Will  showers  of  gncc^ 

When  in  the  sky  no  promise  may  be  seen, 

Fall  to  refresh  a  parch'd  and  wither'd  land? 

Or  shall  the  groaning  Spirit  cast  her  load 

At  the  Bedeemer's  feet  ?" 

In  mefnl  tone, 
With  some  impatience  in  his  mien,  he  spoke: 
Back  to  my  mind  msh'd  all  that  had  been  nrgcd. 
To  calm  the  Suffei'er  when  his  story  closed ; 
I  look'd  for  connsel  as  unbending  now ; 
Bnt  a  discriminating  sympathy 
Stoop'd  to  this  apt  reply: 

"As  men  from  men 
Do,  in  the  constitution  of  their  souls, 
Differ,  by  mystery  not  to  be  explain'd ; 
And  as  we  fall  by  various  ways,  and  sink 
One  deeper  than  another,  self-condemn'd. 
Through  manifold  degrees  of  guilt  and  shame ; 
So  manifold  and  various  are  the  ways 
Of  restoration,  fashion'd  to  the  steps 
Of  all  infirmity,  and  tending  all 
To  the  same  point,  attainable  by  all, — 
Peace  in  ourselves,  and  union  with  our  God. 
For  you,  assuredly,  a  hopeful  road 
Lies  open :  we  have  heard  from  you  a  voice 
At  eveij  moment  soften'd  in  its  course 
By  tendemese  of  heart ;  have  seen  your  eye. 
Even  like  an  altw  lit  by  fire  from  Heaven, 
Kindle  before  ns.     Your  discourae  this  day. 
That,  like  the  fabled  Lethe,  wish'd  to  flow 
In  creeping  sadness,  through  oblivious  shades 
Of  death  and  night,  has  caught  at  every  turn 
The  colours  of  the  Sun.    Access  for  you 
Is  yet  preserved  to  principles  of  troth. 
Which  the  imi^iitative  Will  upholds 
In  seats  of  wisdom,  not  to  be  approach'd 
By  the  inferior  Faculty  that  mouldy 
With  her  minute  and  speculative  pains, 
Opinion,  ever  changing  1 

I  have  seen 
A  curious  child,  who  dwelt  upon  a  tract 
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Of  inlaod  ground,  applyiBg  to  hie  ear 

The  conToliitioES  of  a  amooth-lipp'd  shell ; 

To  which,  iQ  silence  hush'd,  his  very  Bonl 

Li»t«D'd  intensely ;  and  his  coontenance  soon 

Brighten'd  with  joy ;  for  from  within  were  hoard 

MarmnringB,  whereby  the  monitor  express'd 

MystcriouB  union  with  its  native  sea. 

Even  such  a  shell  the  Universe  itself 

Is  to  the  ear  of  Faith ;  and  there  are  times, 

I  doubt  not,  when  to^ou  it  doth  impart 

Authentic  tidings  of  invisible  things; 

Of  ebb  and  flow,  and  ever-during  power ; 

And  central  peace,  subsisting  at  tne  heart 

Of  endless  agitation.    Here  you  stand. 

Adore,  and  worship,  when  you  know  it  not; 

Fiona  beyond  th'  intention  of  your  thnnght; 

Devout  above  the  meaning  of  your  will.  — 

Yes,  you  have  felt,  and  may  not  cease  to  feel. 

Th'  estate  of  man  would  bo  indeed  forlorn 

If  false  conclusions  of  the  reasoning  power 

Made  the  eye  blind,  and  closed  the  passages 

Through  which  the  ear  converses  with  the  heart. 

Has  not  the  soul,  the  being  of  your  life, 

Beoeived  a  shock  of  awful  ooDSciousness, 

In  some  calm  season,  when  these  lofty  rocks 

At  night's  approach  bring  down  th'  anclouded  sky, 

To  rest  npon  their  circumambient  walls  ? 

A  temple  framing  of  dimensions  vast. 

And  yet  not  too  enormous  for  the  sound 

Of  human  anthems,  — choral  song,  or  burst 

Sublime  of  instrumental  harmony, 

To  glorify  th'  Eternal  1     What  if  these 

Did  never  break  tlie  stillness  that  prevails 

Here,  —  if  the  solemn  nightingale  be  mute. 

And  the  soft  woodlark  here  did  never  chant 

Her  vespers,  —  Nature  fails  not  to  provide 

Impulse  and  utterance.    The  whispering  air 

Sends  inspiration  from  the  shadowy  heights. 

And  blind  recesses  of  the  cavem'd  rocks; 

The  little  rills,  uid  waters  numberless. 

Inaudible  by  daylight,  blend  their  notes 

With  the  loud' streams:  and  often,  at  the  boor 

When  issue  forth  the  fii-at  pale  stars,  is  heard. 

Within  the  circuit  of  this  fabric  huge. 

One  voice,  —  the  solitary  raven,  flying 

Athwart  the  concave  of  the  dark  hlue  dome. 
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Unseen,  perchance  above  all  power  of  sight,  — 

An  iron  knell  1  with  echoes  from  afar 

Faint  —  and  still  fainter— as  the  cry,  with  which 

The  wanderer  accompanies  her  flight 

Throngh  the  calm  region,  fades  apon  the  ear. 

Diminishing  by  distajace  till  it  Beem'd 

To  expire;  yet  from  th'  abyss  is  canght  again, 

And  yet  again  recover'd! 

But,  descendii^ 
From  these  imaginative  heights,  that  yield 
Far-stretching  views  into  eternity, 
Acknowledge  that  to  Nature's  humbler  power 
Your  eherieri'd  suUenneas  is  forced  to  bend 
Even  here,  where  her  amenities  are  sown 
With  sparing  hand.     Then  trust  yourself  abroad 
To  range  her  blooming  bowers  and  spacious  fieldB, 
Where  on  the  labours  of  the  happy  throng 
She  smiles,  including  ia  her  wide  embrace 
City,  and  town,  and  tower,  —  and  sea  with  ships 
Sprinkled ;  —  be  our  Companion  while  we  track 
Her  rivers  populous  with  gliding  lite; 
While,  free  as  air,  o'er  printiess  sands  we  march. 
Or  pierce  the  gloom  of  her  majestic  woods ; 
Boaming,  or  resting  under  grateful  shade 
In  peace  and  meditative  cheerfulness; 
Where  living  things,  and  things  inanimate, 
Do  speak,  at  Heaven's  command,  to  eye  and  ear. 
And  speak  to  social  reason's  inner  sense, 
With  inarticulate  language. 

For,  the  Man  — 
Who,  in  this  spirit,  c6mmunes'  with  the  Forma 
Of  Nature,  who  with  nnderetanding  heart 
Both  knows  and  loves  such  objects  as  esoite 
No  morbid  passions,  no  disqnietnde, 
No  vengeance,  and  no  hatred — needs  mnst  feel 
The  joy  of  that  pare  principle  of  love 
So  deeply,  that,  unsatisfied  with  aught 
Less  pure  and  exquisite,  be  cannot  choose 
But  seek  for  objects  of  a  kindred  love 
In  fellow-natures,  and  a  kindred  joy. 
Accordingly  he  by  degrees  perceives 
His  feelings  of  aversion  soften'd  down ; 
A  holy  tenderness  pervades  his  frame. 
His  sanity  of  reason  not  impair'd, 
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8aj  rather,  all  his  thonghte  now  flowing  clear, 
From  a  clear  fountaia  flowing,  he  looks  round 
And  seeks  for  good;  and  fiads  the  good  he  eeekt 
Until  abhorrence  and  contempt  are  things 
He  onlj  knows  by  name ;  and,  if  ho  hear, 
From  other  mouths,  the  language  which  they  speak. 
He  is  compassionate ;  and  has  no  thought, 
Ko  feeling,  which  can  overcome  hia  love. 

And  further:  by  contemplating  these  Forms 
In  the  relations  which  they  bear  to  man. 
He  shall  discern  how,  through  the  various  means 
Which  silently  they  yield,  are  multiplied 
The  spiritual  presences  of  absent  things. 
Trust  me  that,  for  th'  instructed,  time  will  come 
When  they  shall  meet  no  object  but  may  teach 
Some  Acceptable  lesson  to  their  minds 
Of  human  suffering,  or  of  human  joy. 
80  shall  they  learn,  while  all  things  speak  of  man. 
Their  duties  f i-om  all  forms ;  and  general  laws 
And  local  accidents  shall  tend  alike 
To  rouse,  to  urge ;  and,  with  the  will,  confer 
Th*  ability  to  spread  the  blessings  wide 
Of  true  philanthropy.     The  light  of  love 
Not  failing,  perseverance  from  their  steps 
Departing  not,  for  them  shall  be  confirm'd 
The  glorions  habit  by  which  sense  is  made 
Subservient  still  to  moral  purposes, 
Anxiliar  to  divine.    That  change  shall  clothe 
The  naked  spirit,  ceasing  to  deplore 
The  burthen  of  existence.     Science  then 
Shall  be  a  precious  visitant ;  and  then. 
And  only  then,  be  worthy  of  her  name: 
For  then  her  heart  shall  kindle;  her  dull  eye. 
Dull  and  inanimate,  no  more  shall  hang 
Chain'd  to  its  object  in  brute  slavery : 
But,  taught  with  patient  interest  to  watch 
The  processes  of  things,  and  serve  tho  cause 
Of  order  and  distinctness,  not  for  this 
Shall  it  foi^et  that  its  most  noble  use, 
Its  most  illustrious  province,  must  be  found 
In  famishing  clear  guidance,  a  support 
Not  treacherous,  to  the  mind's  excursive  power.— 
So  build  we  up  the  Being  that  we  are ; 
Thus  deeply  drinking-in  the  soul  of  things. 
We  shall  oe  wise  perforce ;  and,  while  inspired 
By  choice,  and  conscious  that  the  Will  is  free. 
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Shall  move  unswerving,  even  as  if  impell'd 
By  strict  necessity,  along  the  path 
Of  order  and  ot  good.     Whate'er  we  see. 
Or  feel,  shall  tend  to  quicken  and  refine ; 
Shall  fix,  in  calmer  seats  of  moral  stren^h, 
Earthly  desires;  and  raise,  to  loftier  heights 
Of  divine  love,  our  intellectual  sonl." 

Here  closed  the  Sage  that  eloquent  harangue, 
Ponr'd  forth  with  fervour  in  continnoua  str^un. 
Such  as,  remote,  'mid  savage  wilderness. 
An  Indian  Chief  dischaigea  from  his  breast 
Into  the  hearing  of  assembled  tribes. 
In  open  circle  seated  round,  and  hush'd 
As  the  nnbreathing  air,  when  not  a  leaf 
Stirs  in  the  mighty  woods.  —  So  did  he  speak: 
The  words  he  utt^r'd  shall  not  pass  away 
Dispersed,  like  music  that  the  wind  takes  up 
By  snatches,  and  lets  fall,  to  be  forgotten ; 
Ko,^  they  sank  into  me,  the  bounteous  gift 
Of  one  whom  time  and  Kature  had  lUado  wise, 
Gi-aeing  his  doctrine  with  authority 
Which  hostile  spirits  silently  allow ; 
Of  one  accustom'd  to  desires  that  feed 
On  fruitage  gathcr'd  from  tho  tree  of  life; 
To  hopes  on  knowledge  and  experience  built; 
Ot  one  in  whom  persuasion  and  belief 
Had  ripen'd  into  faitb,  and  faith  become 
A  passionate  intuition;  whence  the  Soul, 
Though  bound  to  Earth  by  ties  of  pity  and  lov^ 
From  ail  injurious  servitude  was  free. 

The  Sun,  before  his  place  of  rest  were  reach'd. 
Had  yet  to  travel  far,  but  unto  us, 
To  us  wlio  stood  low  in  that  hollow  dell. 
He  had  become  invisible,  —  a  pomp 
Leaving  behind  of  yellow  radiance  spread 
Over  the  mountain  sides,  in  contrast  hold 
With  ample  shadows,  seemingly,  no  less 
Than  those  resplendent  lights,  his  rich  bequest; 
A  dispensation  of  his  evening  power.  — 
Adown  the  path  that  from  the  glen  had  led 
The  funeral  train,  the  Shepherd  and  his  Mate 
Were  seen  descending:  forth  to  greet  them  ran 
Our  little  Page :  the  rustic  pair  approach ; 
And  ill  the  Matron's  countenance  may  be  read 
Plain  indication  that  the  words,  which  told 
How  that  neglected  Pensioner  was  sent 
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"  Before  his  time  into  a  qniet  grave, 
Had  done  to  her  hnmaTiity  no  wrong: 
But  we  are  kindly  welcomed,  —  promptly  Borred 
With  ostentations  zeal. — Along  the  floor 
Of  the  small  Cottage  in  the  lonely  Dell 
A  grateful  couch  woe  spread  for  our  repose; 
Where,  in  the  guise  of  mountaineers,  wo  lay, 
Stretch'd  upon  fragrant  heath,  and  lutl'd  by  Boand 
Of  far-off  torrents  charming  the  still  night, 
And,  to  tired  limbs  and  over-busy  thonghte. 
Inviting  sleep  and  soft  forgetfulnoss. 
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«  Farewell,  deep  Valley,  with  thy  one  rude  House, 

And  its  small  lot  of  life-supporting  fields. 

And  gu^ian  rocks!     Farewell,  attractive  seat  I 

To  the  still  influx  of  the  morning  light 

Open,  and  day's  pure  cheerfulneea,  but  veil'd 

From  human  observation,  as  if  yet 

Primeval  forests  wrapp'd  thee  round  with  dark 

Impenetrable  ehade ;  once  moro  farewell, 

Majestic  circuit,  beantiful  abyss. 

By  Nature  destined  from  the  birth  of  things 

For  quieto^s  profound  1 " 

Upon  the  side 
Of  that  brown  ridge,  sole  outlet  of  the  vale 
Which  foot  of  boluest  stranger  would  attempt, 
Lingering  behind  my  comrades,  thus  I  breathed 
A  parting  tribute  to  a  spot  that  scem'd 
Like  the  fix'd  centre  of  a  troubled  world. 
Again  I  halted  with  reverted  eyes; 
The  chain  that  would  not  slacken  was  at  length 
Snapt ;  and,  pursuing  leisurely  my  way. 
How  v(dn,  thought  I,  is  it  by  change  of  place 
To  seek  that  comfort  which  the  mind  denies; 
Yet  trial  and  temptation  oft  are  ehnnn'd 
Wisely;  and  by  such  tenure  do  we  hold 
Frail  life's  possessions,  that  even  they  whose  fate     ■ 
Yields  no  peculiar  reason  of  complaint 
Might,  by  the  promise  that  is  here,  be  won 
To  steal  from  active  duties,  and  embrace 
Obscnrily  and  undisturb'd  repose.  — 
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Knowledge,  methiaks,  in  these  disorder'd  timeB 
Should  be  allow'd  a  privilege  to  have 
Her  anchor! tea,  hke  piety  of  old  ; 
Men  who,  from  faction  sacred,  and  imstaiii'd 
night,  if  BO  minded,  tara  aside 
red,  and  sabeist,  a  scatter'd  few 
Living  to  God  and  Nature,  and  content 
With  that  communion.     Consecrated  be 
Tlio  spots  where  such  abide!    But  happier  still 
The  Man  whom,  furthermore,  a  hope  attends 
That  meditation  and  research  may  guide 
His  privacy  to  principles  and  powers 
Discover'd  or  invented ;  ^  or  set  forth, 
Through  hia  acquaintance  with  the  ways  of  truth, 
In  lucid  order;  so  that,  when  his  course 
Is  run,  some  faithful  eulogist  may  say. 
Ho  sought  not  praise,  and  praise  did  overlook 
His  unobtrusive  merit;  but  his  life, 
Sweet  to  himself,  was  exercised  in  good 
That  shall  survive  his  name  and  memory. 

Acknowicdgmonts  of  gratitude  sincere 
Accompanied  these  musings;  fervent  thanks 
For  my  own  peaceful  lot  and  happy  choice ; 
A  choice  that  from  the  passions  of  the  world 
Withdrew,  and  fix'd  me  in  a  still  retreat; 
Shelter'd,  but  not  to  social  duties  lost; 
Secluded,  but  not  buried ;  and  with  song 
Cheering  my  days,  and  with  industrious  thought; 
With  th'  ever-welcome  company  of  books ; 
With  virtnoua  friendship's  soul-sustaining  aid, 
And  with  the  blessings  of  domestic  love. 

Thus  occupied  in  mind  I  paced  along. 
Following  the  rugged  road  by  sledge  or  wheel 
Worn  in  the  moorland,  till  I  overtook 
My  two  Associates,  in  the  morning  sunshine 
Halting  together  on  a  rocky  knoll. 
Whence  the  bare  road  descended  rapidly 
To  the  green  meadows  of  another  vale. 

Here  did  our  pensive  Host  put  forth  his  hand 
In  sign  of  farewell.    "Nay,"  the  old  Man  Bkid, 
"The  fragrant  air  its  coolness  still  retains; 
The  herds  and  flocks  are  yet  abroad  to  crop 
The  dewy  grass ;  you  cannot  leave  ds  now, 
We  must  not  part  at  this  inviting  hour." 
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He  yielded,  thongli  relnctant;  for  his  miitd 
Inetiactivelf  disposed  him  to  retire 
To  his  OTH  covert;  as  a  billow,  heaved 
Upon  the  beach,  rolls  back  into  the  sea.  — 
So  we  descend;  and  winding  round  a  rook 
Attain  a  point  that  show'd  the  valley,  stretch'd 
In  length  before  ns ;  and,  not  distant  far, 
Upon  a  rising  gronnd  a  grey  chnrch-tower, 
Whose  battlements  were  soreen'd  by  tnfted  tree- 
And  towards  a  crystal  Mere,  that  lay  beyond 
Among  steep  hilla  and  woods  embosom'd,  flow'd 
A  copious  stream  with  boldly-winding  course ; 
Here  traceable,  there  hidden,  —  there  again 
To  sight  restored,  and  glittering  in  the  sim. 
Ou  the  stream's  bank,  and  everywhere  appear'd 
Pair  dwellings,  single,  or  in  social  knota ; 
Some  Bcatterd  o'er  the  level,  others  pereh'd 
Ou  the  hiU  sidea,  a  cheerful  quiet  scene. 
Now  in  its  morning  purity  array'd. 

"  As  'mid  some  happy  valley  of  the  Alps," 
Said  1,  "once  happy,  ere  tyrannic  power. 
Wantonly  breaking  in  upon  the  Swiss, 
Destroy'd  their  unoffending  commonwealth, 
A  popular  equality  reigns  here. 
Save  for  yon  statelv  House  beneath  whose  roof 
A  rural  lord  might  dwell." — "No  feudal  pomp 
Or  power,"  replied  the  Wanderer,  "  to  that  House 
Belongs,  but  tnere  in  bis  allotted  Home 
Abides,  from  year  to  year,  a  genuine  Priest,    - 
The  shepherd  of  his  nock ;  or,  as  a  king 
Is  styleiiC  when  most  affectionately  praised. 
The  father  of  his  people.    Such  is  he ; 
And  rich  and  poor,  and  young  and  old  reioice 
Under  his  spiritual  sway.     He  hath  vouchsafed 
To  me  some  portion  of  a  kind  regard ; 
And  something  also  of  his  inner  mind 
Hath  he  imparted,  —  but  I  speak  of  him 
As  he  is  known  to  aH 

The  calm  delights 
Of  nnambitions  piety  he  chose. 
And  learning's  solid  dignity ;  though  bom 
Of  knightly  race,  nor  wanting  powei'ful  friends. 
Hither,  in  prime  of  manhood,  he  withdrew 
Prom  academic  bowers.    He  loved  the  spot, — 
Who  does  not  love  his  native  soil  ?  —  he  prized 
The  ancient  mral  character,  composed 
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Of  Bimplo  manners,  feelings  nnsnpprest 

And  undisguised,  and  strong  and  serious  thought; 

A  character  reflected  in  himself, 

With  such  emhelltshment  as  veil  beseems 

His  rank  and  sacred  function.     This  deep  vale 

Winds  far  in  reaches  hidden  from  our  sight. 

And  one  a  turreted  manorial  hall 

Adorns,  in  which  the  good  Man's  anceetors 

Have  dwelt  through  ages,  — Patrons  of  this  Care. 

To  them,  and  to  his  own  judicious  pains, 

The  Vicar's  dwelling,  and  the  whole  domain. 

Owes  that  presiding  aspect  which  might  well 

Attract  your  notice;  statelier  than  could  else 

Have  been  bestow'd,  through  conrse  of  common  chance, 

On  an  unwealthy  mountain  Benefice." 

This  said,  oft  pausing,  we  pursued  our  wot; 
Nor  reach'd  the  village-churchyard  till  the  Sun, 
Travelling  at  steadier  pace  than  ours,  had  risen 
Above  the  summits  of  the  highest  hills, 
And  round  onr  path  darted  oppressive  beams. 

As  chanced,  the  portals  of  the  sacred  Pile 
Stood  open ;  and  we  enter'd.     On  my  frame. 
At  such  transition  from  the  fervid  air, 
A  grateful  coolness  fell,  that  seem'd  to  strike 
The  heart  in  concert  with  that  temperate  awe 
And  natnral  reverence  which  the  place  inspired.* 
K^ot  raised  in  nice  proportions  was  the  pile, 
But  large  and  massy ;  for  duration  built ; 
With  pillars  crowdal,  and  the  roof  upheld 
By  naked  rafters  intricately  cross'd 
Like  leafless  underbonghs  in  some  thick  wood, 
All  wither'd  by  the  depth  of  shade  above. 
Admonitory  testa  inscribed  the  walla, 
Each  in  its  ornamental  scroll  enclosed; 
Each  ^Bo  crown'd  with  wingM  heads,  — a  pair 
Of  rudely-painted  Cherubim.     The  floor 
Of  nave  and  aisle,  iu  unpretending  guis^ 
Was  occupied  by  oaken  benches  ranged 
In  seemly  rows ;  tho  chancel  onlv  show'd 
Some  vain  distinctions,  marks  of  earthly  state 
By  immemorial  privilege  allow'd; 
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Tboagb  with  th'  EnciDctnre's  speoial  sanctity 
But  in  according.    An  heraldic  shield, 
Varying  its  tincture  with  the  changeful  light, 
Imbuedthe  altar-window;  fix'd  aloft 
A  faded  hatchment  hnng,  and  one  by  time 
Yet  nndiscolonr'd.    A  capacioas  pew 
Of  Bculptnrsd  oak  stood  here,  witn  draperr  lined ; 
And  marble  monuments  were  hero  display  d 
Throning  the  wails ;  and  on  the  door  beneath 
Sepnlchm  stones  appear'd,  with  emblems  graven 
And  foot-worn  epitaphs,  and  some  with  small 
And  shining  efSgies  of  brass  inlaid.* 

The  tribute  by  these  Tarions  records  daim'd, 
Dniy  we  paid,  each  after  each,  and  read 
The  ordinary  chronicle  of  birth. 
Office,  alliance,  aqd  promotion,  —  all 
^Ending  in  dnst ;  of  upright  magistrates, 
Graie  doctora  strenuous  for  the  Mother-Chnrch, 
And  uncormpted  senators,  alike 
To  king  and  people  true.     A  brazen  plate, 
Not  easily  deeipher*d,  told  of  one 
Whose  course  of  earthly  honour  was  b^in 
In  qnality  of  page  among  the  train 
Of  the  eighth  Henry,  when  he  cross'd  the  seas 
His  royal  state  to  show,  and  prove  his  strength 
In  tonmament,  upon  the  fields  of  Franco. 
Another  tablet  register'd  the  death, 
And  praised  the  gallant  bearing,  of  a  Knight 
Triecf  in  the  aea-hghts  of  the  second  CharleB. 
Near  this  brave  Knight  his  Father  lay  entomb'd ; 
And,  to  the  silent  language  giving  voice, 
I  read,  — how  in  his  mannoc«'s  earlier  day 
He,  'mid  th'  afflictions  of  intestine  war 
And  rightful  government  subverted,  found 
One  only  solace,  —  that  he  had  esponsed 
A  virtuous  Lady  tenderly  beloved 
For  her  benign  perfections ;  and  yet  more 
Endear'd  to  nim  for  this,  that,  in  her  state 
Of  wedlock  richly  crown'd  with  Heaven's  regard, 
She  with  a  numerous  issue  till'd  his  house, 
Who  throve,  like  plants,  uninjured  by  the  storm 

I  ThectnuotilglliatorGnniieR.  Tbelnterlororithas  been  hnpi^wed  latelr,— 
made  wanner  bT  nndetdrmwins  the  riMf,  and  raising  thellnor;  but  (ho  mdc  (nul  an. 
Uqae  niA>eBn  or  ita  (hrmer  appeaiance  has  been  Impnirerl  bv  pninting  the  mnera; 
and  the  oak  benchea.  with  a  BUnple  rail  at  Om  back  diviilioK  tliem  ttum  ea<^  other, 
bare  gtveu  waf  to  aeata  tbat  liaTe  moro  of  the  sppeoruice  of  pewa Aullior-g  Koto, 
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That  laid  their  country  waste.    No  need  to  speak 
Of  less  particular  notices  assi^'d 
To  Youth  or  Maiden  gone  before  their  time. 
And  Matrons  and  unwedded  Sisters  old ; 
Whose  charity  and  goodness  were  rehearsed 
In  modest  panegyric 

"  These  dim  lines. 
What  would  they  tell?"  said  I, — but,  from  the  task 
Oi  puzzling  out  that  faded  narrative. 
With  whisper  soft  my  venerable  Friend 
Call'd  me ;  and,  lookmg  down  the  darkeome  aisle, 
I  saw  the  Tenant  of  the  lonely  vale 
Standing  apart ;  with  curved  arm  reclined 
On  the  baptismal  font;  his  pallid  face 
Upturn'd,  as  if  his  mind  were  rapt,  or  lost 
In  some  abstraction;  —  gracefnlly  he  stood, 
The  semblance  bearing  of  a  senlptured  form 
That  leans  upon  a  monumental  urn 
In  peace,  from  mom  to  night,  from  year  to  year. 

Him  from  that  posture  did  the  Sexton  rouse ; 
Who  enter'd,  hamming  carelessly  a  tune, 
Continuation  haply  of  the  notes 
That  had  beguiled  the  work  from  which  he  oame. 
With  spade  and  mattock  o'er  his  shoulder  hung; 
To  be  deposited,  for  future  need. 
In  their  appointed  place.     The  pale  Recluse 
Withdrew;  and  straight  we  follow'd, — to  a  spot 
Where  sun  and  shade  were  intermis'd ;  for  there 
A  broad  oak,  stretching  forth  its  leafy  arms 
From  an  adjoining  pasture,  overhung 
Small  space  of  that  green  churchyard  witli  a  light 
And  pleasant  awning.     On  the  moss-grown  waiU 
My  ancient  Friend  and  I  together  towL 
Our  seats ;  and  thus  the  Solitary  spake, 
Standing  before  us : 

"  Did  you  note  the  mien 
Of  that  self-solaced,  easy-hearted  churl. 
Death's  hireling,  who  scoops  out  his  neighbonr's  grave, 
Or  wraps  an  old  acquaintance  up  in  clay. 
All  uncoucera'd  as  lie  would  bind  a  she^, 
Or  plant  a  tree.     And  did  you  hear  his  voice? 
I  was  abruptly  summon'd  by  the  sound 
From  some  affecting  images  and  thonghtB, 
Which  then  were  silent ;  hut  crave  utterance  now. 

Mneh,"  he  continued,  with  dciceted  look, 
"Mnch,  yesterday,  was  said  in  glowing  phrase 
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Of  our  sublime  dopendenoiee,  and  bopes 

For  fnture  states  of  bein^;  and  the  winga 

Of  apeculution,  joyfully  outspread, 

Hover'd  above  our  destiny  on  Earth: 

But  stoop,  and  place  the  prospect  of  the  soul 

In  sober  contrast  with  reahty, 

And  man's  snbatuitial  life.    If  this  mute  earth 

Of  what  it  holds  could  speak,  and  every  graTe 

Were  aa  a  yolume,  shut,  yet  capable 

Of  yielding  its  contents  to  eye  and  ear, 

We  should  recoil,  stricken  with  sorrow  and  shame^ 

To  see  diselosed,  by  such  dread  proof,  how  ill 

That  which  ie  done  acoords  with  what  is  known 

To  reason,  and  by  conscience  is  enjoin'd ; 

How  idly,  how  perversely,  life's  whole  courae. 

To  this  conclusion,  deviates  from  the  line. 

Or  of  the  end  stops  short,  proposed  to  all 

At  her  aspiring  outset. 

Mark  the  babe 
Kot  long  accustomed  to  this  breathing  world; 
One  that  hath  barely  leam'd  to  shape  a  smile. 
Though  yet  irrational  of  soul;  to  grasp 
With  tiny  finger,  —  to  let  fall  a  tear ; 
And,  as  tbe  heavy  cloud  of  sleep  dissolves. 
To  stretch  his  limbs,  bemoeking,  as  might  seem, 
The  outward  functions  of  intelligent  man; 
A  grave  proficient  in  amnsive  feats 
Of  puppetry,  that  from  the  lap  declare 
His  expectations,  and  annonuce  his  claims 
To  that  inheritance  which  millions  rue 
That  they  were  ever  bom  to!     In  due  time 
A  day  of  solemn  ceremonial  comes; 
When  they  who  for  this  Minor  hold  in  trust 
Rights  that  transcend  the  loftiest  heritage 
Of  mere  humanity  present  their  Charge, 
For  this  occasion  daintily  adom'd, 
At  the  baptismal  font.    And  when  the  pare 
And  consecrating  element  hathcleaosed 
Th'  original  stain,  the  child  is  there  received 
Into  the  second  ark,  Christ's  Church,  with  trust 
That  he,  from  wrath  redeem'd,  therein  shall  fioat 
Over  the  billows  of  this  troublesome  world 
To  the  fair  land  of  everlasting  life. 
Corrupt  affections,  covetous  desires. 
Are  aU  renounced ;  high  as  the  thought  of  man 
Can  carry  virtue,  virtue  is  profess''!  • 


.(Kl'^lc 


404  WOKDSWOKTH. 

A  dedication  made,  s  promise  giTea 
For  due  proTision  to  control  and  gaide. 
And  unremitting  progresB  to  ensure 
In  holiness  and  truth." 

"  You  cannot  blame," 
Here  interposing  fervently  I  said, 
"  Bites  which  attest  that  Man  by  natnre  lies 
Bedded  for  good  or  evil  in  a  gulf 
Fearfully  low ;  nor  will  your  judgment  scorn 
Those  services  whereby  attempt  is  made 
To  lift  the  creature  toward  that  eminence 
On  which,  now  fallen,  erewhile  in  majesty 
He  stood ;  or,  if  not  so,  whose  top  serene 
At  least  he  feels  'tis  given  him  to  descry ; 
Not  without  aspirations  evermore 
Bctuming,  and  injunctions  from  within 
Donbt  to  cost  off  and  weariness ;  Id  trust 
That  what  the  Soul  perceives,  if  glory  lost. 
May  be,  through  pains  and  persevering  hop^ 
Becover'd ;  or,  if  hitherto  unknown. 
Lies  within  reach,  and  one  day  shall  be  gaiu'd," 

"I  blame  them  not,"  he  calmly  answer'd, — "noj 
The  outward  ritual  and  established  forms 
With  which  communities  of  men  invest 
These  inward  feelings,  and  th'  aspiring  vows 
To  which  the  lips  give  public  utterance. 
Are  both  a  natural  process ;  and  by  mo 
Shall  pass  uncensur^d ;  though  the  issue  prove, 
Bringmg  from  ^e  to  age  its  own  reprcHich, 
Incongruous,  impotent,  and  blank.  —  But,  0 ! 
If  to  be  weak  is  to  be  wretehed,  —  nuserable. 
As  the  lost  Angel  by  a  human  voice 
Hath  mournfully  pronounced,*  then,  in  my  mind. 
Far  better  not  to  move  at  all  than  move 
By  impulse  sent  from  such  illusive  powar, — 
Toat  finds  and  cannot  fasten  down ;  that  grasps 
And  is  rejoiced,  and  loses  while  it  grasps ; 
That  tempts,  emboldens,  — for  a  time  sostuna. 
And  then  betrays ;  accuses,  and  inflicts 
Bemorseless  punishment ;  and  so  retreads 
Th'  inevitable  circle:  better  far 
Than  this,  to  graze  the  herb  in  thoughtless  peace. 
By  foresight  or  remembrance,  undisturb'd  1 

4   niCKlliuloDii  to  Setui>B  reply  to  Beelzebub,  In  i^iraiIiig£«t,LWr: 
"  Fall'n  cherub,  to  be  weak  !■  mlMisblo. 
Doing-  or  eulftriiig ; "  Ac 
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Philosophy  I  aod  thon  more  Tanntod  nam^ 
BeligioD  I  with  tby  statelier  retinae, 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity,  — from  the  visible  worid 
Ohoose  for  your  emblems  whatsoe'er  ye  find 
Of  safest  guidanoe  oz  of  firmest  trust,  — 
The  torch,  the  star,  tbe  anchor;  nor  except 
The  cross  itself,  at  whose  anconscionfi  feet 
The  generations  of  mankind  have  knelt 
Buefully  seized,  and  shedding  bitter  tears. 
And  through  that  conflict  seeking  rest ; — of  you, 
High-titled  Powers,  am  I  constrain'd  to  ask. 
Here  standing,  with  th'  nnvoTageble  sky 
In  faint  reflection  of  infiaitaae 
Stretch'd  overhead,  and  at  my  pensive  feet 
A  snbterraneouB  magazine  of  hones, 
In  whose  dark  vaults  my  own  soon  shall  he  laid, 
Where  are  your  trinmpns?  your  dominion  where? 
And  in  what  age  admitted  and  conflrm'd?  — 
Not  for  a  happy  land  do  I  inqnire. 
Island  or  grove,  that  hides  a  blessM  few 
Who,  with  obedience  willing  and  sincere. 
To  yonr  serene  authorities  conform  ; 
But  whom,  I  ask,  of  individual  Souls, 
Have  ye  withdrawn  from  passion's  crooked  ways. 
Inspired,  and  thoroughly  fortified  P  — If  the  heart 
Could  be  inspected  to  its  inmost  folds 
By  sight  undazzled  with  the  glare  of  praise. 
Who  shall  be  named,  —  in  the  resplendent  line 
Of  sages,  martyrs,  c6nfessors, — the  man 
Whom  the  best  might  of  faith,  wherever  flx'd. 
For  one  day's  little  compass  has  preserved 
From  painful  and  discreditable  shocks 
Of  contradiction,  from  some  vague  desire 
Culpably  cherish'd,  or  corrupt  relapse 
To  some  unsanction'd  fear  ?^' 

"  If  this  be  so, 
And  Man,"  said  I,  "  be  in  his  noblest  shape 
Thus  pitiably  infirm ;  then  He  who  made. 
And  who  shall  judge  the  creature,  will  forgive. 
Yet,  in  its  general  tenour,  your  complaint 
Ib  all  too  true  ;  and  surely  not  misplaced: 
For,  from  this  pregnant  spot  of  ground,  such  thoughts 
Rise  to  the  notice  of  a  serious  mind 
By  natural  eshalation.     With  the  dead 
In  their  repose,  the  living  in  their  mirth, 
Who  can  reflect,  unmoved,  npou  the  round 
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Of  smooth  and  solemnized  complacencies 

By  which,  on  Christian  lands,  from  age  to  age 

Profession  mocks  performance.    Eai-th  U  sick, 

And  Heaven  ia  weary,  of  the  hollow  words 

Which  States  and  Kjogdoms  utter  when  they  talk 

Of  truth  and  jnstioe.    Tnm  to  private  life 

And  social  neighbourhood;  look  we  tu  oureelvos: 

A  light  of  duty  Bhines  on  every  day 

For  all ;  and  yet  how  few  are  warm'd  or  eheer'd ! 

How  few  who  mingle  with  thdr  fellow-men. 

And  still  remain  self-eoTcni'd,  and  apart. 

Like  this  oar  honour'd  Friend ;  and  thence  acquire 

Right  to  expect  his  vigorous  decline. 

That  promises  to  the  end  a  blest  old  age  I " 

"Yet,"  with  a  smile  of  triumph  thus  exclaim'd 
The  Solitary,  "  in  the  life  of  man, 
If  to  the  poetry  of  common  speech 
Faith  may  be  given,  we  see  as  in  a  glass 
A  true  reflection  of  the  circling  year. 
With  all  its  seasons.    Grant  that  Spring  is  there. 
In  spite  of  many  a  rough  untoward  blast, 
Hopeful  and  promising  with  buds  and  Sowers; 
Yet  where  is  glowing  Summer's  long  rich  day. 
That  ouaht  to  follow  faithfully  exprees'dP 
And  mellow  Autumn,  charged  with  bounteniis  fruit, 
Where  is  she  imaged  ?  in  what  favour'd  clime 
Her  lavish  pomp  and  ripe  magnificence  ? 
Yet,  while  the  better  part  ia  miea'd,  the  worse 
In  Man's  autumnal  season  is  set  forth 
With  a  rosemblance  not  to  bo  denied. 
And  that  contents  him ;  bowers  that  hear  no  more 
The  voice  of  gladness,  leas  and  loss  supply 
Of  outward  snnshine  and  internal  warmth ; 
'  And,  with  this  change,  sharp  air  and  falling  leaves. 
Foretelling  agM  Wiuter'a  desolate  sway. 

How  gay  the  habitations  that  bedeck 
This  fertile  valley  1    Not  a  house  but  seems 
To  give  assurance  of  content  within ; 
Embosom'd  happiness  and  placid  love ; 
As  if  the  sunshine  of  the  day  were  met 
With  answering  brightness  in  the  hearts  of  all 
Who  walk  this  favour'd  ground.     Bai  chanoe-regsrdB, 
And  notice  forced  upon  incurious  ears; 
These,  if  these  only,  acting  in  despite 
Of  the  encomiums  by  my  Friend  pronounced 
On  humble  life,  forbid  the  judging  mind 
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To  trust  the  smiling  aspect  of  this  fair 

And  noiseless  oommonwealtli.    The  simple  raoe 

Of  monntaioeerB  {by  Nature's  self  removed 

From  foul  temptations,  and  by  constant  care 

Of  a  good  sheptierd  tended  as  themselves 

Do  tend  their  flocks)  partake  Mao's  geneml  lot 

"With  little  mitigation.     They  escape, 

Perchance,  tha  heavier  woes  of  guilt;  feel  not 

The  tedium  of  fantastic  idleness: 

Yet  life,  as  with  the  multitude,  with  them 

Is  fashiou'd  like  an  itl-constmcted  tale; 

That  on  the  ontset  wastes  its  gay  desires, 

Its  fair  adventures,  its  enlivening  hopes, 

And  pleasant  interests,  —  for  the  sequel  leaving 

Old  things  repeated  with  diminish'a  grace ; 

And  all  the  labour'd  novelties  at  beet 

Imperfect  substitutes,  whose  use  and  power 

Evince  the  want  and  weakness  whence  they  spring." 

While  in  this  serious  mood  we  held  discourse. 
The  reverend  Pastor  toward  the  churohyard  gate 
Approach'd;  and,  with  a  mild  respectful  air 
Of  native  cordiality,  our  Friend 
Advanced  to  greet  him.    With  a  gracious  mien 
Was  he  received,  and  mutual  joy  prevail'd. 
Awhile  they  stood  in  conference;  and  I  guess 
That  he,  who  now  upon  the  mossy  wall 
Sate  hy  my  side,  had  vanish'd,  if  a  wish 
Could  have  transferr'd  him  to  the  flying  clouds. 
Or  the  least  penetrable  hiding-place 
In  hia  own  valley's  rocky  guardianship. — 
For  me,  I  look'd  upon  the  pair,  well  pleased: 
Nature  had  framed  them  both,  and  both  were  mark'i 
By  circumstance,  with  intermixture  fine 
Of  contrast  and  resemblance.    To  an  oak 
Hardy  and  grand,  a  weather-beaten  oak. 
Fresh  in  the  strength  and  majesty  of  age. 
One  might  be  liken'd  :  flourishing  appear'd. 
Though  somewhat  past  the  fulness  of  his  prime. 
The  other,  —  like  a  stately  sycamore. 
That  spreads,  in  gentle  pomp,  its  houey'd  shade.* 

S  1  sm  graUSed  hy  tbe  oppnrtanit)'  afforded  me  In  The  &cur(i<m  to  pari 
character  or  a  couDtry  clergyman  ormoni  Oian  ordlnnry  lolcDta,  bora  nod  bre' 
upper  ranke  of  BOciely-  a"  aa  to  nartoke  of  Mielr  rednemeats,  and  at  the  san 
bronght  l>7  hie  pastoral  office  an<l  his  love  of  rural  life  into  intimate  vonnecti' 
the  peasantry  of  his  tiatlTe  lUstrict.    To  lllnslrate  the  relatioiis  which,  in  m; 
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A  general  greeting  was  exchanged ;  and  soon 
The  Pastor  lettm'd  that  bis  approach  had  given 
A  velcome  interruption  to  diBCoorse 
Grave,  and  in  truth  too  often  sad.  —  "Is  Man 
A  child  of  hope  P    Do  generations  prees 
On  generations,  without  progress  made? 
Halts  th'  individual,  ere  his  hairs  be  grey. 
Perforce  P    Are  we  a  creatore  in  whom  good 
PreponderatcB,  or  evil  P    Doth  the  will 
Acknowledge  reason's  Isw  ?    A  living  power 
Is  virtne,  or  no  better  than  a  name. 
Fleeting  as  health  or  beauty,  aad  tmsoond? 
So  that  the  only  snbstance  which  remains, 
(For  thus  the  tenour  of  complunt  hath  run,) 
Among  so  many  shadows,  are  the  pains 
And  penalties  of  miserable  life, 
Doom'd  to  decay,  and  then  expire  in  duet  1  — 
Our  cogitations  this  war  have  been  drawn. 
These  are  the  points,"  the  Wanderer  said,  "on  which 
Our  inquest  turns.    Accord,  good  Sir,  the  light 
Of  your  experience,  to  dif^l  this  gloom : 
By  your  persuasive  wisdom  shall  the  heart 
That  frets,  or  languishes,  be  still'd  and  cheer'd." 

"  Our  nature,"  said  the  Priest,  in  mild  reply, 
"  Angela  may  weigh  and  fathom :  they  perceive, 
With  undistemper'd  and  unclouded  spirit, 
The  object  as  it  is;  but,  for  ourselves. 
That  speculative  height  we  may  not  reach. 
The  good  and  evil  are  our  own ;  and  we 
Are  that  which  we  wonld  contemplate  from  far. 
Knowledge,  for  us,  is  difficult  to  gain  — 
Is  difficult  to  gain,  and  hard  to  l^p  — 
As  virtue's  self;  liie  virtue  is  beset 
With  snares ;  tried,  tempted,  subject  to  decay.* 


itbrtraltB  of  indivldnal  character,  or  of  any  pecui;.- 


opinion,  —  A  Hthoi't  Sotti,  ll 

e  A  most  ImporUuit  tnith,  whicb  the  believers  tn  "  aaliation  b;  knowledae  "  \..,,.... 
do  wall  to  hera.  Half  the  mental  work  of  life  1b  ia  unlearning'  crrore  nhicli  oar 
"moat  frail albotlona"  ban  led  iu  to  mistake  for  knowlcilKe.  Ou  thisaulijecl  Uio 
author  of  Eim  £at»  hu  an  apt  paBaage :  "file  quite  aBhanl  to  (hlnb  r:rliUj  aa  lt» 
toaetrlfhHy.o  '   .t"-v~;~6       .       s    ..       .  .      .  ^       . 


has  an  apt  paeaage :  "Hie  quite  aBhan)  to  (hlnb  rlgliUj  aa  lt» 
-'-'"'  rightly.    ADd  as  all  allow  that  an  error  ia  a  loaa  oulpa- 


blethlnr  than  a  crime  or  a  vlcione  paeelon.  It  is  monitt' oua  that  it  should  \ie 


•everely  punltiied ;  It  Is  monstroua  Uiat  C^riat,  who  wae  called  the  Aieud  of  iiubli- 
cans  and  alnnera,  should  be  represented  aa  (he  pllileee  enetuy  of  bewildered  szekeia 
oflruth.  Huw  could  men  bare  beengnllty  ofsuchaniuconBistency?  ByapoaUnS 
of  what  Uiey  do  not  underatand.    Men,  In  general,  do  not  understand  at  anuradate 

the  difflcnlty  of  finding  truth.   All  men  most  act,  und  theralttre  aU  men  1 


degree  how  dllScnlt  II  ia  to  act  ligblly.  The  coneegnance  is,  Uiat  nil  nien  can  m«ki 
excnae  fur  those  who  IBII  to  act  rtehlV.  Bnt  ail  man  are  n<d  comuelled  la  make  ai 
InilependeDt  search  fiir  tnilh  i  and  those  wbo  Tolnntaillr  undertake  to  do  so  an  al 
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Ijove,  admiration,  fear,  desiFe,  and  hate, 

Blind  were  we  vithoat  these;  throDgh  these  alone 

Are  capable  to  notice  or  diecem 

Or  to  record:  we  judge,  but  cannot  be 

Indifferent  judges.    'Spite  of  proudest  boast, 

Ueagan,  best  reason,  is  to  imperfect  man 

An  effort  only,  and  a  noble  aim; 

A  crown,  an  attribute  of  sovereign  power, 

Still  to  be  conrted,  —  never  to  be  won.  — 

Look  forth,  or  each  man  dive  into  himself: 

What  sees  he  but  a  creature  too  perturb'd ; 

That  is  transported  to  excess ;  that  yearns, 

Begreta,  or  trembles,  wrongly,  or  too  mnch ; 

Hopes  rashly,  in  disgust  as  rash  recoils; 

Battens  on  spleen,  or  moulders  in  despair? 

Thus  comprehension  fails,  and  truth  is  mias'd; 

Thus  darkness  and  dolueion  round  our  path 

Spread,  from  disease,  whose  subtle  injury  turtra 

Within  tiie  very  faculty  of  sight. 

Yet,  for  the  general  purposes  of  faith 
In  Providence,  for  solace  and  support. 
We  may  not  doubt  that  who  can  best  subject 
The  will  to  reason's  law,  can  striotliest  live 
And  act  in  that  obedience,  he  shall  gain 
The  clearest  apprehension  of  those  truths 
Which  unassisted  reason's  utmost  power 
la  too  infirm  to  reach.     But,  waiving  this. 
And  our  regards  confining  within  bounds 
Of  less  exalted  conscionsness,  through  which 
The  very  multitude  are  free  to  range, 
We  safely  may  affirm  that  human  life 
Is  either  fair  and  tempting,  a  soft  scene 
Grateful  to  sight,  refreshing  to  the  soul. 
Or  a  forbidden  tract  of  cheerless  view, 
Even  as  the  same  is  look'd  at,  or  approach'd. 
Thus,  when  in  changeful  April  fields  are  white 
With  new-fall'n  snow,  if  from  the  sullen  north 
Your  walk  conduct  you  hither,  ere  the  Sun 
Hath  gain'd  his  noontide  height,  this  churchyard,  fill'd 
With  mounds  transversely  lying  side  by  side 
From  east  to  west,  before  you  will  appear 
An  unillumined,  blank,  and  dreary  plain. 
With  more  than  wintry  cheerlessnesa  and  gloom 
Saddening  the  heart.     Go  forward,-and  look  hack ; 
Look,  from  the  quarter  whence  the  lord  of  light. 
Of  life,  of  love,  and  gladness  doth  dispense 
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His  beams;  which,  nnexclnded  in  their  fall, 
Upon  the  soathom  sida  of  erery  gnxve 
Have  gently  exercised  s  melting  power; 
Then  will  a  vernal  prospect  greet  jour  eye. 
All  fresh  aod  beantiful,  and^greea  and  bright^ 
Hopeful  and  cheerful :  Tanisii'd  is  the  pall 
That  overspread  and  chill'd  the  sacred  tnr^ 
Yanish'd  or  hidden;  and  the  whole  domain. 
To  some,  too  lightly  minded,  might  appear 
A  meadow  carpet  for  the  dancing  hours. — ■ 
This  contrast,  not  nnsuitable  to  life. 
Is  to  that  other  state  more  apposite. 
Death  and  its  twofold  aspect!  wintry,  one. 
Cold,  sullen,  blank,  from  hope  and  joy  ehnt  ont; 
The  other,  which  the  ray  divino  hath  touch'd, 
Beplete  with  vivid  promise,  bright  as  Sraing." 

"  We  see,  then,  as  we  feel,"  the  Wanderer  thus 
With  a  complacent  animation  spake, 
"And  in  your  judgment.  Sir,  the  mind's  repose 
On  evidence  is  not  to  be  ensured 
By  act  of  naked  reason.     Uoral  tmth 
Is  no  mechanic  atmcture,  built  by  rale; 
And  which,  once  bailt,  retains  a  stead&ist  shape 
And  undistnrVd  proportions;  but  a  thing 
Subject,  you  deem,  to  vital  aocidents; 
And,  like  the  water-lily,  lives  and  thrives, 
Whose  root  is  fix'd  in  stable  earth,  whose  head 
Floats  on  the  tossing  waves.    With  joy  sincere 
I  re-salute  these  sentiments  confirm'd 
By  your  authority.    But  how  acquire 
The  inward  principle  that  gives  effect 
To  outward  argument;  the  passive  will 
Meek  to  admit ;  the  active  energy. 
Strong  and  unbounded  to  embrace,  and  firm 
To  keep  and  cherish  ?  how  shall  man  nnite 
With  self -foi^et ting  tenderness  of  heart 
An  earth -despising  dignity  of  soul  ? 
Wise  in  that  nnion,  and  without  it  blind  I " 

"  The  way,"  said  I,  "  to  court,  if  not  obtain 
Th'  ingenuous  mind,  apt  to  be  set  aright, — 
This,  in  the  lonely  dell  discoursng,  you 
Declared  at  large;  and  by  what  exercise 
From  visible  nature,  or  the  inner  self, 
Power  may  be  train'd,  and  renovation  brought 
To  those  who  need  the  gift.     But,  after  all. 
Is  aught  so  certain  as  that  man  ia  doom'd 
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To  breathe  beneath  a  -vaxilt  of  ignorance? 
The  natural  roof  of  that  dark  honse  in  which 
Hia  soul  is  pentt    How  little  can  be  known, — 
This  is  the  wise  man's  sigh;  how  far  we  err, — 
This  is  the  good  man's  not  nnfreqnent  pong  I 
And  they  perhaps  err  least,  the  lowly  class 
Whom  a  hemgn  necesaity  compels 
To  follow  reason's  least  amhitioDS  oonrse;  — 
Such  do  I  mean  who,  nnpcrplex'd  by  doubt, 
And  nnincited  by  a  wish  to  look 
Into  high  objects  farther  thui  they  may, 
Pace  to  and  iro,  from  mom  till  e?en-tide. 
The  narrow  avenae  of  daily  toil 
For  daily  bread." 

"Yes,"  buoyantly  exclaim'd 
The  pale  fieoluse,  "  praise  to  the  sturdy  plough 
And  patient  spade ;  praise  to  the  Bimple  cro<^ 
And  ponderous  loom — resounding  while  it  holds 
Body  and  mind  in  one  captivity : 
And  let  the  light  mechanic  tool  be  hail'd 
With  honour;  which,  encasing  by  the  power 
Of  long  comxianionship  the  artist's  hand. 
Guts  off  that  hand,  with  all  its  world  of  nerves. 
From  a  too  busy  commerce  with  the  heart  I  — 
Inglorious  impfements  of  craft  and  toil. 
Both  ye  that  shape  and  build,  and  ye  that  force, 
By  slow  solicitation,  earth  to  yield 
Her  annual  bounty,  sparingly  dealt  forth 
With  wise  reluctance ;  you  would  I  extol, 
Not  for  gross  good  alone  which  ye  produce- 
But  for  th'  impertinent  and  ceaseless  strife 
Of  proofs  and  reasons  ye  preclude,  —  in  those 
Who  to  your  dull  society  are  born, 
And  with  their  humble  birthright  rest  content. 
Would  I  had  ne'er  renounced  it  1 " 

A  slight  flush 
Of  moral  anger  previously  had  tinged 
The  old  Man's  cheek;  but,  at  this  closing  turn 
Of  self-reproach,  it  pass'd  away.    Said  he, 
"That  which  we  feel  wo  utter;  as  we  think, 
So  have  w-e  argued;  reaping  for  our  pains 
No  visible  recompense.    For  our  relief, 
Yon,"  to  the  Pastor  turning  thus  lie  spake, 
"Have  kindly  interposed.    May  I  entreat 
Your  further  help  ?    The  mine  of  real  life 
Dig  for  us ;  aud  present  us,  in  the  shape 


T,Googlc 


J  W0ED8W0RTH. 

Of  Tirgin  ore,  that  gold  which  we,  by  ptuna 

Fruitless  aa  those  of  aery  alchemists, 

Seek  from  the  tortnring  crucible.    There  lies 

Aroond  ns  a  domain  where  you  have  long 

Watch'd  both  the  ontward  course  and  inner  heart: 

GiT6  us,  for  onr  abstractions,  solid  facte ; 

For  onr  disputes,  plain  pictures.    Say  what  man 

He  is  who  cultivates  yon  hanging  field ; 

What  qualities  of  mind  sho  bears  who  comes, 

For  morn  and  evening  service,  with  her  pail, 

To  that  green  pastnre;  place  before  our  eight 

The  famuy  who  dwell  within  yon  house 

Fenced  round  with  glittering  laurel ;  or  in  that 

Below,  from  which  the  curling  smoke  ascends. 

Or  rather,  as  we  stand  on  holy  earth. 

And  have  the  dead  around  us,  take  from  them 

Tour  instances;  for  they  are  both  best  known. 

And  by  frail  man  most  equitably  judged. 

Epitomise  the  life ;  prononnce,  you  can. 

Authentic  epitaphs  on  some  of  these 

Who,  from  their  lowly  mansions  hither  brought, 

Beneath  this  turf  lie  mouldering  at  our  feet : 

So,  by  your  records,  may  onr  doubts  be  solved ; 

And  80,  not  searching  higher,  we  may  learn 

To  prize  the  ireath  we  share  with  human  kind; 

And  look  upon  the  dust  of -man  with  awe." 

The  Priest  replied,  "  An  ofiBce  you  impose 
For  which  peculiar  requisites  are  mine ; 
Yet  much,  I  feel,  is  wanting, — else  the  task 
Would  be  most  grateful.     True  indeed  it  is 
That  they  whom  death  has  hidden  from  our  sight 
Are  wortniest  of  the  mind's  regard ;  with  these 
The  future  cannot  contradict  the  past; 
Mortality's  last  exercise  and  proof 
Is  nndei^one;  the  transit  made  that  siiowa 
The  very  Soul,  reveal'd  as  she  departs. 
Tet,  on  your  first  suggestion,  will  I  giTe, 
Ere  we  descend  into  these  silent  vaults, 
One  piotnre  from  the  living. 

You  behold. 
High  on  the  breast  of  yon  dark  mountain,  dark 
With  stony  barrenness,  a  shining  speck 
Bright  as  a  sunbeam  sleeping  till  a  shower 
Brush  it  away,  or  cloud  pass  over  it; 
And  such  it  might  be  deem'd,  —  a  sleeping  snnheam; 
But  'tis  a  plot  of  cultivated  ground, 
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Cut  off,  aa  ialaod  in  the  dusky  waste ; 

And  that  attractive  brightness  is  its  own. 

The  lofty  site,  by  nature  framed  to  tempt 

Amid  a  wilderness  of  rocks  and  stones 

The  tiller's  hand,  a  hermit  might  have  choBen, 

For  opportunity  presented,  thonce 

Far  forth  to  send  his  wandering  eye  o'er  land 

And  ooean,  and  look  down  upon  the  works, 

The  habitations,  and  the  ways  of  men. 

Himself  unseen.     But  no  tradition  tells 

That  ever  hermit  dipp'd  hia  maple  dish 

In  the  sweet  spring  that  larks  'mid  yon  green  fields; 

And  no  such  visionary  views  belong 

To  those  who  occupy  and  till  the  groond, 

High  on  that  mountain  where  they  long  have  dwelt 

A  wedded  pair  in  childless  solitude. 

A  house  of  stones  collected  on  the  spot. 

By  rude  hands  built,  with  rocky  knolls  in  front, 

Bfick'd  also  by  a  ledge  of  rock,  whose  crest 

Of  birch-trees  waves  over  the  chimney-top ; 

A  rough  abode,  —  in  colour,  shape,  and  size. 

Such  as  in  nnsiife  times  of  border-war 

Might  have  been  wiah'd  for  and  contrived,  to  elude 

The  eye  of  roving  plunderer,  —  for  their  need 

Suffices ;  and  nnshaken  bears  th'  assault 

Of  their  most  dreaded  foe,  the  strong  South-west 

Id  auger  blowing  from  the  distant  sea. — 

Alone  withiu  her  solitary  hut;  — 

There,  or  within  the  compaae  of  her  fields. 

At  any  moment  may  the  Dame  be  found, , 

True  as  the  stoek-dove  to  her  shallow  nest 

And  to  the  grove  that  holds  it    She  beguiles 

By  intermingled  work  of  house  and  field 

Tno  Summers  day,  and  Winter's;  with  gncoess 

N'ot  equal,  but  sufficient  to  maintain, 

Even  at  the  worst,  a  smooth  stream  of  content. 

Until  th'  expected  hour  at  which  her  Mate 

From  the  fa^-distant  quarry's  vault  returns ; 

And' by  hia  converse  crowns  a  silent  day 

With  evening  cheerfulness.    In  powers  of  mind, 

In  scale  of  culture,  few  among  my  flock 

Hold  lower  rank  than  this  sequester 'd  pair: 

But  true  humility  deso^ids  from  Heaven; 

And  that  best  gift  of  Heaven  hath  fallen  on  them; 

Abundant  recompense  for  every  want. — 

Stoop  from  your  height,  ye  proud,  and  copy  these ! 
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Who,  in  their  noiseless  dweUing-plaoe,  can  hear 
The  Toice  of  visdom  whispering  ecriptnrc  teita 
For  the  mind's  government,  or  temper's  peace; 
And  recommending,  for  their  mutual  need, 
ForgivenesB,  patience,  hope,  and  charity ! " 

"Mnch  was  I  pleased,"  the  grey-hair'd  Wanderer  said, 
"  When  to  those  shining  fields  our  notice  first 
You  turn'd ;  and  yet  more  pleased  have  fi-om  yoar  lips 
Gather'd  this  fair  rejKirt  of  them  who  dwell 
In  that  retirement ;  whither,  hy  such  course 
Of  evil  hap  and  good  as  oft  awaits 
A  tired  way-faring  man,  once  /  was  hronght 
While  traversing  alone  yon  mountain  pass. 
Dark  on  my  road  th'  antumnal  evening  fell. 
And  night  succeeded  with  unasual  gloom, 
So  hazardous  that  feet  and  hands  became 
Guides  better  than  mine  eyes,  —  until  a  light 
High  in  the  gloom  appeared,  too  high,  methonght^ 
For  human  habitation ;  hut  I  long'3 
To  reach  it,  destitute  of  other  hope. 
I  look'd  with  steadiness,  aa  sailors  look 
On  the  north  star,  or  watch-tower's  distant  lamp, 
And  saw  the  light, — now  flx'd,  and  shifting  now,— 
Kot  like  a  dancing  meteor,  but  in  line 
Of  never-varying  motion,  to  and  fro. 
It  is  no  night-fire  of  the  naked  hills. 
Thought  1,  —  some  friendly  covert  must  be  near. 
With  this  persuasion  thitherward  my  steps 
I  turn,  and  reach  at  last  the  guidins  light ; 
Jov  to  myself  !  but  to  the  heart  of  ner 
Who  there  was  standing  on  the  open  hill 
(The  same  kind  Matron  whom  your  tongue  hath  praised) 
Alarm  and  disappointment!    "The  alarm 
Ceased,  when  she  leam'd  through  what  mishap  I  came, 
And  by  what  help  had  gain'd  those  distant  fields. 
Dravm  from  her  cottage,  on  that  agry  height. 
Bearing  a  lantern  in  her  hand  she  stood, 
Or  paced  the  ground,  to  guide  her  Husband  home^ 
By  that  unwearied  signal  kenn'd  afar; 
An  anxious  dutyl  which  the  lofty  site, 
Traversed  but  by  a  few  irregular  paths. 
Imposes,  whensoe'er  nntoward  chance 
Detains  him  after  his  accnstom'd  hour 
Till  night  lies  black  upon  the  ground.    'But  come, 
Come,'  said  the  Matron,  'to  o'l-rvior  abode; 
Those  dark  rocks  bide  it  1 '    Entering,  I  beheld 

r        :     I.. (Kiltie 


THB  BZCUB8I0IT.  41< 

A  blazing  fire,  —  beside  a  cleanly  hearth 
Sate  down;  and  to  her  office,  with  leave  auk'd 
The  Dame  retnrn'd. 

Or  e'er  that  glowing  pile 
Of  mountain  turf  required  the  bnilder'a  liuiid 
Its  wasted  splendoar  to  repair,  the  door 
Open'd,  and  she  re-enter'd  with  giad  looks, 
Her  Helpmato  following.    Hospitable  fare, 
Fruik  conversation,  made  the  eToning's  treat: 
Need  a  bewilder'd  traveller  wish  for  more  ? 
Bat  more  was  given :  I  stndied,  as  we  sate 
By  the  bright  fire,  the  good  Man's  form,  and  fao« 
Not  less  than  beautiful ;  an  open  brow 
Of  undistnrb'd  humanity;  a  cheek 
Suffused  with  something  of  a  feminine  hue; 
Eyes  beaming  courtesy  and  mild  regard; 
Bat,  in  the  quicker  turns  of  the  discoarse, 
Expression  slowly  varying,  that  evinced 
A  tardy  apprehension.     From  a  fount 
Lost,  thought  I,  in  th'  obscurities  of  time. 
But  honour'd  once,  those  features  and  that  mien 
May  have  descended,  though  I  see  them  her& 
In  such  a  man,  so  gentle  and  subdued. 
Withal  so  graceful  in  his  gentleness, 
A  race  illustrious  for  heroic  deeds. 
Humbled,  but  not  degraded,  may  expire.. 
This  pleasing  fancy  (cherish'd  and  upheld 
By  sandry  recollections  of  such  fall 
From  high  to  low,  ascent  from  low  to  hi^h. 
As  books  record,  and  evea  the  careless  mind 
Cannot  but  notice  among  men  and  things) 
Went  with  me  to  the  place  of  my  repose. 

Koased  by  the  crowing  cock  at  dawn  of  day, 
I  yet  bad  risen  too  late  to  interchange 
A  morning  salutation  with  my  Host, 
Gone  forth  already  to  the  far-off  seat 
■  Of  his  day's  work.    '  Three  dark  mid-wiuter  montha 
Pass,'  said  the  Matron, '  and  I  never  see. 
Save  when  the  sabbath  brings  its  kind  release, 
My  Helpmate's  faee  by  light  of  dajb    He  quite 
His  door  in  darkness,  nor  till  dusk  returns. 
And,  through  Heaven's  blessing,  thus  we  gain  the  bread 
For  which  we  pray;  and  for  the  wants  provide 
Of  sickness,  accident,  and  helpless  age. 
Companions  have  I  many;  many  friends, 
Dependants,  comfortere,  — my  wheel,  my  fire, 
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All  day  the  honee^lock  ticking  in  mine  oar. 
The  cackling  hen,  the  tender  chicken  brood, 
And  the  "wild  birds  that  gather  round  my  porch. 
This  hoBest  Eheep-dog's  countenance  I  read ; 
With  him  can  talk ;  nor  blnsh  to  waste  a  word 
On  creatures  less  iatelligent  and  shrewd. 
And  if  the  blastering  wind  that  drives  the  clouds 
Care  not  for  me,  he  ungers  round  ray  door, 
And  makes  me  pastime  when  onr  tempers  suit; 
Bnt,  above  all,  my  thoughts  are  mj  support. 
My  comfort :  —  would  that  they  were  of teiiei'  fis'd 
On  what,  for  gnidauce  in  the  way  that  leads 
To  Heaven,  I  know,  by  my  Bedeemer  taught.' 
The  Matron  ended ;  nor  could  I  forbear 
To  exclaim, '  0  happy,  yiolding  to  the  law 
Of  these  privations,  richer  in  the  main  I 
While  thankless  thousands  are  opprest  and  clogg'd 
By  ease  and  leisure;  by  the  very  wealth 
And  pride  of  opportunity  made  poor; 
While  tens  of  thonsands  falter  in  their  path. 
And  sink,  throngh  utter  want  of  cheering  light; 
Por  you  tiie  hours  of  labour  do  not  flag; 
For  yon  each  evening  hath  its  shining  star, 
And  every  sabbath-day  its  golden  Sun.' " 
"Yes I     said  the  SoUtary  with  a  smile 
That  seem'd  to  break  from  an  expanding  heiirt, 
"Th'  nntntor'd  bird  may  found,  and  bo  construct. 
And  with  such  soft  materials  line,  her  nest 
Fix'd  in  the  centre  of  a  prickly  brake, 
That  the  thorns  wound  ner  not;  they  only  gnard. 
Powers  not  unjustly  liken'd  to  those  gifts 
Of  happy  instinct  which  the  woodland  bird 
Shares  with  her  species,  Natnre's  grace  sometimes 
Upon  the  indiTidual  doth  confer, 
Among  her  hi^er  creatures  bom  and  train'd 
To  use  of  reason.     And  I  own  that —  tired 
Of  th'  ofitoutatiouB  world,  a  swelling  stage 
With  empty  actions  and  vain  passions  stuff'd; 
And  from  the  private  struggles  of  mankind 
Hopiug  far  less  thyn  I  could  wish  to  hope. 
Far  less  than  once  I  trusted  and  believeu  — 
I  love  to  hear  of  those  who,  not  contending 
Nor  summon'd  to  contend  for  virtue's  prize. 
Miss  not  the  humbler  good  at  which  they  aim. 
Blest  with  a  kindly  faculty  to  blunt 
The  edge  of  adverse  circnmstance,  and  turn 
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Into  their  contraries  tho  potty  plagues 

And  hindrances  with  which  they  etand  beset. 

In  early  youth,  among  my  native  hills, 

I  knew  a  Scottish  peasant  who  possess'd 

A  few  small  crofts  of  stone-encumber'd  ground; 

Masses  of  every  shape  and  size,  that  lay 

Scatter'd  about  under  the  mouldering  walls 

Of  a  roagh  precipice ;  and  some,  apart, 

In  c[uarteTs  nnobnozious  to  Buch  chance, 

As  if  the  Moon  had  shower'd  them  down  in  spite. 

But  he  repined  not.    Though  tho  plough  was  acarcd 

By  these  obstructions,  'ronnd  the  shady  stones 

A  fertilising  moisture,'  said  the  Swain, 

'  Gathers,  and  is  preserved ;  and  feeding  dews 

And  damps,  through  all  the  droughty  summer  day 

From  out  their  sut^tance  issuing,  maintain 

Herbage  that  never  fails :  no  grass  springs  up 

So  green,  so  fresh,  so  plentifuT,  as  mine! 

But  thinly  sown  these  natures ;  rare,  at  least, 

The  mutual  aptitude  of  seed  and  soil 

That  yields  such  kindly  product    He  whose  bed 

Perhaps  yon  loose  sods  cover,  the  poor  Fensiouor 

Brought  yesterday  from  our  sequester'd  dell 

Here  to  lie  down  in  lasting  quiet,  he, 

If  living  now,  could  otherwise  report 

Of  rustic  loneliness:  that  grey-hair'd  Orphan — ■ 

So  call  him,  for  humanity  to  nim 

No  parent  was  —  feelingly  could  have  told. 

In  hfe,  in  death,  what  solitude  can  breed 

Of  selfishness,  and  cruelty,  and  vice ; 

Or,  if  it  breed  not,  hath  not  power  to  cure. — 

Bat  your  compliance,  Sir,  with  our  request 

My  words  too  long  have  hinder'd." 

Undeterr'd, 
Perhaps  incited  rather,  by  these  shocks, 
Id  no  ungracious  opposition,  given 
To  the  confiding  spirit  of  his  own 
Experienced  faith,  the  reverend  Pastor  said, 
Arounii  him  looking,  "  Where  shall  I  begin  ? 
Who  shall  be  first  selected  from  my  flock 
Gather'd  together  in  their  peaceful  fold  ?  " 
He  paused,  —  and,  having  lifted  np  his  eyes 
To  the  pure  heaven,  he  cast  them  down  again 
Upon  the  earth  beneath  his  feet;  and  spase: 

"  To  a  myateriously-nuited  pair 
This  place  la  consecrate;  to  Death  and  Life, 
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And  to  tte  best  affectiona  that  proceed 

From  their  conjonction ;  consecrate  to  faith 

In  Ilim  who  bled  for  Man  upon  the  cross; 

Hallow'd  to  revelation  ;  and  no  less 

To  reason's  mandates;  and  the  hopes  divine 

Of  pure  imagination ;  —  above  all, 

To  charity  and  love,  that  havo  provided, 

Within  these  pFeciocts,  a  capacions  bed 

And  receptacle,  open  to  the  good 

And  evil,  to  the  jnst  and  the  nnjnst; 

In  which  they  find  an  equal  resting-place : 

Even  as  the  multitude  of  kindred  brooks 

And  streams,  whose  mnrmnr  fills  this  hoUow  val^ 

Whether  their  coarse  be  tnrbnlent  or  smooth, 

Their  waters  clear  or  sullied,  all  are  lost 

Within  the  bosom  of  yon  crystal  Lake, 

And  end  their  jonmey  in  the  same  repose! 

And  blest  ai'e  they  who  sleep ;  and  we  that  kuoT, 
While  in  s  spot  like  this  we  breathe  and  walk, 
That  all  beneath  us  by  the  wings  are  cover'd 
Of  motherly  humanity,  outspread 
And  gathering  alt  within  their  tendor  shade. 
Though  loth  and  slow  to  come!    A  battle-field. 
In  stillness  left  when  slaughter  is  no  more. 
With  this  compared,  makes  a  strange  spectacle! 
A  dismal  prospect  yields  the  wild  shore  strewn 
Witli  wrecks,  and  trod  by  feet  of  young  and  old 
Wandering  about  in  miserable  search 
Of  friends  or  kindred,  whom  the  angry  sea 
Restores  not  to  their  prayer!    Ah!  who  would  think 
That  all  the  scatter'd  subjects  which  compose 
Earth's  melancholy  vision  through  the  space 
Of  all  her  climes  —  these  wretched,  these  depraved. 
To  virtue  lost,  insensible  of  peace. 
From  the  delights  of  charity  cut  off. 
To  pity  dead,  th'  oppressor  and  th'  opprest; 
Tyrants  who  utter  the  destroying  word, 
And  slaves  who  will  consent  to  be  destroy'd  — 
Were  of  one  species  with  the  shelter'd  few. 
Who,  with  a  dutiful  and  tender  hand. 
Lodged,  in  a  dear  appropriated  spot, 
ITiis  file  of  infants ;  some  that  never  breathed 
The  vital  air ;  others,  which,  though  allow'd 
That  privilege,  did  yet  expire  too  soon. 
Or  with  too  Brief  a  warning,  U>  admit 
Administration  of  the  holy  rite 
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That  lovingly  couBigns  the  babe  to  th'  arms 

Of  Jeana,  and  His  everlasting  care, 

Tiiese  that  in  tremWing  htn>G  arc  laid  apart; 

And  the  besprinkled  nursling,  unrequired 

Till  he  begins  to  smile  npon  the  breast 

That  feeds  him ;  and  the  tottering  little-ono 

Taken  from  air  and  sunahino  when  the  rose 

Of  infancy  first  blooms  upon  his  cheek ; 

The  thinking,  thoughtless,  school-boy ;  the  bold  yoath 

Of  sonl  impetuous,  and  tlie  bashful  maid 

Smitten  while  all  the  promises  of  life 

Are  opening  round  her;  those  of  middle  age, 

Cast  down  while  confident  in  strength  tliey  stand. 

Like  pillars  fis'd  more  firmly,  as  might  seem. 

And  more  secure,  by  very  weight  of  all 

That,  for  support,  rests  on  tliem ;  the  decay'd 

And  bnrtheoaome ;  and  lastly,  that  poor  few 

Whose  light  of  reason  is  with  age  extinct ; 

The  hopeful  and  the  hopeless,  first  and  last, 

The  earliest  summon'd,  and  the  longest  spured, — 

Are  here  deposited,  with  tribute  paid 

Various,  but  unto  each  some  tribute  paid ; 

As  if,  amid  these  peaceful  hills  and  groves. 

Society  were  touch'd  with  kind  concern. 

And  gentle  '  Nature  grieved,  that  one  should  die ; ' 

Or,  if  the  change  demanded  no  regret. 

Observed  the  liberating  stroke,  —  and  blesa'd. 

And  whence  that  tnbute  ?  wherefore  these  regards? 
Not  from  the  naked  Jieart  alone  of  Man, 
(Though  claiming  high  distinction  upon  Earth, 
As  the  sole  spring  and  fountain-head  of  tears, 
His  own  peculiar  utterance  for  distress 
Or  gladness,  —  no,"  the  philosophic  Priest 
Continued,  "  'tis  not  in  the  vital  seat 
Of  feeling  to  produce  them,  without  aid 
From  the  pure  soul,  the  soul  sublime  and  pure; 
With  her  two  faculties  of  eye  and  ear, 
The  one  by  which  a  creature,  whom  his  sina 
Have  render'd  prone,  can  upward  look  to  Heaven ; 
The  other  that  empowers  binx  to  perceive 
The  voice  of  Deity,  on  height  and  plain. 
Whispering  those  trutha  iu  stillness,  which  the  Word, 
To  the  four  quarters  of  the  winds,  proclaims^ 
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Not  without  sucli  assistance  could  the  use 

Of  these  beuign  observances  prevail : 

Thus  are  they  bom,  thus  foeter'd,  thus  maiutuiu'd; 

And  by  the  care  prospective  of  our  wise 

Forefathers,  who,  to  guard  against  the  ehocks,  . 

The  lluctaatioD  and  decay  of  things, 

Embodied  and  cstablish'a  these  high  troths 

In  Bolemu  institutions;  —  men  convinced 

That  life  is  love  and  immortality. 

The  being  one,  and  one  the  element. 

There  hcs  the  channel  and  oi-iginal  bed. 

From  the  beginning  holtow'd  out  and  sooop'd 

For  Man's  affections  —  else  betray'd  and  lost. 

And  Bwallov'd  np  'mid  deserts  infinite) 

This  is  the  gennme  CDnrse,  the  aim,  and  end 

Of  prescient  reason ;  all  conclusions  else 

Are  abjeet,  vain,  presumptnons,  imd  perverse. 

The  faith  partaking  of  those  holy  times. 

Life,  I  repeat,  is  energy  of  love 

Divine  or  human  ;  exercised  in  pain, 

In  strife,  and  tribnlation ;  and  ordain'd. 

If  BO  approved  and  sanctified,  to  pass. 

Through  shades  and  silent  rest,  to  endless  joy." 
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THE   CHDBCHTABD   AMONG  THE   H0CXTAIN8. 

Hail  to  the  crown  by  Freedom  shaped,  to  gird 
Ad  English  Sovereign's  brow!  and  to  tiie  thrane 
Whereon  he  sits !  whose  deep  foundations  lie 
III  veneration  and  the  people's  love ; 
Whose  steps  are  equih,  whose  seat  is  law.  — 
Hail  to  the  State  of  England  I    And  conjoin 

ll>iB.lteelliiK  or  Immorttlin,  Implwited  in  *1I  tota  nttantUr,  and  (i  retered  tn  th« 
gcbolan  of  Linns  tbe  Tbet»n  poet,  irlio  Honrtihed  about  the  yeax  of  tlie  worid  two 
thoouDil  seven  hondred.' — And,  TOily,  iriflKnit  tlie  consoioiuoess  of  a  priDCinle  of 
Immortsli^  in  the  Inuiun  soul,  Mod  omud  nerer  Ikam  had  awakmedlniiliii  toe  de- 
sire to  Utb  in  the  remembmnce  of  bis  ftllows :  men  lore,  or  flu  yeaning  nf  kind 
towards  kind,  could  not  have  pntdoced  It.  ^nia  doc  or  Imva  poriilkea  In  (be  SeW,  nr 
In  the  Bisll,  liy  the  aide  of  ills  MmpanlODS,  and  is  bcapabis  wT  antldpatliiK  Uw  bdt. 
tow  with  which  his  suTTonndlng  associates  shall  bezaoan  liia  deatli,  or  pine  fbr  hli 
loss:  In  lannatproeonMlve  this  regret,  iw  can  fonn  no  Iboiq^  of  it :  aadHierafbn 
canuotpoBalblyhaTeadesiieloIeaTeBnohTHtietoTremanbrauoelienlndhiiii.  A'lil 
to  tbe  principle  of  loi«Wlii<A  exlUaiu  the  fislbrior  anlnials,(he  Ibcatty  of  leaaon 
wiilch  exiala  In  man  alone;  will  the  eontnnctlon  of  tbaae  acoonnt  Ibr  the  desin' 
Donljtleis  it  is  a  neceBBSif  conaeqnence  of  this  conjunction:  yet  not  I  fliink  as  a  di- 
tect  reenit,  but  only  to  be  come  at  IhroDgti  an  iDtecmediale  thought,  namely,  tiiat  of 
an  Intlroalian  or  asautauce  within  us,  &at  some  part  of  oar  nature  Is  Imperlah^la. 
At  least  tlMprecedencei  In  the  order  of  blitha  of  one  Ibellng  to  tike  oUker,  la  nmilWi 
Honable.'   See,  also,  pSj^  U8,  note  S. 
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With  this  a  salntation  as  doTOut, 
Made  to  the  epintuul  fabric  ol  her  Charch ; 
Founded  in  truth ;  by  blood  of  Martyrdom 
G9meiited;  hy  the  hands  of  Wisdom  rear"! 
la  beaoty  of  hohness,  with  order'd  pomp. 
Decent  and  unreproTed.     The  voice  that  greets 
The  majesty  of  both  shall  pray  for  both ; 
That,  matnally  protected  and  sastain'd, 
They  may  endare  long  as  the  sea  surronnds 
This  fa?oar'd  Land,  or  snoshine  wanos  her  soiL 
And,  O  ye  swelling  hills,  and  epocione  plains  I 
Besprent  from  shore  to  shore  with  steeple-towers. 
And  spires  whose  "  silent  finger  points  to  Heaven ; "  ' 
Nor  wtinting,  at  wide  intervals,  the  balk 
Of  ancient  minster  lifted  ubovc  the  cloud 
Of  the  dense  air,  which  town  or  city  breeds 
To  intercept  the  Sun's  glad  beams ;  — may  ne'er 
That  true  anccession  fail  of  English  hearts. 
Who,  with  ancestral  feeling,  can  perceive 
What  in  those  holy  structures  ye  possess 

Of  ornamental  interest,  and  the  ehann 

Of  pious  sentiment  diffused  afar. 

And  human  charitv,  and  social  love.  — ■ 

Thus  never  shall  tii'  indignities  of  time 

Approach  their  reverend  graces,  unopposed; 

I4or  shall  the  elements  be  free  to  hurt 

Their  fair  proportions ;  nor  the  blinder  rage 

Of  bigot  zeal  madly  to  overturn ; 

And,  if  the  desolating  hand  of  war 

Spare  them,  they  shall  continue  to  bestow, 

Typon  the  throng'd  abodes  of  busy  men 

(Depraved,  and  ever  prone  to  fill  the  mind 

Exclusively  with  transitory  things) 

An  air  and.  mien  of  dignified  pursuit; 

Of  sweet  civility,  on  rnatic  wilds. 
The  Poet,  fostering  for  his  native  land 

Snch  hope,  entreats  that  servants  may  aboand 

Of  those  pure  altai-s  worthy ;  ministers 

Detach'd  from  pleasure,  to  the  love  of  gain 

Superior,  insusceptible  of  pride, 

And  by  ambitious  longinga  undiaturVd; 

Men,  whose  delight  is  where  their  dnty  leads 
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Or  fixes  them;  whose  least  distiagnish'd  day 

Shines  with  some  portion  of  that  heavenly  lustre 

Which  makes  the  sabbath  lovely  in  the  sight 

Of  blessed  angels,  pitying  human  cares. — 

And,  as  on  Earth  it  is  the  doom  of  truth 

To  be  perpctnaUy  attack'd  by  foes 

Open  or  covert,  be  that  priesthood  still. 

For  her  defence,  repleni^b'd  with  a  band 

Of  strenaoas  championB,  in  Boholastio  arts 

Thoroughly  disciplined;  nor  (if  in  course 

Of  the  revolving  world's  disturbances 

Cause  should  recur,  which  righteous  Heaven  aveitl 

To  meet  such  trial)  from  their  spiritual  sires 

Degenerate ;  who,  constrain'd  to  wield  the  sword 

Of  disputation,  shrunk  not,  though  assiul'd 

With  hostile  din,  and  combating  in  sight 

Of  an^ry  umpires,  partial  and  unjust ; 

And  did,  thereafter,  bathe  their  hands  in  fire, 

So  to  declare  the  conscience  satisfied : 

Nor  for  their  bodies  would  accept  release; 

But,  blessing  God  and  praising  Him,  bequeatlied 

With  their  last  breath,  fi-om  out  the  smouldering  fiame^ 

The  faith  which  they  by  diligence  had  earn'd. 

Or,  through  illuminating  grace,  received. 

For  their  dear  countrymen,  and  all  mankind. 

0  high  example,  constancy  divine! 

Even  such  a  Man  (inheriting  the  zeal 
And  from  the  sanctity  of  elder  times 
Not  deviating,  ^  a  priest,  the  like  of  whom. 
If  multiplied,  and  in  their  stations  set, 
AVould  o'er  the  bosom  of  a  joyful  land 
Spread  true  religion  and  her  genuine  fruits) 
Before  me  stood  that  day ;  on  holy  ground 
Fraught  with  the  relies  of  mortality. 
Exalting  tender  themes,  by  jnst  degrees 
To  lofty  raised  ;  and  to  the  highest,  last ; 
The  head  and  mighty  paramount  of  truths, — 
Immortal  life,  in  never-fading  worlds. 
For  mortal  creatures,  conquerd  and  secured. 

That  basis  laid ;  those  principles  of  faith 
Announced,  as  a  preparatory  act 
Of  reverence  done  to  the  spirit  of  the  place, 
The  Pastor  cast  his  eyes  upon  the  ground; 
Not,  as  before,  like  one  oppress'd  with  awe, 
But  with  a  mild  and  social  cheerfulness ; 
Then  to  the  Solitary  tum'd,  and  spake: 
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"At  mom  or  eve,  in  yonr  retired  domgin, 
Perchance  yon  not  unfrequently  have  mark'd 
A  Visitor  in  qneet  ol  herhs  and  flowers ; 
Too  delicate  employ,  ae  vould  appear, 
For  one  who,  though  of  drooping  mien,  had  yet 
From  Nature's  kindlineBB  received  a  framfl 
Robnst  as  ever  rural  labour  bred." 

The  Solitary  anawer'd:  "Such  a  Form 
Fall  well  I  recollect.    We  often  cross'd 
Flach  other's  path ;  but,  as  th'  Intnider  seem'd 
Fondly  to  prize  the  silence  which  be  Icept^ 
And  las  willingly  did  cherish  mine. 
We  met,  and  pass'd,  like  shadows.    I  have  heard 
From  my  good  Host  that,  beinz  crazed  in  brain 
By  nnreqnited  love,  he  scaled  the  rocks. 
Dived  into  caves,  and  pierced  t)ie  matted  woods. 
In  hope  to  find  some  virtnons  herb  of  power 
To  cure  hia  malady ! " 

The  Vicar  smUed,  — 
"Alasl  before  to-morrow's  Sun  goes  down 
His  habitation  will  be  here:  for  Dim 
That  open  grave  ia  destined." 

"  Died  he,  then, 
Of  pain  and  grief  ?  "  the  Solitary  aak'd : 
"  Do  not  believe  it ;  never  could  that  be  I " 

"  He  loved,"  the  Vioar  anewer'd,  "  deeply  loved. 
Loved  fondly,  tmly,  fervently;  and  dared 
At  length. to  tell  ms  love,  but  sued  in  vain; 
Eejected,  yea,  repell'd ;  and,  if  with  scorn 
TTpon  the  naughty  naaiden's  brow,  'tis  but 
A  high-prized  plume  which  female  Beauty  wears 
In  wantonness  of  conquest,  or  puts  on 
To  cheat  the  worid,  or  from  herself  to  hide 
Humiliation,  when  no  longer  free. 
Tliat  he  could  brook,  and  glory  in :  but  when 
The  tidings  came  that  she  whom  he  had  woo'd 
Was  wedded  to  another,  and  his  heart 
Was  forced  to  rend  away  its  only  hope ; 
Then  Pity  could  have  scarcely  found  on  Earth 
An  object  worthier  of  regard  than  be. 
In  the  transition  of  thatbitter  hour  I 
Lost  waa  she,  lost ;  nor  could  the  Sufferer  say 
That  in  the  act  of  preference  he  had  been 
Unjustly  dealt  with ;  hut  the  Maid  was  gone  t 
Had  vanish'd  from  his  prospects  and  desires; 
Not  by  translation  to  the  heavenly  choir 
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Who  have  pat  oflE  their  mortal  spoils,  —  ah  no! 
Slie  lives  another's  wishes  to  complete : 
'  Joy  be  their  lot,  and  happineaa,'  he  ijried, 
'  Hi3  lot  and  hers,  as  misery  must  bo  mine  I ' 

Sneh  was  that  strong  concnaaion :  but  the  Man. 
Who  trembled,  trank  and  limbs,  like  some  huge  oak 
By  a  fierce  tempest  shaken,  goon  resumed 
The  steadfast  quiet  natural  to  a  mind 
Of  composition  gentle  and  sedate, 
Andjin  its  movements,  circamspect  and  slov. 
To  books,  and  to  the  long-forsaken  desk, 
O'er  which  enchain'd  by  sdence  he  had  loved 
To  bend,  he  stoutly  re-addreas'd  himself, 
Besolved  to  quell  his  pain,  and  search  for  truth 
With  keeuer  appetite  (if  that  might  be) 
And  closer  industry.    Of  what  ensued 
Within  the  heart  no  outward  signs  appeu'd. 
Till  a  betraying  sickliness  was  seen 
To  tinge  his  cheek ;  and  through  his  frame  it  crept 
With  slow  mutation  unoonceal^le ; 
Snch  universal  change  as  Autumn  makes 
In  the  fair  body  of  a  leafy  grove 
Biscolour'd,  then  diyested. 

Tis  afflrm'd 
By  poets  skill'd  in  Nature's  secret  ways 
Th^  Love  will  not  subnflt  to  be  oontroU'd 
By  mastery :  and  the  good  Man  lack'd  not  friends 
Who  strove  to  instil  this  truth  into  his  mind, 
A  mind  in  all  heart-mysteries  unversed. 
'  Go  to  the  hills,'  said  one, '  remit  awhile 
This  baneful  diligence :  at  early  mom    . 
Court  the  fresh  air,  explore  the  heaths  and  woods; 
And,  leaving  it  to  others  to  foratell, 
By  calculations  sage,  the  ebb  and  Sow 
Of  tides,  and  when  the  Moon  will  be  eclipsed, 
Do  yon,  for  your  own  benefit,  construct 
A  calendar  of  flowers,  plnck'd  as  they  blow 
Where  health  abides,  and  cheerfulness,  and  peace,' 
Th'  attempt  was  made ;  —  'tis  needless  to  report 
How  hopelessly;  but  innocence  is  strong, 
And  an  entire  simplicity  of  mind 
A  thing  most  sacred  in  the  eye  of  Heaven ; 
That  opens,  for  such  sufferers,  relief 
Within  the  soul,  fonnt-ains  of  grace  divine ; 
And  doth  commend  their  weakness  and  disease 
To  Nature's  care,  assisted  in  her  office 
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By  all  the  elements  that  round  her  vait 
To  genemte,  to  preserve,  and  to  restore; 
And  hj  her  beautiful  arrav  of  forms 
Shedchng  sweet  inflaence  from  abore;  or  pure 
Delight  exhaling  from  the  groond  they  tread." 

"miputo  it  not  to  impatience,  if/'  exclaim'd 
The  Wanderer,  "  I  infer  that  he  was  heol'd 
By  perseverance  in  the  coarse  preHcribed." 

"Yon  do  not  err;  the  powers,  that  had  been  loat 
By  slow  decrees,  were  gradnally  regain'd ; 
Tlie  flntterm^  nerves  eomposea ;  the  beating  heart 
In  rest  estabhsh'd ;  and  the  jarring  thoughts 
To  harmony  restored.  —  But  yon  dark  mould 
Will  cover  him,  in  the  fulness  of  his  strength, 
Hastily  smitten  by  a  fever's  force ; 
Yet  not  with  stroke  so  sudden  as  refused 
Time  to  look  back  with  tenderness  on  her 
Whom  he  had  loved  in  passion ;  and  to  send 
Some  farewell  words, — with  one,  bnt  one  request; 
That  from  his  dying  band  she  vould  accept 
Of  his  possessions  that  which  most  be  prized; 
A  book,  upon  whose  leaves  some  chosen  plants 
By  bis  own  hand  disposed  with  nicest  care. 
In  undecaying  beauty  were  preserved ; 
Hute  register,  to  him,  of  time  and  place. 
And  yanons  fluctuations  in  the  br^tst; 
To  her,  a  monument  of  faithful  love 
Conquer'd,  and  in  tranquillity  retain'dl* 

Close  to  bis  destined  nabitation,  lies 
One  who  achieved  a  humbler  victory. 
Though  marvellous  in  its  kind.    A  place  there  is 
High  in  these  mountains,  that  allured  a  band 
Of  Keen  adventurers  to  unite  tlieir  pains 
In  search  of  precious  ore:  they  tried,  were  foil'd, — 
And  all  desisted,  all,  save  him  alone. 
He,  taking  counsel  of  his  own  clear  thoughts. 
And  trusting  only  to  bis  own  weak  hands. 
Urged  unremittingly  the  stubborn  work, 
Uneeconded,  uncountenanced ;  then,  as  time 
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»  WOKDSWOKTtt. 

Pasa'd  on,  while  still  his  lonely  efforts  found 

No  recompense,  derided ;  and  at  length 

By  many  pitied,  as  insane  of  mind ; 

By  others  dreaded,  as  the  luckless  thrall 

Of  subterranean  Spirits  feeding  hope 

By  various  mockery  of  eight  and  sound; 

Hope  after  hope,  enconraged  and  destroy'd.  — 

But  when  the  lord  of  seaaoDs  had  matured 

The  fruits  of  earth  throngh  space  of  twice  tea  years. 

The  monotain's  entrails  offer  d  to  his  ?iew 

And  trembling  grasp  the  long-deferr'd  reward. 

Not  with  more  transport  did  Golnmbus  greet 

A  world,  bis  rich  discovery!     But  our  Swain, 

A  very  hero  till  his  point  was  gaiu'd, 

Proved  all  unable  to  support  the  weight 

Of  prosperous  fortune.    On  the  fields  he  look'd 

With  an  unsettled  liberty  of  thought, 

Wishes  and  endless  schemes;  by  daylight  walk'd 

Gidch"  and  restless ;  ever  and  anon 

QuafPd  in  his  gratitude  immoderate  caps; 

And  truly  migh  t  be  said  to  die  of  joy !  * 

He  vanien'd;  Dut  conspicuous  to  this  day 

The  path  remains  that  link'd  his  cottage-door 

To  the  mine's  mouth ;  a  long  and  slanting  track, 

Upon  the  rugged  mountain's  stony  side, 

Worn  by  hie  daily  visite  to  and  from 

The  darksome  centre  of  a  constant  hope. 

This  vestige  neither  force  of  beating  rain 

Nor  the  vicissitudes  of  frost  and  thaw 

Shall  cause  to  fade,  till  ages  pass  away ; 

And  it  is  named,  in  memory  of  th'  event. 

The  Path  op  PEESEVBaANCE." 

"  Thou  from  whom 
Man  has  his  strength,"  ezclaim'd  the  Wmderer,  "0, 
Do  Thou  direct  itl    To  the  virtuous  grant 
The  penetrative  eye  which  can  perceive 
In  this  blind  world  the  guiding  vein  of  hope ; 
That,  like  this  Labourer,  sucli  may  dig  their  way, 
'  Unshaken,  tmsednced,  nnterrifiea ; ' 

1   The  miDOT  lived  In  PBterdole,  and  the  Btc^  is  bTK  tattle  letter. 
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lug  fuUowed  by  deruwement ;  and.  In  one  Instance,  the  ahnok  of  good  ftirti 
n«at  as  to  pniduce  atnolnle  Idiocy.  But  these  all  happened  where  then 
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Grant  to  the  vise  his  firmneBS  of  resolTel" 

"  That  prayer  were  not  supei'fiuoas,"  Bsid  the  Priest, 
"  Amid  the  noblest  relics,  proudest  dnst. 
That  Westminster,  for  Britain's  glory,  holds 
Within  the  bosom  of  her  awful  pile. 
Ambitiously  collected.    Tet  the  sigh 
Which  wafts  that  prayer  to  Heaveu  is  dne  to  all. 
Wherever  laid,  who  living  fell  below 
Their  virtue's  humbler  markj  a  sigh  otpatH, 
If  to  the  opposite  extreme  they  san^. 
How  would  yon  pity  her  who  yonder  rests; 
Him,  further  off ;  the  pair  who  here  are  laid ; 
But,  above  all,  that  mixture  of  earth's  mould 
Whom  sight  of  this  green  hillock  to  my  mind 
Becalk! 

He  lived  not  till  his  looks  were  nipp'd 
By  seasonable  frost  of  age;  nor  died 
Before  his  temples,  prematurely  forced 
To  mix  the  manljy  brown  with  silver  grey, 
Gave  obvious  instance  of  the  sad  effeot 
Produced,  when  thoughtless  Folly  hath  usurp'd 
The  natural  crown  that  sage  Experience  wears. 
Gay,  volatile,  ingenious,  quick  to  learn. 
And  prompt  to  exhibit  all  that  he  poeaess'd 
Or  could  preform ;  a  zealous  actor,  hired 
Into  the  troop  of  mirth,  a  soldier,  sworn 
Into  the  lists  of  giddy  enterprise,  — 
Such  was  he;  yet,  as  if  within  his  frame 
Two  several  souls  alternately  had  lodged. 
Two  sets  of  manners  conld  the  Youth  put  on; 
And.  franght  with  antics  as  the  Indian  bird 
That  writhes  and  chatters  in  her  wiry  cage. 
Was  graceful,  when  it  pleased  him,  smooth  and  still 
As  the  mute  swan  that  floats  adown  the  stream. 
Or,  on  the  waters  of  th'  unruffled  lake. 
Anchors  her  placid  beauty.      Not  a  leaf, 
That  flutters  on  the  bough,  lighter  than  he; 
And  not  a  flower,  that  droops  in  the  green  shade, 
More  winningly  reserved!    If  yo  inqoire 
How  such  consummate  elegance  was  bred 
Amid  these  wilda,  this  answer  may  sofBce: 
'Twas  Nature's  will ;  who  sometimes  undertake^ 
For  the  reproof  of  human  vanity. 
Art  to  outstrip  in  her  peculiar  walk. 
Hence,  for  this  Favounte —  lavishly  endow'd 
W^ith  personal  gifts,  and  bright  lustiuctivo  wit, 
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While  both,  embolliBhing  each  other,  atood 

Yet  further  recommeuded  by  the  charm 

Of  fine  demeanour,  and  by  dance  and  song, 

And  skill  in  letters — every  fancy  shaped 

Fair  expectations;  nor,  when  to  the  world's 

GapacioQs  field  forth  went  th'  Adventurer,  there 

Were  he  and  his  attainments  overlook'd. 

Or  scantily  rewarded :  but  all  hopes, 

Cheiish'd  for  him,  he  aofler'd  to  depart, 

Like  blighted  budsj  or  clouds  that  mimick'd  land 

Before  the  sailor's  eye ;  or  diamond  drops 

That  sparkling  deok'd  the  morning  grass ;  or  anght 

That  tDos  attractive,  and  hath  cea^u  to  be  I 

Yet,  when  this  Prodigal  retam'd,  the  rites 
Of  joyful  greeting  were  on  him  bestow'd. 
Who,  by  humiliabon  undeterr'd, 
Sought  for  his  weariness  a  place  of  rest 
Within  his  Father's  gates.    Whence  came  he  ?  —  clothe 
In  tatter'd  garb,  from  hovels  where  abides 
N^ecessity,  the  stationary  host    - 
Of  vagrant  poverty ;  from  rifted  bams 
Where  no  one  dwells  but  the  vride-staring  owl 
And  the  owl's  prey;  from  these  bare  haants,  to  which 
He  had  descended  from  the  proud  saloon, 
He  came,  the  ghost  of  beauty  and  of  health. 
The  wreck  of  gaiety !    But,  soon  revived 
In  strength,  in  power  refitted,  he  renewed 
His  suit  to  Fortune ;  and  she  smiled  again 
Upon  a  fickle  Ingrate.     Thrice  he  rose. 
Thrice  sank  as  willinglV'    For  he  —  whose  nerres 
Were  used  to  thrill  with  pleasure,  while  his  voice 
Softly  accompanied  the  tuneful  harp. 
By  the  nice  finger  of  fair  ladies  tonch'd 
In  glittering  h^ls  —  was  able  to  derive 
No  less  enjoyment  from  an  abject  choice. 
Who  happier  for  the  moment, — who  more  blithe 
Than  this  f  all'a  Spirit  ?  in  those  dreary  holds 
His  talents  lending  to  exalt  the  freaks 
Of  merry-making  beggars,  —  now  provoked 
To  laughter  multiplied  in  louder  peals 
By  his  malicious  wit;  then,  all  enchain'd 
With  mute  astonishment,  themselves  to  see 
In  their  own  arts  outdone,  their  fame  eclipsed^ 
As  by  the  very  presence  of  the  Fiend 
Who  dictates  and  inspires  illusive  feat^ 
For  knavish  purposes  I    The  city,  too, 
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f  With  shame  I  speak  it,)  to  her  guilty  bowers 

Allnred  him,  sank  bo  lov  in  self-reBpeot 

Ab  there  to  linger,  there  to  eat  his  bread. 

Hired  minstrel  of  volnptnooB  blandishment ; 

Charming  the  air  with  skill  of  hand  or  voice. 

Listen  who  would,  be  wrought  upon  who  might, 

Sincerely  wretched  hearts,  or  falsely  gay.  — 

Such  the  too  frequent  tenour  of  his  Mmat 

In  ears  that  relieti'd  the  report ;  —  but  all 

Was  from  his  Parents  happily  conceal'd; 

Who  saw  euongh  for  blame  and  pitying  love. 

They  also  were  permitted  to  receive 

His  last,  ropeiitaut  breath;  and  closed  hiB  eyes, 

No  more  to  open  on  that  ii'ksome  world 

Where  he  had  long  existed  in  the  state 

Of  a  young  fowl  beneath  one  mother  hatched. 

Though  from  auother  sprung,  different  in  kind: 

Where  he  had  lived,  and  could  not  cease  to  Uv^ 

Distracted  in  propensity;  content 

With  neither  element  of  good  or  ill ; 

And  yet  in  both  rejoicing;  man  unblest; 

Of  contradictions  infinite  the  slave, 

Till  his  dehverance,  when  Mercy  made  him 

One  with  himself,  and  one  with  them  that  deep."* 

"'Tis  strange,"  observed  the  Solitaiy,  "strange 
It  seems,  and  scarcely  less  than  pitiful. 
That  in  a  land  where  charity  provides 
For  all  tbat  can  no  longer  feed  themselves, 
A  man  like  this  should  choose  to  bring  big  shame 
To  the  parental  door;  and  with  his  sighs 
Infect  the  air  which  he  had  freely  breathed 
In  happy  infancy.    He  could  not  pine. 
Through  lack  of  converse;  no,  —  he  must  have  found 
Abundant  exercise  for  thought  and  speech. 
In  his  dividual  being,  self-review'd. 
Self -catechised,  self-punish'd.  — Some  there  are 
Who,  drawing  near  their  final  home,  and  much 
And  daily  longing  that  the  same  were  reach'd, 
Woold  rather  shun  than  seek  the  fellowship 
Of  kindred  mould.     Such  haply  here  are  laid  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Priest,  "  the  Genius  of  our  hills  — 
Who  seems,  by  these  stupendous  barriers  cast 

Taken  tram  a  penon  liDm  and  bred  in  Giswnere.  by  name  DawBon,  and  vhom 

nbL  dinweitloii,  and  way  of  lite  vera  euch  as  ara  here  itellneBted.  I  did  not 
w  hlni,  Gnt  all  wag  ftegh  In  ntEiBory  wbBU  we  BStUed  at  Srumere  la  tbe  begin. 
I  ortbe  eeutury.— AuCAor'i  JVo(«,  ISU. 
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Bound  hia  domoio,  doeirouB  Qot  Atone 
To  keop  his  own,  but  also  to  excln  Je 
All  otl.er  progeny— doth  BometimeB  lure, 
Even  by  his  studied  deptii  of  priVHcy, 
Th'  iinhapp^r  alien  hoping  to  obtniii 
Concealment,  or  seduced  oy  wish  to  find, 
In  place  from  outward  molestation  free. 
Helps  to  intc^rnal  ease.     Of  many  such 
Could  I  discourse ;  but  as  their  stay  was  brief. 
So  their  departure  only  left  behind 
Fancies  and  looso  conjectures.    Other  trace 
SurviTes,  for  worthy  mention,  of  a  pair 
Who,  from  the  pressure  of  their  several  fates. 
Meeting  as  strangers  in  a  petty  town 
Whose  blue  roofs  ornament  a  distant  reuch 
Of  this  fur-winding  Tfde,  remsiD'd  as  frittads 
True  to  their  choice ;  and  gave  their  bones  in  trnst 
To  this  loved  cemetery,  here  to  lodge 
With  nnescutcheon'd  privacy  interrd, 
Far  from  the  family  vault.  —  A  Chieftain  one 
By  right  of  birth ;  within  whcse  spotless  breast 
The  fire  of  ancient  Caledonia  bnm'd: 
He,  with  the  foremost  whose  impatience  hail'd 
The  Stuart,  landing  to  resume,  by  force 
Of  arms,  the  crown  which  bigotry  had  lost. 
Aroused  his  clan ;  and,  fighting  at  their  bead, 
With  his  brave  sword  endeavour'd  to  prevent 
Culioden's  fatal  overthrow.    Escaped 
From  that  disastrous  rout,  to  foreign  shoros 
He  fled;  and  when  the  lenient  baud  of  time 
Those  troubles  had  appeased,  he  sought  and  gain'd. 
For  his  obscured  conaition,  an  obscure 
Retreat,  within  this  nook  of  English  ground. 
The  other,  bom  in  Biitain's  southern  tntct, 
Had  fix'd  his  milder  loyalty,  and  placed 
Hia  gentler  sentiments  of  love  and  hate. 
There  where  they  placed  them  who  in  conscience  prised 
The  new  succession,  as  a  line  of  kings 
Whoso  oath  had  virtue  to  protect  the  land 
Against  the  diro  assaults  of  papacy 
And  arbitrary  rule.     But  launch  tny  bark 
On  the  distemper'd  flood  of  public  me. 
And  cause  for  most  rare  triumph  will  be  tbine 
If,  spite  of  keenest  eye  and  steadiest  handj 
The  stream  that  hears  thee  forward  prove  not,  soon 
Or  late,  a  perilous  master.     He — who  oft, 
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Beaeatli  the  battlements  and  stately  trees 

That  roond  his  mansion  cast  a  sober  cloom, 

Had  moralised  oa  this,  and  other  trnthB 

Of  kindred  import,  pleased  and  satisfied  — 

Was  forced  to  vent  his  wisdom  with  a  aigh 

Heaved  from  the  heart  in  fortune's  bitterness. 

When  he  had  cmsh'd  a  plentiful  estate 

By  minous  contest,  to  obtain  a  seat 

In  Britain's  senate.    Fruitless  was  tb'  attempt: 

And,  while  the  uproar  of  that  desperate  strife 

Continued  jet  to  vibrate  oq  his  ear. 

The  vanquisL'd  Wliig,  under  a  borrow'd  name, 

(For  the  mere  sound  and  echo  of  bia  own 

Haunted  him  with  sensations  of  disgust 

That  be  was  glad  to  lose,)  slunk  from  the  world 

To  the  deep  shade  of  those  untravell'd  Wilds 

In  which  the  Scottish  Laird  had  long  possess'd 

An  undistarb'd  abode.    Here,  then,  they  met, 

Two  doughty  champions ;  flaming  Jacobite 

And  sullen  Hanoverian !    You  might  think 

That  losses  and  vexations,  less  severe 

Thau  those  which  they  had  severally  sustain'd. 

Would  have  inclined  each  to  abate  his  zeal 

For  his  ungrateful  cause ;  no, — I  have  heard 

My  reverend  Father  tell  that,  'mid  the  calm 

Of  that  small  town  encountering  thus,  tliej  flll'd, 

Daily,  its  bowling-green  with  harmless  strife; 

Plagued  with  nncharitahle  thoughts  the  church ; 

And  vez'd  the  market-place.     But  in  the  breasts 

Of  these  opponents  gradually  was  wrought. 

With  little  change  of  general  sentiment. 

Such  leaning  towards  each  other,  that  their  days 

By  choice  were  spent  in  constant  fellowship; 

And  if,  at  times,  they  fretted  with'  the  ^oke, 

Those  very  bickerings  made  them  love  it  more. 

A  favourite  bonndary  to  their  lengthen'd  walks 
This  Church-yard  was.    And,  whether  they  had  come 
Treading  their  path  in  sympathy  and  link^l 
In  social  converse,  or  by  eomo  short  space 
Discreetly  parted  to  preserre  the  peace, 
One  spirit  seldom  fafl'd  to  extend  its  sway 
Over  both  minds,  when  they  awhile  had  mark'd 
The  visible  quiet  of  this  holy  ground, 
And  breathed  its  soothing  air ;  —  the  spirit  of  hope 
And  saintly  magnanimity;  that  —  spuming 
The  field  of  selfish  difference  a  '  " 
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And  eTery  care  vhich  transitory  things, 
Earth  ana  the  kingdoms  of  the  Earth,  create  — 
Doth,  by  a  raptare  of  forgetfnlnese, 
Preclnde  forgiveness,  from  the  praise  debarr'd 
Which  else  the  Christian  virtue  might  have  cJaira'd.' 

There  live  who  yet  remember  hero  to  have  seen 
Their  courtly  flgnrea,  seated  on  the  stump 
Of  an  old  yew,  their  favourite  resting-place. 
Bat,  as  the  remnant  of  the  long-lived  tree 
Was  disappearing  by  a  swift  decay. 
They,  with  joint  care,  determined  to  erect, 
Upon  its  site,  a  dial,  that  miglit  stand 
For  public  use  preserved,  and  thus  survive 
As  their  own  private  monument:  for  this 
Was  the  pui^icular  spot,  in  which  they  wish'd 
(^nd  Heaven  was  pleased  to  accomplish  the  desire) 
That,  undivided,  their  remains  ehoald  lie. 
So,  where  the  monlder'd  tree  had  stood,  was  raised 
Yoa  structure,  framing,  with  th'  ascent  of  steps 
That  to  the  decorated  pillar  lead, 
A  work  of  art  more  sumptuons  than  might  seem 
To  suit  this  place;  yet  built  in  no  pi-ond  scorn 
Of  rustic  homeliness:  they  only  aim'd 
To  ensnre  for  it  respectful  guardianship. 
Around  the  mai^in  of  the  plate,  whereon 
The  shadow  falls  to  note  the  stealthy  hours, 
Winds  an  inscriptive  legend."  —  At  these  words 
Thither  we  tum'd;  and  gather'd,  as  we  read, 
Th'  appropriate  sense,  in  Latin  numbers  couch 'd: 
"  T^me  flies  ;  it  is  his  melancholy  iash 
To  bring,  and  bear  away,  delusive  hopes. 
And  reproduce  the  troubles  he  destroys. 
But,  while  kis  blindness  thus  is  occupied, 
Discerning  Mortal !  do  thou  serve  ilie  will 
Of  Tim^s  eternal  Master,  and  tJtat  peace 
Which  the  world  wants  shall  be  for  thee  confirm'df  " 

"Smooth  verse,  inspired  by  no  unletter'd  Muse," 
Ezclaim'd  the  Sceptic ;  "  and  the  strain  of  thought 


8  The  converMitioii  leadg  to  tba  meuHaa  or  (wa  individuala  Who  by  ttwlr  wrerrt 
Ibrbuiea  irere,  at  difltoreDt  tlinei,  driTen  to  take  Teftwe  In  the  amall  iuhI  olMcniebiwn 
ofHawksbead.  Their  Btoriea  I  badftom  the  dear  oM  dimie iriHi  whom,  aa a  bcIicvI. 
boT,  aDd  afterwarda.  I  Indeed  flw  Uie  ipaoe  of  nearly  ten  years.  The  elder,  the  Ja- 
cobite, naa  named  Dnunmond.aDdiTas  of  a  high  IhnillylaBeotland;  theHanoToriRB 
Whig  bore  the  naniH  of  Vandemit,  and  ndKhCpertuws,  be  the  deaaeadoBt  of  Rome 
DutcbinBU  who  had  Doma  over  In  the  train  of  Klag  William.  At  all  eventa,  hia  z«l 
waa  inch,  that  he  rainefl  himMlf  by  B  contest  fln-  the  T^reevntatlon  of  Ijoniton  or 
Weatminatcr,  undertaken  to  rapport  his  parU,  and  reUroa  to  thla  oomer  of  tbeimrhU 
selected  bb  it  hod  been  by  DmnunODd  fbr  &at  oligciirity  <Thi''.h.  slnre  visttiDg  (M 
Lakes  became  fluhlonable,  Itbaa  no  longer  retained.  — JbUiir'iAelH.  ISO. 
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Accords  with  Nature's  language ;  —  the  soft  voice 

Of  yon  white  torrent  falling  down  the  rocks 

Speaks,  less  distinctly,  to  the  same  effect. 

If,  then,  their  blended  influence  be  not  lost 

Upon  onr  hearts,  —  not  wholly  lost,  I  grant. 

Even  upon  mine,  —  the  more  are  we  required 

To  feel  for  those  among  our  fellow-men 

Who,  offering  no  obeisance  to  the  world. 

Are  yet  made  desperate  by  'too  quick  a  sense 

Of  constant  infelicity,'  cut  off 

From  peace  like  exiles  on  some  barren  rock. 

Their  life's  appointed  prison ;  not  more  free 

Than  sentinels,  between  two  armies,  set. 

With  nothing  better,  in  the  chill  night  air. 

Than  their  own  thoughts  to  comfort  tliem.    Say,  why 

That  ancient  story  of  Prometheus  cliaiu'd 

To  the  bare  rock,  on  frozen  Cnucaens; 

The  Tulture,  th'  ineshaustible  repast 

Drawn  from  his  vitals  ?     Say,  what  meant  the  wocfl 

By  Tantalus  entailM  upon  hia  race. 

And  the  dark  sorrows  of  the  line  of  Thebes?* 

Fictiops  in  form,  but  in  their  substanco  truths. 

Tremendous  tmths  !  familiar  to  thu  men 

Of  long-past  times,  nor  obsolete  in  ours. 

Exchange  the  shepherd's  frock  of  native  grey 

For  robes  with  regal  purple  tinged;  convert 

Tlie  crook  into  a  sceptre;  give  the  pomp 

Of  circumstance ;  and  here  the  ti^agic  Muse 

Shall  find  apt  subjects  for  her  highest  art. 

Amid  the  groves,  under  the  shadowy  hills. 

The  generations  .ire  prepared ;  the  pangs, 

Th'  internal  pangs,  are  ready ;  the  dread  strife 

Of  poor  humanity's  afflicted  will 

Struggling  in  vain  with  ruthless  destiny." 

1  Tbe  tbree  uvttis  bare  ao  apposllelT  lefbrred  to  &ra  muiib  too  long.  In  their  kt- 
ewd  particnlam,  for  the  compsM  ot  a  note.  That  of  Ptometheua,  however,  is  prBtt; 
senerall;  known ;  and  the  ottiet  two  agree  with  It  in  ombodring  a  common  princiDlo, 
uamelr.  tbe  seeming  lack  of  moral  diecrbninstioninthegoTenuneatoftheiviirlcl,n« 
if  goodueas  wera  ikK  tbe  law  of  the  Divine  adminislration.  Afflictions  and  calami- 
ties ollen  Ml,  in  orenfiietmlng  moaeore,  npoD  tbe  righleons  or  tho  Innocent;  whllo 
men  ot  tbe  opposite  chuacter  otteo  have  their  portion  carved  oat  to  tbem  out  of  Ihe 
beet  that  this  world  haa  to  bestow.  Nw',mare;  good  men  ore  someHmeg  pniilshed, 
apparently,  fOr  tbeir  vlrtae  and  benellceuce;  while  guilt  and  nrong-dolng  find  im. 
pnidtr,  and  sometimes  even  appear  to  gather  the  TCwards  due  to  goodness.  Thna, 
le  Daviaon  puts  it.  In  his  Diiiamrm  on  Pn^htcg,  "  Qonsctenee  and  me  praeni  eoiuli. 
(uHm  of  things  ate  not  corresponding  terms ;  Ibe  one  Is  not  Hie  object  of  perc^on 
to  the  other."  Those  old  mythical  embodbnenta  of  this  prtndple  seem  to  nave  had  a 
Mrange  fsgtlnatiMi  fbr  Hie  ancient  Greek  mind.  It  is  hivdly  needful  to  observe  how. 
In  ttilB  point,  they  reflect  the  moral  Import  ofthe  great  ChnatiMn  Sacrlflce.  Forhaps 
tBbooldadd  that"  the  liaeDfThcbes''n!iteratotlie  story  of  (Edipiis,  who  solved  me 
BphiDH's  riddle,  and  thereby  ilelivered  bis  onintry  ttom  tbe  most  terrible  "-'''"liHfli. 
bat  brought  anspeakable  troes  upon  liimaelf.    See  page  W>,  note  B. 
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"Thongb,"  said  the  Priest  in  answer,  "these  be  tenna 
Which  a  divine  philosophy  rejects, 
We,  whose  establish'd  and  nnfailing  trust 
Is  in  controlling  Providence,  admit 
That  through  all  stations  hnman  life  abounds 
With  mysteries;  —  for,  if  Faith  were  left  untricil. 
How  could  the  might,  that  Inrks  within  her,  then 
Be  shown  ?  her  glorious  excellence  —  that  ranks 
Among  the  fii"8t  of  Powers  and  ViriLoes  —  proved  ? 
Oar  system  is  not  fashion'd  to  preclude 
That  sympathy  which  you  for  others  ask; 
And  I  conld  tell,  not  travelling  for  my  theme 
Beyond  these  humble  graves,  of  grievous  crimes 
And  strange  disastei-s ;  but  I  pass  them  by, 
Loth  to  disturb  what  Heaven  hath  hnsh'd  in  peace. 
Still  less,  far  less,  am  I  inclined  to  treat 
Of  Man  degraded  in  his  Maker's  sight 
By  the  deformities  of  brutish  vice: 
For,  iu  such  portraits,  though  a  vulgar  face 
And  a  coarse  outside  of  repulsive  life 
And  unafEccting  manners  might  at  once 
Be  recognised  by  all"  —  "Ah!  do  not  think," 
The  Wanderer  somewhat  eagerly  exclaim'd, 
"  Wish  could  be  ours  that  you,  tor  such  poor  gain, 
(Gain  shall  I  call  it  ?  —  gam  of  what  ?  —  for  whom  ?) 
Should  breathe  a  word  tending  to  violate 
Tour  own  pure  spirit.     Not  a  step  we  look  for 
In  slight  of  that  forbearance  and  reserve 
Which  common  h uman-heartedneas  inspires, 
And  mortal  ignorance  and  frailty  claim. 
Upon  this  sacred  ground,  if  nowhere  else." 

"  True,"  said  the  Solitary,  "  be  it  far 
From  ns  to  infringe  the  laws  of  charity. 
Let  judgment  here  in  mercy  be  pronounced ; 
This,  self-respecting  Nature  prompts,  and  this. 
Wisdom  enjoms:  but  if  the  thing  we  seek 
Be  genuine  knowledge,  bear  we  then  in  mind 
How,  from  his  lofty  throne,  the  Sun  can  fling 
Colours  as  bright  on  exhalations  bred 
By  weedy  pool  or  pestilential  swamp. 
As  by  the  rivulet  sparkling  where  it  runs. 
Or  the  pellucid  lake." 

"  Small  risk,"  said  I, 
"Of  such  illusion  do  we  here  incur; 
Temptation  here  is  none  to  exceed  the  truth; 
No  evidence  appears  that  they  who  rest 

r        :     I..  (Kittle 


THE  ESCCH8I0N.  496 

Within  this  eroiiDd  irere  covetous  of  praise. 

Or  of  remeiDDrance  even,  deserved  or  not. 

Green  is  the  Ghurch-jitrd,  beautiful  and  green, 

Bidge  rising  gently  by  the  side  of  ridg^ 

A  heaving  surface,  almost  wholly  free 

From  interruption  of  sepnlchral  stones, 

And  mantled  o'er  with  aboriginal  turf 

And  everlasting  flowers.     These  Dalesmen  trust 

The  lingering  gleam  of  their  departed  lives 

To  oral  record,  and  the  silent  heart; 

Depositories  faithfnl  and  more  kind 

Than  fondest  epitaph :  *  for,  if  those  fail, 

What  boots  the  scnlptured  tomb  ?    And  who  can  blam^ 

Who  rather  would  not  envy,  men  that  feel 

This  mntnal  confidence ;  if  from  siioli  source 

The  practice  flow,  —  if  thence,  or  from  a  deep 

And  general  humility  in  death  ? 

TSoT  Bhonld  I  much  condemn  it,  if  it  spring 

From  disregard  of  time's  destmctive  power, 

Ab  only  capable  to  prey  on  things 

Of  earth,  and  hnman  nature's  mortal  part. 

Yet  —  in  less  simple  diatriets,  whore  we  see 
Stone  lift  its  forehead  emnloHS  of  stone 
In  courting  notice ;  and  the  gronnd  all  paved 
With  commendations  of  departed  worth; 
Beading,  where'er  we  tnm,  of  innocent  lives, 
Of  each  domestic  charity  fnlfill'd, 
And  sufferings  meekly  borne  —  I,  for  my  part, 
Though  with  the  silence  pleased  that  here  prevails, 
Atnong  those  fair  recitals  also  range. 
Soothed  by  the  natural  spirit  which  they  breathe. 
And,  in  the  centre  of  a  world  whose  soil 
Is  rank  with  all  unkindness,  compass'd  round 
With  such  memorials,  I  have  sometimes  felt, 
It  was  no  momentary  happiness 
To  have  one  Enclosure  wnere  the  voieo  that  speaks 
In  euvy  or  detraction  ia  not  heard ; 
Which  malice  may  not  enter ;  where  the  traces 
Of  evil  inclinations  are  unknown ; 
Where  love  and  pity  tenderly  unite 
With  resignation ;  and  no  jaiTing  tone 
IntrudeB,  the  peaceful  concert  to  disturb 
Of  amity  and  gratitude." 

"  Thus  sanction'd," 
The  Pastor  said,  "I  willingly  confine 

S    Bee  a  pasuge  on  Ibti  rattject  In  TTu  BrotAeri,  fast  <5. 
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My  narrafiTes  to  subjects  that  excite 

Feelings  with  these  accordant, — loye,  esteem. 

And  admiration ;  lifting  np  a  veil, 

A  eiinbcam  introducing  among  hearts 

Retired  and  covert;  so  that  ye  shall  have 

Clear  images  before  your  gladden'd  eyes 

Of  Natnre's  unambitions  nnderwood. 

And  flowers  that  prosper  in  the  shade.    And  when 

I  speak  of  such  among  my  flock  as  swerved 

Or  fell,  those  only  sh^l  be  singled  out 

TJpoa  whose  lapse,  or  error,  something  more 

Than  brotherly  f orgiyeness  may  attend ; 

To  such  will  we  restrict  or  notice,  else 

Better  my  tongue  were  mute. 

And  yet  there  an, 
I  feel,  good  reasons  why  we  should  not  leave 
Wholly  ontraced  a  more  foi'bidding  way. 
For,  strength  to  persevere  and  to  support, 
And  energy  to  conquer  and  repel — 
These  elements  of  virtue,  that  declare 
That  native  grandeur  of  the  human  soul  — 
Are  oft-times  not  unprofitably  shown 
In  the  pcrvorseness  of  a  selfi^i  course : 
Truth  every  day  exemplified,  no  less 
In  the  grey  cottage  by  the  murmuring  stream 
Than  in  fantastic  conqueror's  roving  camp. 
Or  'mid  the  factious  senate  unappall'd 
Whoe'er  may  sink,  or  rise,  —  to  sink  ag^n, 
As  merciless  proscription  ebbs  and  flows. 

There,"  said  the  Vicar,  pointing  as  he  Spake, 
"  A  woman  i-esta  in  peace ;  •  surpaas'd  by  few 
lu  power  of  miod  and  eloquent  discourse. 
Tall  was  her  stature ;  her  complexion  dark 
And  saturnine;  her  head  not  raised  to  hold 
Converse  with  heaven,  nor  yet  depreat  towards  earth, 
But  in  projection  carried,  aa  she  walk'd 
For  ever  musing.    Sunken  were  her  eyes; 
Wrinkled  and  forrow'd  with  habitual  tboaglit 
Was  her  broad  forehead ;  like  the  brow  of  one 
Whose  visual  nerve  shrinks  from  a  painful  glare 

fl  Thii  perBon  lived  at  Town.End,  and  wbb  almost  oar  next  noichboiir.  I  ban 
little  to  notice  coDcernlng  her  beyond  wbat  Is  udd  In  Ibo  poem.  Sho  tm  a  nod 
■trlkina;  iDBtHDne  hon  Air  a  woman  may  sarpaes  la  talent,  LnknowledBe,  andlnenlt- 
Qreof  uiemlnd,  tbosewiUi  anrl'iunanirirltoin  sbc  llTeg.  and  yet  IMl  oelOM  Ibeni  la 
Christian  virtues  of  the  heart  and  aplriL  It  seomod  almost,  and  1  sav  it  irith  grief, 
that, In  proportional  sheeKcelledinOioone, rtelaJIeilintheotlier.  UoirfhHi — "" 
has  one  to  oliserve  In  iMtb  sexes  tho  sanw  tUnz,  and  haw  nuntUylBir  is  tbe 
tioal—AMior-t  SoUt,  THO. 
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Of  oTerpowering  light  —  While  yet  a  child, 
She,  'mid  the  humble  flowerets  of  tlie  vale, 
Tower'd  like  th'  imperial  thistle,  not  anfamish'd 
With  its  appropriate  grace,  yet  rather  seeking 
To  be  admired  than  coveted  and  loved. 
Even  at  that  age  8he  ruled,  a  sovereign  queen, 
Over  her  comrades;  else  their  simple  sports, 
Wanting  all  relish  for  her  strenuous  mind. 
Had  cross'd  her  only  to  be  ehuun'd  with  scorn. 
0,  pang  of  sorrowful  regret  for  those 
Whom,  in  their  youth,  sweet  study  has  enthrall'd, 
That  they  have  lived  for  harsher  servitude. 
Whether  in  soul,  in  body,  or  estate  I 
Such  doom  was  hers ;  yet  nothing  could  subdue 
Her  keen  desire  of  knowledge,  nor  efface 
Those  brighter  images  by  books  imprest 
Upon  her  memory,  laithfully  as  stars 
That  occupy  their  places,  and,  though  oft 
Hidden  by  clouds,  and  oft  bedimm'd  by  haze. 
Are  not  to  be  eitinguish'd,  nor  impair'd. 

Two  paaaions,  both  degenerate,  for  they  both 
Began  in  honour,  gradually  obtain'd 
Rule  over  her,  and  vex'd  her  daily  life, — 
An  unremitting,  avaricious  thrift ; 
And  a  strange  thraldom  of  maternal  love, 
That  held  her  spirit,  in  its  own  despite. 
Bound — by  vexation,  and  regret,  and  scorn, 
Constrain'd  forgiveness,  and  relenting  vowa. 
And  tears,  in  pride  suppress'd,  in  sliame  conoeai'd  — 
To  a  poor  dissolnte  Son,  her  only  child. 
Her  wedded  days  had  open'd  with  mishap. 
Whence  dire  dependence.     What  could  she  perform 
To  shake  the  burt,hen  oS  ?    Ah !  there  was  felt. 
Indignantly,  the  weakness  of  her  sex. 
She  mused,  resolved,  adhered  to  her  resolve; 
The  hand  grew  slack  in  alms-eiving,  the  heart 
Closed  by  degrees  to  charity;  Heaven's  blessing 
Not  seeking  from  that  source,  she  placed  her  trnrt 
In  ceaseless  paina,  —  and  strictest  parsimony 
Which  sternly  hoarded  all  that  could  be  spared, 
From  each  day's  need,  out  of  each  day's  least  gain. 

Thus  all  was  re-establish'd,  and  a  pile 
Constmcted,  that  sufficed  for  every  end, 
Save  the  contentment  of  the  builder's  mind; 
A  mind  by  nature  indisposed  to  aught 
So  plaoid,  BO  inactive,  as  content ; 


T,Googlc 


i  WORDSWOBTH. 

A  mind  intoleraat  of  lasting  peace, 
And  cherishing  the  pang  her  neart  deplored. 
Dread  life  of  conflict  1  wliich  I  oft  compared 
To  th'  agitation  of  a  brook  that  fudb 
Dovn  a  rocky  mountain,  buried  now  and  lost 
In  silent  pools,  now  in  strong  eddies  chain'd ; 
But  neyer  to  be  charra'd  to  gentleness: 
Its  best  attadnment  lits  of  such  repose 
As  timid  ejes  might  shrink  from  fathoming. 
A  sudden  illness  seized  her  in  the  strength 
Of  life's  autumnal  season.  —  Shall  I  tell 
How  on  her  bed  of  death  the  Matron  lay. 
To  Providence  submiBsive,  so  she  thonght ; 
But  fretted,  Tcx'd,  and  wrought  upon,  almost 
To  anger,  by  the  malady  that  griped 
Her  prostrate  frame  with  unrelaiing  power. 
As  the  fierce  eagle  fastens  on  the  lambF 
She  pray'd,  she  moao'd :  her  husband's  sister  watch'd 
Her  dreai^  pillow,  waited  on  her  needs ; 
And  jet  the  very  sound  of  that  kind  foot 
■Was  anguish  to  her  ears!    'And  must  she  rule,' 
This  -was  the  dcath-doom'd  Woman  heard  to  say 
In  hittemesa,  'and  must  she  rule  and  reign. 
Sole  Mistress  of  this  house,  when  I  am  gone? 
Tend  what  I  tended,  calling  it  her  ownP 
Enough;  —  I  fear,  too  mucn.  —  One  vernal  evening, 
While  she  was  yet  in  prime  of  health  and  strength, 
I  welt  remember,  while  I  pass'd  her  door 
Alone,  with  loitering  step,  and  upward  eve 
Tnrn'd  towards  the  planet  Jupiter  that  iiung 
Above  the  centre  of  the  Vale,  a  voice 
Boused  me,  her  voice ;  it  said, '  That  glorious  star 
In  its  untroubled  element  will  shine 
As  now  it  shines,  when  we  are  laid  in  earth 
And  safe  from  all  our  sorrows.'    With  a  sigh 
She  spake,  yet,  I  believe,  not  unsnstain'd 
By  faith  in  glory  that  shall  far  transcend 
Aught  by  these  perishable  heavens  disclosed 
To  sight  or  mind.    Nor  less  than  care  divine 
Is  divine  mercy.     She  who  had  rebell'd 
Was  into  meekness  soften'd  and  snbdned; 
Did,  after  trials  not  in  vain  prolong'd, 
With  resignation  sink  into  the  grave; 
And  her  uncharitable  acts,  I  trusty 
And  barsh  unkindnesses  are  all  forgiven. 
Though,  in  this  Vale,  remember'd  with  deep  awe." 
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The  Vicar  paused ;  and  toward  a  eeat  advanced, 
A  long  stone-seat,  fix'd  in  the  Charch-yard  wall; 
Part  sbaded  by  cool  sycamore,  and  port 
Offering  a  sunny  rcsting-placo  to  them 
Who  seek  the  House  of  worship,  while  the  holla 
Yet  ring  with  all  their  voices,  or  before 
The  last  hath  ceased  its  solitary  knoll. 
Beneath  the  shade  we  all  sate  aown ;  aud  there 
His  office,  uDinvited,  he  resumed. 

"As  on  a  sunny  bank  a  tender  Iamb 
Lurks  in  safe  shelter  from  the  winds  of  March, 
Screen'd  by  its  parent,  so  that  little  mound 
Lies  guarded  by  its  neighbour;  the  small  heap 
Speaks  for  itself;  an  Infant  there  doth  rest ; 
Tlie  sheltering  hillock  is  the  Mother's  graye.' 
If  mild  discourse,  and  manners  that  couferr'd 
A  natural  diguity  on  humblest  rank; 
If  gladsome  spints,  and  benignant  looks, 
That  for  a  face  not  beautiful  did  more 
Than  beauty  for  the  fairest  face  can  do ; 
And  if  religious  tenderness  of  heart. 
Grieving  for  sin,  and  penitential  tears 
Shed  when  the  clouds  had  gather'd  and  distain'd 
The  spotless  ether  of  a  maidea  life; 
If  these  nmy  make  a  hallow'd  spot  of  earth 
More  holy  m  the  sight  of  God  or  Man ; 
Then,  o'er  that  mould,  a  sanctity  shall  brood 
Til)  the  stars  sicken  at  the  day  of  doom. 

Ah!  what  a  warning  for  a  thoughtless  man. 
Could  field  or  grove,  could  any  spot  of  earth. 
Show  to  his  eye  an  imi^e  of  the  pangs 
Which  it  hath  witnesa'd;  render  back  an  echo 
Of  the  sad  steps  by  which  it  hath  been  trod ! 
There,  by  her  innocent  Baby's  precious  grave, 
And  on  the  very  turf  that  roofs  her  own. 
The  Mother  oft  was  seen  to  stand  or  kneel 
In  the  broad  day,  a  weeping  Magdalene. 
Now  she  is  not;  the  swelling  tun  reports 
Of  the  fresh  shower,  but  of  poor  Ellen's  tears 
Is  silent;  nor  is  any  vestige  left 
Of  the  path  worn  by  mournful  tread  of  her 

T  The  Btoty  th»t  Ihllows  was  told  Mrs.  WardBwarOi  and  my  alBter,  Ijy  the  aiater 
or  this  anliHppf  yminK  woman.  Ever;  particular  nas  cxacu;  aa  1  have  relalcii 
The  psitr  w»  not  Icnnim  to  me,  Ihougb  ^o  lived  at  Hawksheail ;  bat  It  waa  after  I 
leBacliMl.  The  clergjmoo  who  administered  eomfort  to  her  I  knew  well.  Herai- 
ler.  who  told  the  einry,  vraa  the  wifto  of  a  leading  j-eoman  In  the  va' 
and  the;  wero  an  affeotlanate  pair,  and  greatl;  leapeclsd  b;  ever] 
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Who,  at  her  heart's  light  bidding,  once  had  moyed 
lu  virgin  f carles snoes,  with  at«p  that  seem'd 
Canght  from  the  pressure  of  elastic  turf 
Upon  the  mountains  gemm'd  with  luoraing  dew. 
In  the  prime  hour  of  sweetest  scents  and  airs. 
Seriona  and  thonghtfol  was  her  mind;  and  yet, 
By  reconcilement  exquisite  and  rare. 
The  form,  port,  motions,  of  this  Cottage-girl 
Were  such  as  might  have  qnieken'd  and  inspired 
A  Titian's  hand,  addrest  to  pictnre  forth 
Oread  or  Dryad  glancing  through  the  shade 
What  time  the  hunter's  earliest  horn  is  heard 
Startling  the  golden  hills. 

A  wide-spread  elm 
Stands  in  onr  valley,  named  The  Joyful  Tree  ; 
From  dateless  nsage  which  our  peasants  hold 
Of  pving  welcome  to  the  first  of  May 
By  dances  ronnd  its  trunk.    And  if  the  sky 
Permit,  like  hononra,  dance  and  song,  arc  paid 
To  the  Twelfth  Night,  beneath  the  frosty  stars 
Or  the  clear  Moon.    The  queen  of  these  gay  sports, 
If  not  in  beantj  yet  in  sprightly  air, 
Was  hapless  Ellen.    No  one  tonch'd  the  ground 
So  deftly,  and  the  nicest  maiden's  locks 
Less  gracefully  were  braided ;  —  but  this  praise, 
Methinks,  wonld  better  suit  another  place. 

She  loved,  and  fondly  deem'd  herself  beloved.  — 
The  road  is  dim,  the  current  unperceived. 
The  weakness  painfnl  and  most  pitiful. 
By  which  a  virtnons  woman,  in  pure  youth. 
May  be  deliver'd  to  distress  and  shame. 
Such  fate  was  hers.    The  last  time  Ellen  danced, 
Among  her  equals,  round  The  Joyful  Tree, 
She  bore  a  secret  burthen ;  and  full  soon 
Was  left  to  tremble  for  a  breaking  vow, — 
Then,  to  bewail  a  stcmly-broken  vow. 
Alone,  within  her  widow'd  Mother's  house. 
It  was  the  season  of  unfolding  leaves, 
Of  days  advancing  toward  their  utmost  length, 
And  small  birds  singing  happily  to  mates 
Happy  as  they.    With  spirit-saddening  power 
Winds  pipe  through  fading  woods;  but  those  blithe  DotM 
Strike  the  deserted  to  the  heart :  I  speak 
Of  what  I  know,  and  what  we  feel  within. — 
Beside  the  cottage  in  which  Ellen  dwelt 
Stands  a  tall  ash-tree;  to  whose  topmost  twig 
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A  thiruib  resorts,  and  annnally  chants, 

At  mom  and  evening  from  that  naked  perch, 

While  idl  the  nndergrove  is  thick  with  leaTCs, 

A  time-begniling  dittj[,  for  delight 

Of  his  fond  partner,  silent  in  the  nest. — 

'  Ah,  why,'  said  Ellen,  sighing  to  herself, 

'  Why  do  not  words,  and  kiss,  and  solemn  pledge ; 

And  nature  that  is  kind  in  woman's  breast^ 

And  reason  that  in  man  is  wise  and  good. 

And  fear  of  Him  who  is  a  righteous  judge ; 

Why  do  not  these  prevail  for  haman  life. 

To  keep  two  hearts  together,  that  began 

Their  spring-time  with  one  love,  and  that  have  need 

Of  mntnal  pity  and  forgiveness,  sweet 

To  grant,  or  be  received ;  while  that  poor  bird,  — 

0,  come  and  hear  him  I  thou  who  hast  to  me 

Been  faithless,  hear  him,  thongh  a  lowly  creatnre, 

One  of  God's  simple  childi'en  that  yot  know  not 

Th^  universal  Parent,  how  he  Bings 

As  if  be  wish'd  the  fiimament  of  heaven 

Should  listen,  and  give  back  to  him  the  voice 

Of  hia  triumphant  constancy  and  love ; 

The  proclamation  that  he  makiia,  how  far 

His  oarkneae  doth  transcend  onr  fickle  light! ' 

Such  was  the  tender  passage,  not  by  me 
Hepeated  withont  lass  of  simple  phrase, 
Which  I  perused,  even  as  the  words  had  been 
Committed  by  forsaken  Ellen's  hand 
To  the  blank  margin  of  a  Valentine, 
Bedropp'd  with  tears.    'Twill  please  yon  to  be  told 
That,  stndioualy  withdrawing  from  the  eye 
Of  all  companionship,  the  Sufferer  yet 
In  lonely  reading  found  a  meek  resource : 
How  thankful  for  the  warmth  of  summer  days, 
When  she  could  slip  into  the  cottage-barn, 
And  find  a  secret  oratory  there; 
Or,  in  the  garden,  under  friendly  veil 
Of  their  long  twilight,  pore  upon  her  book 
By  the  last  lingering  help  of  th'  open  sky 
Until  dark  night  dismissed  her  to  her  bed  I 
Thus  did  a  waking  fancy  sometimes  lose 
Th'  unconquerable  pang  of  despised  love. 

A  kindlier  passion  open'd  on  her  soul 
When  that  jKior  Child  was  bora.     Upon  its  face 
She  gazed  as  on  a  pure  and  spotless  gift 
Of  unexpected  promise,  where  a  grief 
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Or  dread  was  all  that  liad  been  thought  of, — joy 

Far  livelier  than  bewilder'd  trarcller  feels. 

Amid  a  perilous  waste  that  all  night  long 

Hath  harass'd  liim  toiling  through  fearful  ettmn, 

When  he  beholds  the  hret  pale  speck  Bereae 

Of  dav-spring  iu  the  gloomy  Eaat  reveal'd, 

And  greets  it  with  thanksgiving.    '  Till  this  hoar,' 

Thus,  in  her  Mother's  hearing,  Sllen  spake, 

'  There  was  a  stony  region  in  my  heart ; 

But  He  at  whose  command  the  parched  rook    ■ 

Was  smitten,  and  poar'd  forth  a  quenching  stream. 

Hath  Boften'd  that  obduraoy,  and  made 

TJnlook'd-for  gladness  in  the  desert  place. 

To  save  the  perishing ;  and,  henceforth,  I  breathe 

The  air  with  oheerfnl  spirit,  for  thy  sake. 

My  Infant  I  and  for  that  good  Mother  dear 

Who  bore  me;  and  hath  pray'd  for  me  ia  vain;  — 

Yet  not  in  vain;  it  shall  not  be  in  Tain.' 

She  spake,  nor  was  th'  assurance  onfalfiU'd; 

And,  if  heart-rending  thoughts  would  oft  return. 

They  stay'd  not  long. — The  blameless  Infant  grew; 

The  Child  whom  Ellen  and  her  Mother  loved 

They  soon  were  proud  of ;  tended  it  and  nursed ; 

A  soothing  comforter,  although  forlorn ;  ■ 

Like  a  poor  singing-bird  from  distant  lauds; 

Or  a  choice  shrub,  which  he  who  passes  by 

With  vacant  mind  not  seldom  may  observe 

Fair-flowering  in  a  thiuly-peopled  house, 

Whose  window,  somewhat  sadly,  it  adorus. 

Through  four  months'  space  the  Infant  drew  its  food 
From  the  maternal  breast;  then  scruples  rose; 
Thoughts,  which  the  rich  are  free  from,  came  and  cross'd 
The  fond  aSection.    She  no  more  could  bear 
By  her  offence  to  lay  a  twofold  weight 
On  a  kind  parent  willing  to  forget 
Their  slender  means:  so,  to  that  parent's  care 
Trusting  her  child,  she  left  their  common  hwne, 
And  undertook  with  dutiful  content 
A  Foster-mother's  oflSce. 

'Tis,  perchance. 
Unknown  to  you  that  in  these  smiple  vales 
The  natural  feeling  of  equality 
Is  by  domestic  service  unimpair'd ; 
Yet,  though  such  service  be,  with  us,  removed 
From  sense  of  degradation,  not  the  less 
Th'  ungentle  mind  can  easily  find  moans 

L        .     I.-.  (Kittle 
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To  impose  serero  rcBtraints  and  laws  tinjuat, 
Which  liaplcBS  Ellea  now  was  iluomM  to  feci : 
For  (blinded  by  an  ovcr-anxion^j  dread 
Of  sach  excitement  and  divided  thoiif;lit 
As  with  her  ofBce  would  bnt  ill  accord) 
The  pair  whose  infant  she  waa  bound  to  nurse 
Forbade  her  all  communion  with  her  own: 
Week  after  week  the  mandate  they  enforced. — 
So  near  I  yet  not  allow'd  upon  that  sight 
To  fix  her  eyes,  —  alas !  'twas  hard  to  bear  I 
But  worse  affliction  mast  be  borne,  far  worse; 
For  'tis  Heaven's  will  that,  after  a  disease 
Began  and  ended  within  tliree  days'  space. 
Her  child  should  die ;  as  Ellen  now  exclaim'd. 
Her  own — deserted  child!    Once,  only  once. 
She  saw  it  in  that  mortal  malady ; 
And,  on  the  burial-daj,  could  scarcely  gain 
Permission  to  attend  its  obseqnies. 
She  leach'd  the  bouse,  last  of  the  funeral  train; 
And  some  one,  as  she  enter'd,  having  chanced 
To  urge  unthinkingly  their  prompt  departure, 
'Nay,  "said  she,  with  "commanding  look,  a  spirit 
Of  anger  nerer  seen  in  her  before, 
'Nay,  ye  must  wait  my  time!'  and  down  she  sat^ 
And  by  the  unclosed  cofiSn  kept  her  seat 
Weeping  and  looking,  looking  on  and  weeping. 
Upon  the  last  sweet  tdamber  of  her  Child, 
Until  at  length  her  soul  was  satisfied. 
■  Yon  see  the  Infant's  Grave ;  and  to  this  spot, 
The  Mother,  oft  as  she  was  sent  abroad. 
On  whatsoever  errand,  urged  her  steps: 
Hither  she  came;  here  stood,  and  sometimes  knelt 
In  the  broad  day,  a  rueful  Magdalene! 
So  call  her;  for  not  only  she  bewail'd 
A  mother's  loss,  but  mourn'd  in  bitterness 
Her  own  transgression ;  penitent  sincere 
As  ever  raised  to  Heaven  a  streaming  eye! — 
At  length  the  parents  of  the  foster-child, 
Koting  that  in  despite  of  their  commands 
She  still  renew'd  and  could  not  but  renew 
Those  visitations,  ceased  to  send  her  forth ; 
Or,  to  the  garden's  narrow  bounds,  confined. 
I  fail'd  not  to  remind  them  that  they  err'd ; 
For  holy  Nature  might  not  thus  be  croBs'd, 
Thus  wrong'd  in  woman's  breast;  in  vain  I  pleaded,— 
But  the  green  stalk  of  Ellen's  life  was  snapp'd, 
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And  the  flower  droop'd ;  as  every  eye  eouIJ  soo. 

It  hung  its  head  in  mortal  langnishmeut. 

Aided  by  this  appeai-JJice,  1  at  length 

Pi-evail'd;  and,  from  those  bonds  released,  she  went 

Home  to  her  mother's  house. 

The  Yonth  was  flod ; 
The  rash  betrayer  could  not  face  the  shame 
Or  Borrow  which  his  senseless  gailt  had  cansed ; 
And  little  would  his  presence,  or  proof  given 
Of  a  relenting  sonl,  have  now  avail'd ; 
For,  like  a  shadow,  he  was  pass'd  away 
From  Ellen's  thoughts ;  had  perish'd  to  her  mind 
For  all  concerns  of  fear,  or  hope,  or  love. 
Save  only  those  which  to  their  common  shame, 
And  to  his  moral  being  appertain'd : 
Hope  from  that  quarter  would,  I  know,  have  brOQght 
A  heavenly  comfort;  there  she  recognised 
An  nnrelaxing  bond,  a  mutual  need ; 
There,  and,  as  seem'd,  there  only. 

She  had  built, 
Her  fond  maternal  heart  had  built,  a  nest 
In  blindness  all  too  near  the  river's  edge ; 
That  work  a  summer  flood  with  hasty  swell 
Had  swept  away;  and  now  her  Spirit  long'd 
For  its  last  flight  to  Heaven's  security. 
The  bodily  frame  wasted  from  day  to  day; 
Meanwhile,  relinc|ni3hing  all  other  cares. 
Her  mind  she  stnetly  tntor'd  to  find  peace 
And  pleasure  in  endurance.     Much  she  thought, 
And  much  she  read ;  and  brooded  feelingly 
Upon  her  own  unworthiness.     To  me. 
As  to  a  spiritual  comforter  and  friend. 
Her  lieart  she  open'd ;  and  no  pains  were  spared 
To  mitigate,  as  gently  as  I  could. 
The  sting  of  self-reproach,  with  healing  words. 
Meek  Saint  I  through  patience  glorified  on  Earth ! 
In  whom,  as  by  her  lonely  hearth  she  sate, 
The  ghastly  face  of  cold  decay  piit'on 
A  sun-like  beauty,  and  appear'd  divine! 
May  I  not  mention  that,  within  those  walls, 
III  due  observance  of  her  pious  wish. 
The  congregation  ioin'd  with  me  in  prayer 
For  her  sonl's  good?    Nor  was  that  office  Tain. — 
Much  did  she  suffer:  but,  if  any  friend. 
Beholding  her  condition,  at  the  sight 
Gave  way  to  words  of  pity  or  complaint. 
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She  still'd  them  with  a  prompt  reproof,  and  said, 
'  Ho  who  afQicts  mc  knows  wtiat  I  can  bear ; 
And,  when  I  fail,  and  can  endure  no  more. 
Will  mercifully  take  me  to  HimEelf.' 
So,  throagli  the  cloud  of  death,  her  Spirit  pase'd 
Into  that  pare  and  nnknowQ  world  of  love 
Where  injair  cannot  come :  —  and  here  is  laid 
The  mortal  Body  by  her  Infant's  sida" 

The  Vicar  ceased ;  and  downcast  looks  made  known 
That  each  had  listen'd  with  his  inmost  heart. 
For  me,  th'  emotion  scarcely  was  less  strong 
Or  less  benign  than  that  which  I  had  felt 
When,  seated  near  my  venerable  Friend 
Under  those  shady  elms,  from  him  I  heard 
The  story  that  retraced  the  slow  decline 
Of  Margaret,  sinking  on  the  lonely  heath. 
With  the  neglected  honse  to  whicn  she  clnng. — 
I  noted  that  the  Solitary's  cheek 
Confess'd  the  power  of  nature.    Pleased  tbongh  sad, 
More  pleased  than  sad,  the  grey-hair'd  Wanderer  sate ; 
Thanks  to  his  pure  imaginative  soul 
Capacious  and  serene ;  his  blameless  life. 
His  knowledge,  wisdom,  love  of  truth,  and  love 
Of  human  kind !    He  was  it  who  first  broke 
The  pensive  silence,  saying : 

"  Blest  are  they 
Whose  sorrow  rather  is  to  suffer  wrong 
Than  to  do  wrong,  albeit  themselves  have  err'd, 
This  tale  gives  proof  that  Heaven  most  gently  deals 
With  such,  in  their  affliction.     Ellen's  fate. 
Her  tender  spirit,  and  her  contrite  heart, 
Call  to  my  mind  dark  hints  which  I  have  heard 
Of  one  who  died  within  this  vale,  by  doom 
Heavier,  as  his  offence  was  heavier  far. 
Where,  Sir,  I  pray  you,  where  are  laid  the  bones 
Of  Wilfred  Armathwaite  ?  " 

The  Vicar  answer'd,  . 
"  In  that  green  nook,  close  by  the  Church-yard  wall. 
Beneath  yon  liawthoru,  planted  by  myself 
In  memory  and  for  warning,  and  m  sign 
Of  sweetness  where  dire  anguish  had  been  known, 
Of  reconcilement  after  deep  offence,  — 
There  doth  he  rest.    No  theme  his  fate  supplies 
For  the  smooth  glozings  of  th'  indulgent  world; 
Nor  need  the  windings  of  his  devious  course 
Be  here  retraced ;  —  enough  that,  by  mishap 
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And  Teoial  error,  robb'il  of  competence. 

And  her  obseqaioiis  sliaduw,  peace  of  mind. 

He  craved  a  substitute  in  troubled  joy ; 

Against  his  conscience  rosu  in  arms,  and,  braving 

Divine  displeasure,  broke  tbe  marriage-vow. 

That  which  be  had  been  weak  enougn  to  do 

Was  misery  in  remembrance;  he  was  stnng. 

Stung  by  his  inward  thoughts,  and  by  the  smiles 

Of  wife  and  children  stung  to  agony. 

Wretched  at  home,  he  gain'd  no  peace  abroad; 

Eanged  through  the  mountains,  slept  upon  the  earth 

Ask^  comfort  of  the  open  air,  and  found 

No  quiet  in  the  darkness  of  the  nighty 

No  pleasure  in  the  beauty  of  the  d!ay. 

His  flock  he  slighted:  his  paternal  fields 

Became  a  clog  to  him,  whose  spirit  wish'd 

To  fly, — but  whither?    And  this  gracious  Church, 

That  wears  a  look  so  full  of  peace  and  hope 

And  love,  benignant  mother  of  the  vale. 

How  fair  amid  ner  brood  of  cottages ! 

She  was  to  him  a  sicknes'i  and  reproach. 

Much  to  the  last  remain'd  unknown:  but  this 

Is  sure,  that  through  remorse  and  grief  he  died; 

Though  pitied  among  men,  absolved  by  God, 

He  could  not  flnd  forgiveness  in  himself; 

Nor  could  endure  the  weight  of  his  own  shame. 

Here  rests  a  Mother.    But  from  her  I  turn 
And  from  her  grave.  —  Behold  —  upon  that  ridgo 
That,  stretching  boldly  from  the  mountain  side, 
'  Carries  iuto  the  centre  of  the  vale 
Its  rocks  and  woods  —  the  Cottage  where  she  dwelt; 
And  where  yet  dwells  her  faithful  Partner,  left 
(Full  eight  years  past)  the  solitary  prop 
Of  many  helpless  Children.    I  begm 
With  words  that  might  he  prelude  to  a  tale 
Of  sorrow  and  dejection  ;  hut  I  feel 
No  sadness,  when  I  think  of  what  mine  eyes 
See  daily  in  that  happv  family. — 
Bright  garland  form  they  for  the  pensiTc  brow 
Of  their  nndrooping  Father's  widowhood, 
Those  six  fair  Daughters,  budding  yet, — not  one, 
Not  one  of  all  the  band,  a  full-blown  flower. 
Dopreet,  and  desolate  of  soul,  as  once 
That  Father  was,  and  fill'd  with  anxious  fear. 
Now,  by  experience  taught,  he  stands  assured 
That  God,  who  takes  away,  yet  takes  not  half 
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Of  what  He  seems  to  take ;  or  gives  it  back. 

Not  to  our  prayer,  but  far  beyond  onr  prayer; 

He  girea  it  —  the  boon  produce  of  a  soil 

winch  onr  endoafours  nave  refused  to  till. 

And  hope  hath  never  'water'il.    The  Abode 

Whose  grateful  owner  can  attest  these  traths. 

Even  were  the  object  nearer  to  our  sight, 

Wonid  seem  in  no  distinction  to  surpass 

The  rudest  habitations.    Ye  might  think 

That  it  had  sprung  self-raiBcd  from  earth,  or  grown 

Oat  of  the  living  rock,  to  be  adom'd 

By  Nature  only;  hut,  if  thither  Jed, 

Ye  would  discover,  then,  a  stiidiouB  work 

Of  many  fancies  prompting  many  hands. 

Brought  from  the  woods  the  honeysuckle  twinoa 
Around  the  porch,  and  seems,  in  that  trim  j)lacu, 
A  plant  no  longer  wild;  the  cultured  rose 
There  blossoms,  strong  in  health,  and  will  be  soon 
Boof-high ;  the  wild  pink  crowns  the  garden-wall ; 
And  with  the  flowers  are  intermingled  stones 
Sparry  and  bright,  rough  scatterings  of  the  hills. 
These  ornaments,  that  fade  not  with  the  year, 
A  hardy  Girl  continues  to  provide ; 
Who,  mounting  fearlessly  the  rocky  heights. 
Her  Father's  prompt  attendant,  does  for  him 
All  that  a  boy  could  do,  but  with  delight 
More  keen  and  prouder  daring ;  yet  hath  she, 
Within  the  garden,  like  the  rest,  a  bed 
For  her  own  flowers  and  favonrite  herbs,  a  space. 
By  sacred  charter,  holden  for  her  use.  — 
Tnesfl,  and  whatever  else  the  garden  bears 
Of  fmit  or  flower,  permiision  aak'd  or  not, 
I  freely  gather;  and  my  leisure  draws 
A  not  unfreqnent  pastime  from  the  hum 
Of  bees  around  their  -range  of  shelter'd  hives 
Busy  in  that  enclosure ;  while  the  rill 
That  sparkling  thrids  the  rooks  attunes  his  voieo 
To  the  pure  course  of  human  life  which  there 
Flows  on  in  solitude.    But,  when  the  gloom 
Of  night  is  falling  round  my  steps,  then  most 
This  Dwelling  charms  me ;  often  I  stop  short, 
{Who  conld  refrain  ?)  and  feed  by  stealth  my  eight 
With  prospect  of  the  company  within, 
Laid  open  through  the  blazing  window:  —  there 
I  see  the  eldest  Daughter  at  her  wheel 
Spinning  amain  as  if  to  overtake 
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The  never-halting  time;  or,  in  her  tnm,. 
Teaching  Bome  Novice  of  the  sisterhood 
That  ekill  in  this  or  other  household  work 
Which,  from  her  Father's  honoiir'd  hand,  herBelf, 
While  she  wae  yet  a  little  one,  had  leam'd. 
Mitd  Man !  he  is  not  gay,  bnt  they  arc  gay ; 
And  the  whole  house  seems  fill'd  with  gaiety. 
Thrice  happy,  then,  the  Mother  may  he  deem'd. 
The  Wife,  from  whose  consolatory  grave 
I  turn'd,  that  ye  in  mind  might  witness  where. 
And  how,  her  Spirit  yet  snrvivee  on  Earth  1 " 
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THE  OHDECH-TAED  AUONQ  THE  VOUNTAINa. 

.  While  thas  from  theme  to  theme  th'  Hiatorian  paeB'd« 
The  words  he  utter'd,  and  the  scena  that  lay 
Before  onr  eyes,  awaken'd  in  my  mind 
Vivid  remembrance  of  those  long-past  honrs, 
When,  in  the  hollow  of  some  shadowy  vale, 
(What  time  the  splendonr  of  the  setting  San 
Lay  beautifnl  on  Snowdon'a  sovereign  brow, 
On  Cader  Idria.  or  hnge  Penmanmanr,) 
A  wandering  Tonth,  f  listen'd  with  delight 
To  pastoral  melody  or  warlike  air, 
Drawn  from  the  chords  of  th'  ancient  British  haip. 
By  some  accomplish'd  Master,  while  he  sate 
Amid  the  qniet  of  the  green  recess. 
And  there  did  inexhaustibly  dispense 
An  interchange  of  soft  or  solemn  tanea, 
Tender  or  blithe;  now,  as  the  varying  mood 
Of  his  own  spirit  ureed,  —  now,  as  a  voice 
From  youth  or  mai«len,  or  some  honour'd  chief 
.    Of  his  compatriot  villagers,  (that  hung 

Around  him,  drinking  in  th'  impassion'd  notes 

Of  the  time-hallow'd  minstrelsy,)  required 

For  the  heart's  case  or  pleasure.*    Strains  of  power 

8  la  tJi  longer  poems,  Wordnrorfli  qulle  loo  oRea  well-nlgli  atrauglea  Uie  pnur 
elVbCt  of  his  wamntuishlp  with  An  unibrtniute  prolixly  both  of  Iflaffunse  mnaot 
thonglit;  nthering-ln  p<mit  alter  miiit  that  vrere  better  lelt  onL  antf  mniibijr  Ui 
■entenccs  into  Intiicacj  ftnil  obgdmty.  Hera  ta  an  apt  Instsnce  of  the  ftult.  fincli 
of  GleamcBB,  wilhoat  any  Iom  oT  poea7^oa1d,  I  think,  beg&lneilln  " 
■bout  hnlfUie  lines werastriekon  cm'  *"•— — - — ..;»..—«.-».  i 
of.lbr  Milton  ha«  manrsnchalsa.ai  ._  . 
theUttlcpoceiIiirereBpeciBllvinUiiB.tliat 

la  rontent  to  eay  it  proulou^.  wbr 

or  "poetic  dlcUon." 
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Were  they  to  seize  and  occnpy  the  sense; 

Bat  to  a  higher  mark  than  eong  can  reach 

Eose  this  pure  eloquence.    And,  when  the  stream 

Which  overflow'd  the  soul  was  pass'd  away, 

A  conscionsnesa  remain'd  that  it  had  left. 

Deposited  npon  the  silent  shore 

Of  memory,  im^ea  and  precious  thonghta. 

That  shall  not  die,  and  cannot  be  destroy'd. 

"  These  grassy  heaps  lie  amicably  close," 
Said  I,  "  hke  snrges  heaving  in  the  wind 
Along  the  snrface  of  a  monntain  pool : 
Whence  comes  it,  then,  that  yonder  we  behold 
Five  graves,  and  only  five,  that  rise  together 
Xfnsociably  seqaesterd,  and  encroaching 
On  the  smooth  play-ground  of  the  village-school  ?  " 

The  Vicar  answur'd :  "  No  disdainful  pride 
In  them  who  rest  beneath,  nor  any  course 
Of  strange  or  tragic  accident,  hath  help'd 
To  place  those  hillocks  in  that  lonely  guise. 
Once  more  look  forth,  and  follow  with  your  sight 
The  length  of  road  that  from  yon  mountain's  oaso 
Through  bare  enclosures  stretches,  'till  its  line 
Is  lost  within  a  little  tuft  of  trees ; 
Then,  reappearing  in  a  moment,  qnits 
The  enltnred  fields;  and  up  the  heathy  waste 
Moonta,  as  you  see,  in  mazes  serpentine, 
Led  towards  an  easy  outlet  of  the  vale. 
That  little  shady  spot,  that  sylvan  tuft. 
By  which  the  road  is  hidden,  also  hidea 
A  cottage  from  onr  view ;  though  I  discern 
(Ye  scarcely  can)  amid  its  sheltering  trees 
The  smokeless  chimney-top. 

All  nnembower'd 
And  naked  stood  that  lowly  Parsonage 
(For  such  in  truth  it  is,  and  appertains 
To  a  small  Chapel  in  the  vale  beyond) 
When  hither  came  its  last  Inhabitant. 
Bough  and  forbidding  were  the  choicest  roads 
By  which  oar  northern  wilds  eonld  then  bo  cross'd; 
And  into  most  of  these  secluded  vales 
Was  no  access  for  wain,  heavy  or  light. 
So,  at  his  dwelling-place  the  Priest  ai-rived 
With  store  of  household  goods  in  panniers  sinng 
On  sturdy  hoi-ses  graced  with  jingling  bells, 
And  on  tbe  back  of  more  ignoble  oeast ; 
That,  with  like  bnrthen  of  effects  most  prized 
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Or  easiest  carried,  closed  the  moUey  train. 

Youn^  was  I  tlien,  a  school-boy  of  eight  years; 

But  still  methinka  I  see  them  as  they  pass'd 

In  order,  drawing  toward  their  wish'd-for  home. 

Bock'd  by  the  motion  of  a  trosty  ass 

Two  ruddy  children  hung,  a  well-poised  freight, 

Each  in  hia  basket  nodding  drowsily; 

Their  bonnets,  I  remember,  wreathed  with  flowers. 

Which  told  it  was  the  pleasant  month  of  June; 

And,  close  behind,  the  comely  Matron  rode, 

A  woman  of  soft  speech  and  gracious  smile, 

And  with  a  lady's  mien.    From  far  they  came, 

Even  from  Northumbrian  hills;  yet  theirs  had  been 

A  merry  jourocy,  rich  in  pastime,  cheer'd 

By  music,  prank,  and  laughter-stirring  jest; 

And  freak  put  on,  aud  arch  word  dropp  d,  to  swell 

The  cloud  of  fancy  aud  uncouth  surmiae 

That  gathered  round  the  slowly-moving  train. 

'  Wlience  do  they  come  ?  and  with  what  errand  cliargod  ? 

Belong  they  to  the  fortune-telling  tribe 

Who  pitch  their  tents  under  the  green-wood  tree? 

Or  Strollers  are  they,  fumish'd  to  enact 

Fair  Rosamond,  and  the  Children  of  the  Wood, 

And,  by  that  whieker'd  tabby's  aid,  set  fortli 

The  Ineky  venture  of  eage  Whittington, 

When  the  next  rillage  hears  the  show/ announced 

By  blast  of  trumpet? '     Plenteous  was  the  growth 

Of  such  conjectures,  overheard,  or  seen 

On  many  u  staring  countenance  portray'd 

Of  boor  or  burgher,  as  they  march'd  along. 

And  more  than  once  their  steadiness  of  face 

Waa  put  to  proof,  and  exercise  supplied 

To  their  inventive  humour,  by  stern  looks, 

And  questions  in  authoritative  tone. 

From  some  staid  guardian  of  the  public  peace, 

Checking  the  sober  steed  on  which  he  rode. 

In  his  suspicious  wisdom ;  oftenor  still. 

By  notice  indirect,  or  blunt  demand 

From  traveller  halting  in  hia  own  despite, 

A  simple  curiosity  to  ease: 

Of  which  adventures,  that  l>eguilod  and  cheer'd 

Their  grave  migration,  the  good  pair  would  tell. 

With  undiminisii'd  glee,  in  hoary  age, 

A  Priest  he  was  by  function ;  nut  his  course 
From  his  youth  up,  and  high  as  manhood's  noon, 
(The  boar  of  life  to  which  ac  then  was  brought,) 
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Had  been  irregular,  I  micht  eay,  wUd ; 

Bj  books  nnsteadied,  by  Bia  paetoral  care 

Too  little  checks.    An  active,  ardent  mind ; 

A  fancy  pregnant  with  resource  and  scheme 

To  cheat  the  sadoesa  of  a  rainy  day ; 

Hands  apt  for  all  ingenious  axis  and  games; 

A  generous  spirit,  and  a  body  strong 

To  cope  with  stoutest  champions  of  the  bowl,  — 

Had  earn'd  for  him  sure  welcome,  and  the  rights 

Of  a  prized  visitant,  in  the  jolly  hall 

Of  country  'squire ;  or  at  the  statelier  board 

Of  duke  or  earl,  from  scenes  of  courtly  pomp 

Withdrawn,  to  while  away  the  summer  honrB 

In  condescension  among  rural  guests. 

With  these  high  comrades  he  had  revel  I'd  long, 
Frolick'd  industrionsly,  a  simple  Clerk 
By  hopes  of  coming  patronage  beguiled 
Till  the  heart  sickened.     So,  each  loftier  aim 
Abandoning  and  all  his  showy  friends. 
For  a  life's  stay  (slender  it  was,  but  sure) 
He  tum'd  to  this  secluded  chapelry. 
That  had  been  offer'd  to  his  doubtful  choice 
By  an  unthought-of  patron.    Bleak  and  bars 
They  found  the  cottage,  their  allotted  home ; 
Naked  without,  and  rude  within ;  a  spot 
With  which  the  Cure  not  loug  had  been  endow'd : 
.   And  far  remote  the  chapel  stood,  —  remote, 
And,  from  his  Dwelling,  unapproachable, 
Save  through  a  gap  high  in  the  hills,  an  opening 
Shadeless  and  shelterless,  by  driving  ahowera 
Frequented,  and  beset  with  howling  winds. 
Yet  cause  was  none,  whate'er  regret  might  hang 
On  his  own  mind,  to  quarrel  with  the  choice 
Or  the  necessity  that  fix'd  him  here; 
Apart  from  old  temptations,  and  constnun'd 
To  puactnal  labour  in  his  sacred  charge. 
See  liira  a  constant  preacher  to  the  poor! 
And  visiting,  though  not  with  saintly  zeal. 
Yet,  when  need  was,  with  no  reluctMit  will, 
The  sick  in  body  or  distrest  in  mind; 
And  by  as  salutary  change  compell'd 
To  rise  from  timely  sleep,  and  meet  the  day 
With  no  engagement  in  his  thoughts  more  proud 
Or  splendid  than  his  garden  could  afford, 
His  fields,  or  mountains  by  the  heath-cock  ranged. 
Or  the  wild  b^xraks;  from  which  he  now  returiPd 
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Contented  to  partake  the  quiet  meal 

Of  his  own  boan],  where  sat  hia  gentle  Mate 

And  three  fair  Children,  plentifully  fed, 

1'hough  simply,  from  their  little  household  farm; 

Nor  wanted  timely  treat  of  fish  or  fowl 

By  nature  yielded  to  his  practised  hand, — 

To  help  the  small  bnt  certain  comings-in 

Of  that  spare  benefice.     Yet  not  the  lees 

Theirs  was  a  hospitable  board,  and  theirs 

A  charitable  door. 

So  days  and  years 
Pass'd  on: — the  inside  of  that  nigged  house 
Was  trimm'd  and  brighten'd  by  the  Matron's  oare. 
And  gradually  enriched  with  things  of  price. 
Which  might  be  lack'd  for  use  or  ornament. 
What  though  no  soft  and  costly  sofa  there 
Insidiously  stretch'd  out  its  lazy  length. 
And  no  vain  mirror  glitt«r'd  upon  the  walls ; 
Yet  were  the  windows  of  the  low  abode 
By  shutters  weather-fended,  which  at  onoe 
Eepell'd  the  storm  and  deaden'd  its  loud  roar. 
There  snow-white  curtains  hung  in  decent  folds ; 
Tough  moss,  and  long-enduring  mountain  plants. 
That  creep  along  the  ground  with  sinuous  trail. 
Were  nicely  braided ;  and  composed  a  work 
Like  Indian  mats,  that  with  appropriate  graoe 
Lay  at  the  threshold  and  the  inner  doors ; 
And  a  fair  carpet,  woven  of  homespun  wool. 
But  tinetnred  daintily  with  florid  hues, 
For  seemlineas  and  warmth,  on  festal  days, 
Cover'd  the  smooth  blue  slabs  of  mountain-stone 
With  which  the  parlour-floor,  in  simplest  guise 
Of  pastoral  homesteads,  had  been  long  inlaid. 

Those  pleasing  works  the  Housewife's  skill  prodnoed: 
Meanwhile  th'  unsedentary  Master's  hand 
Was  busier  with  his  task,  —  to  rid,  to  plant. 
To  rear  for  food,  for  shelter,  and  delight ; 
A  thriving  covert !    And  when  wishes,  f onn'd 
In  youth,  and  sanction'd  by  the  riper  mind, 
Bestored  me  to  my  native  valley,  here 
To  end  my  days ;  well  pleased  was  I  to  see 
The  once-bare  cottage,  on  the  mountain -side, 
Screen'd  from  assault  of  eveiy  bitter  blast ; 
While  the  dark  shadows  of  the  summer  leaves 
Danced  in  the  breeze,  chequering  its  mossy  root 
~ Bhelp 
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To  beautify  with  Katore's  fairest  growths 
This  rustic  tenement,  had  gently  shed 
Upon  its  Master's  frame  a  wintiy  grace; 
The  comeliness  of  unenfeebled  age. 

But  how  could  I  Bay,  gently  ?  lor  he  still 
Betaln'd  a  flashing  eye,  a  burning  palm, 
A  stirring  foot,  a  head  which  beat  at  nights 
Upon  its  pillow  with  a  thousand  schemes. 
Few  likings  had  he  dropp'd,  few  pleasures  lost ; 
Qenerons  and  charitable,  prompt  to  serve ; 
And  still  his  harsher  passions  kept  their  hold, — 
Anger  and  indignation.    Still  he  loved 
The  sound  of  titled  names,  and  talk'd  in  glee 
Of  long-past  banquetings  with  high-bom  friends : 
Then,  from  those  lulling  fits  of  vain  delight 
Uproused  by  recollected  injury,  rail'd 
At  their  false  ways  disdainfully,  —  and  oft 
In  bitterness,  and  with  a  threatening  eye 
Of  fire,  incensed  beneath  its  hoary  brow. — 
Those  transports,  with  staid  looks  of  pure  good-will. 
And  with  soft  smile,  his  consort  would  reprove. 
She,  far  behind  him  in  the  race  of  years, 
Yet  keeping  her  first  mildness,  was  advanced 
Far  nearer,  in  the  habit  of  her  soul. 
To  that  still  region  whither  all  are  bound. 
Him  might  we  liken  to  the  setting  Sun 
As  seen  not  seldom  on  some  gusty  day. 
Struggling  and  bold,  and  shining  front  the  West 
With  an  inconstant  and  unmellow'd  light ; 
She  was  a  soft  attendant  cloud,  that  hung 
As  if  with  wish  to  veil  the  restless  orb; 
From  which  it  did  itself  imbibe  a  ray 
Of  pleasing  lustre.  —  But  no  more  of  this; 
I  better  love  to  sprinkle  on  the  sod 
That  now  divides  the  pair,  or,  I'ather  say. 
That  still  unites  them,  praises,  like  heaven's  dew, 
Without  reserve  descending  upon  both. 

Our  very  first  in  eminence  of  years 
This  old  Man  stood,  the  patriarch  of  the  Vale  I 
And,  to  his  unmolested  mansion,  deutli 
Had  never  come,  throBgh  space  of  forty  years ; 
Sparing  both  old  and  young  in  that  abode. 
Suddenly  then  they  disappear'd :  not  twice 
Had  Summer  scorch'd  the  fields  ;  nut  twice  had  fallen. 
On  those  high  peaks,  the  first  autumnal  snow, 
Before  the  greedy  visitiBg  was  closed, 
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And  the  long-privileged  honso  left  empty,  —  swept 
A8  by  a  plague.    Yet  no  rapacious  plagiie 
Had  been  among  them ;  all  was  gentle  death) 
One  after  one,  with  intervals  of  peace. 
A  happy  consummation  I  an  accord 
Sveet,  perfect,  to  be  wish'd  for!  save  that  here 
Waa  something  which  to  mort^  sense  might  eonnd 
Like  harahneBS, — that  the  old  grey-headea  Sire, 
The  oldest,  he  was  taken  last,  survived 
When  the  meek  Partner  of  his  i^e,  his  Son, 
His  Daughter,  and  that  late  and  high-prized  gift. 
His  little  smiling  Grandchild,  were  no  more. 

'All  gone,  all  vanished  I  he  deprived  and  bare. 
How  will  he  face  the  remnant  of  his  life  ? 
What  will  become  of  him  ? '  we  said,  and  mnsed 
In  sad  conjectures,  — '  Sl^ll  we  meet  him  now 
Haunting  with  rod  and  hne  the  craggy  brooks  ? 
Or  shall  we  overhear  him,  as  we  pass. 
Striving  to  entertain  the  lonely  hours 
With  music  ? '  (for  he  had  not  ceased  to  tonch 
The  harp  or  viol  which  himself  had  framed. 
For  their  sweet  purposes,  with  perfect  skill.) 
'What  titles  will  he  keep?  will  he  remain 
Musician,  gardener,  builder,  mechanist, 
A  planter,  and  a  rearer  from  the  seed? 
A  man  of  hope  and  forward-looking  mind 
Even  to  the  lastl'  —  Such  was  he,  unsubdued. 
But  Heaven  was  gracious ;  yet  a  little  while. 
And  this  Survivor,  with  his  cheerful  throng 
Of  open  projects,  and  his  inward  hoard 
Of  unsunn'd  griefs,  too  many  and  too  keen, 
Was  overcome  by  unexpected  sleep, 
In  one  blest  moment.    Like  a  shadow  thrown 
Softly  and  lightly  from  a  passing  cloud. 
Death  fell  upon  him,  while  reclined  he  lay 
For  noontide  solace  on  the  summer  grass, 
The  warm  lap  of  his  mother  earth :  and  so, 
Their  lenient  term  of  separation  past, 
That  family  (whose  graves  you  there  behold) 
By  yet  a  higher  privilege  once  more 
Were  gather'd  to  each  other."* 

Calm  of  mind 
And  silence  wai(«d  on  these  closing  words; 

ft  ThB  clergy™*"  wd  Mb  amlly  described  in  tbs  beilnnliig  of  Ibis  BoA  WBW, 
doiiai;  many  year*,  oor  principal  Bssoclates  In  the  vale  of  Gniatncrc,  unlesa  I  were  to 
except  oar  very  neBrest  nelgbDoon.    I  bave  entered  so  paitlconrly  tuto  ow  main 
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Until  the  Wanderer  (whether  moved  by  fear  , 

Lest  in  those  passages  of  life  were  some 

That  might  have  tonch'd  the  sick  heart  of  his  Friend 

Too  nearly,  or  intent  to  reinforce 

His  own  nrm  spirit  in  degree  depreat 

By  tender  sorrow  for  onr  mortal  state) 

Tbns  silence  broke:  "Behold  a  thoughtlegs  Man 

From  vice  and  premature  decav  preserved 

By  useful  habits,  to  a  fitter  soil 

Transplanted  ere  too  late.    The  hermit,  lodged 

Amid  th'  untrodden  desert,  tells  his  beads, 

With  each  repeating  its  allotted  prayer. 

And  thus  divides  and  thus  relieves  tne  time ; 

Smooth  task  with  his  compared,  whose  mind  could  string, 

Not  scantily,  bright  minutes  on  the  thread 

Of  keen  domestic  anguish ;  and  begnile 

A  solitude,  unchosea,  unprofcss'd ; 

Till  gentlest  death  released  him. 

Far  from  ua 
Be  the  desire,  too  curiously  to  ask 
How  much  of  this  is  but  tne  blind  result 
Of  cordial  spirits  and  vital  temperament, 
And  what  to  higher  powers  is  justly  due. 
But  yon.  Sir,  know  that  in  a  neighbouring  valo 
A  Priest  abides  before  whose  life  such  doubts 
Fall  to  the  ground ;  whose  gifts  of  nature  lie 
Retired  from  notice,  lost  in  attributes 
Of  reason,  honourably  effaced  by  debts 
Which  her  poor  treasure-house  is  content  to  owe. 
And  conquests  over  her  dominion  gain'd. 
To  which  her  frowardness  must  needs  submit. 
In  this  one  Man  is  shown  a  temperance  proof 
Against  all  trials;  industry  severe 
And  constant  as  the  motion  of  the  day; 
Stem  self-denial  round  him  spread,  with  shade 
That  might  be  deem'd  forbidding,  did  not  there 
All  generous  feelings  flourish  and  rejoice; 
Forbearance,  charity  in  deed  and  thought, 
And  resolution  competent  to  take 
Out  of  the  bosom  of  simplicity 
All  that  her  holy  customs  recommend. 
And  the  best  ages  of  the  world  prescribe. 

poiDla  of  their  hlalocy,  tint  I  will  liarely  teatiiy  Id  prose  Uiat  (with  the  single  exoep- 
llon  or  (he  pntlculora  of  their  jornne;  ta  Grosmerc,  whlcb,  Itonerer,  wa»  oxaeaj 
copied  from  real  lilte)  Uie  nliale  that  I  haie  said  or  Uiam  is  aa  &ilhflil  U>  the  tmlh  u 
vordB  can  make  It.  There  was  much  taleot  in  the  temllr,  uid  the  ekieet  son  waa 
diuliigiildied  itir  poetical  taienL—Auilun'i  Abe«>,  184)1. 
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Preacliing,  adminiBtering,  in  every  work 

Of  bis  enblime  vocation,  in  the  walks 

Of  worldly  intercourse  between  man  and  man. 

And  in  hia  humble  dwelling,  he  appears 

A  labourer,  with  moral  virtue  gin. 

With  spiritnal  graces,  like  a  ^ory,  crown'd." 

"Doubt  can  be  none,"  the  Pastor  said,  "for  whom 
This  portraiture  is  sketch'd.    The  great,  the  good, 
The  well-belored,  the  fortunate,  the  wise, — 
These  titles  emperors  and  chiefs  have  borne. 
Honour  assumed  or  given :  and  liim,  the  Wondeefui, 
Our  simple  shepherds,  speaking  from  the  heart. 
Deservedly  have  styled.  —  From  his  abode 
In  a  dependent  chapelry  that  lies 
Behind  yon  hill,  a  poor  and  rugged  wild. 
Which  in  hia  soul  he  lovingly  embrucbd, 
And,  having  once  espoused,  would  never  quit; 
Into  its  graveyard  will  ere  long  be  borne 
That  lowly,  great,  good  Man.    A  simple  stone 
May  cover  him ;  and  by  its  help,  perchance, 
A  century  shall  hear  his  name  pronounced. 
With  images  attendant  on  the  sound; 
Then  shall  the  slowly-gathering  twilight  close 
In  ntter  night ;  and  of  his  course  remain 
No  c6gnizi3)Ie  vestiges,  no  more 
Than  of  this  breath,  which  shapes  itself  in  words 
To  speak  of  him,  and  instantly  dissolves."^ 

The  Pastor,  press'd  by  thoughts  which  round  his  tjieme 
Still  lingered,  ^ter  a  brief  pause  resumed: 
"  Noise  IS  there  not  enough  in  doleful  war, 
But  that  the  Heaven-bom  poet  must  stand  forth. 
And  lend  the  echoes  of  his  sacred  shell, 
To  multiply  and  aggravate  the  din  P 
Pangs  are  ^ere  not  enough  in  hopeless  love. 
And,  in  requited  passion,  ^1  too  much 
Of  turbulence,  anxiety,  and  fear, 
But  that  the  minstrel  of  the  rural  shade 


brought  up  &  sohoW;     becuBe  a  Bcboalmaster,  ■ — 
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a  ftmllT  of  elghi  chUdrrai,  aU  t^  lived  ant  of  twelve,  and  educated  flwin  wilL 

d  l^tfHMO  to  hiB  lUnUy.   Wltlial  be  was  duUngulabed  tUr  hla  luwpitaK^  up 

BcDerority;  his  house  le  deactibcd  as  a  nnrsery  of  ylrtoei  hie  family  u  bU  iDOTtM. 

oui  and  amiable.    Be  himself  educated,  without  charge.  Hie  children  of  the  *™* 

BBriah,  at  the  game  time  splniiiDe irool  to  clothe  his  household;  and  was  "at  dimb 

Uie  pastor,  lawyer,  and  sofrener  K>r  ttao  whole  district." 
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Must  tune  Mb  pipe,  insidioaslj  to  narse 
The  perturbation  in  the  suffering  breast, 
And  propagate  ita  kind,  for  as  he  may  ? 
Ah  1  who  (and  with  such  rapture  as  befits 
The  hallow'd  theme)  will  rise  and  celebrate 
The  good  man's  purposes  and  deeds ;  retrace 
His  struggles,  his  discomfitures  deplore. 
His  triumphs  hail,  and  glorify  bis  end  ? 
That  yirtue,  like  the  fumes  and  vapoury  clouds 
Through  fancy's  heat  redounding  in  the  brain, 
And  like  the  soft  infections  of  the  heart, 
By  charm  of  measured  words  may  spread  o'er  fidd, 
Hamlet,  and  town ;  and  piety  sarvive 
Upon  the  lips  of  men  in  nail  or  bower ; 
Not  for  reproof,  but  high  and  warm  delight, 
And  grafe  encouragement,  by  song  inspired. — 
Vain  thought!  but  wherefore  murmur  or  repine? 
The  memory  of  the  just  survives  in  Heaven ; 
And,  without  sorrow,  will  the  ground  receive 
That  venerable  clay.    Meanwhile  the  best 
Of  what  lies  here  confines  us  to  degrees 
In  excellence  less  difficult  to  reach. 
And  milder  worth :  nor  need  we  travel  far 
From  those  to  whom  oar  last  regards  were  paid, 
'  For  such  example. 

Almost  at  the  root 
Of  that  tall  pine,  the  shadow  of  whose  bare 
And  slender  stem,  while  here  I  eit  at  eve. 
Oft  stretches  toward  me,  like  a  long  straight  path 
Traced  faintly  in  the  greensward ;  there,  beneath 
A  plain  blue  stone,  a  gentle  Dalesman  lies, 
From  whom,  in  early  childhood,  was  withdrawn 
The  precious  gift  of  hearing.    Ho  grew  up 
From  year  to  year  in  loneliness  of  soul ; 
And  this  deep  mountain- valley  was  to  him 
Soundless,  with  all  ite  streams.     The  bird  of  dawn 
Did  never  rouse  this  Cottager  from  sleep 
"With  startling  summons;  not  for  his  delight 
The  vernal  cuckoo  shouted ;  not  for  him 
Murmur'd  the  labouring  bee.    When  stormy  wind* 
Were  working  the  broad  bosom  of  the  lake 
Into  a  thousand  thousand  sparkling  waves, 
Eocking  the  trees,  or  driving  cloud  on  cloud 
Along  tlie  sharp  edge  of  yon  lofty  crags. 
The  agitated  scene  before  his  eye 
Was  silent  as  a  picture: 


■.Gotit^le 
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Were  all  thin^  sjlent,  Theresoe'er  he  moved. 

Yet,  by  the  B^ace  of  hie  ovn  pore  thoughts 

TJphela,  he  dnteonsly  pursued  the  round 

Of  rural  labours;  the  steep  mountain-side 

Ascended,  with  his  staff  and  faithful  dog ; 

The  plough  he  guided,  and  the  scythe  he  sway'd ; 

And  the  ripe  coi-n  before  his  sickle  fell 

Among  the  jocund  reapers.    For  himself, 

All  watchful  and  industrious  as  ho  was, 

He  wrought  not :  neither  field  nor  flock  he  own'd : 

Ko  wish  for  wealth  had  place  within  his  mind ; 

Nor  husband's  love,  nor  father's  hope  or  care. 

Though  born  a  younger  brother,  need  was  nooe 
That  from  the  floor  of  his  paternal  home 
He  should  depart,  to  plsint  himself  anew. 
And  when,  mature  in  manhood,  he  beheld 
His  parents  laid  in  earth,  no  loss  eusiied 
Of  rights  to  him ;  but  he  remain'd  well  pleased. 
By  the  pure  bond  of  independent  lore, 
An  inmate  of  a  second  family ; 
The  fellow-labourer  and  friend  of  him 
To  whom  the  small  inheritance  had  fallen. 
Nor  deem  that  his  mild  presence  was  a  weight 
That  press'd  upon  his  brother'a  house ;  for  hooka 
Were  ready  comrades  whom  he  could  not  tire; 
Of  whose  society  the  blameless  Man 
"Was  never  satiate.    Their  familiar  voice. 
Even  to  old  age,  with  unabated  charm 
Beguiled  his  leisure  hours;  refreah'd  his  thoughts; 
Beyond  its  natural  elevation  raised 
His  introverted  spirit;  and  bestow'd 
Upon  his  life  an  outward  djenity 
which  all  acknowledged.    The  diirk  winter  night. 
The  Btormy  day,  each  had  its  own  resource; 
Song  of  the  Muses,  sage  historic  tale, 
Science  severe,  or  word  of  Holy  Writ 
Announcing  immortality  and  joy 
To  the  assembled  spirits  of  just  men 
Made  perfect,  and  from  injury  secure. — 
Thus  soothed  at  home,  thus  busy  in  the  field. 
To  no  perverse  suspicion  he  gave  way, 
No  languor,  peevishness,  nor  vain  complaint : 
And  they  who  were  about  him  did  not  fail 
In  reverence  or  in  courtesy ;  they  prized 
His  gentle  manners:  and  his  peaceful  smiles, 
The  gleams  of  his  slow-varying  countenance. 
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Were  met  with  answering  aymp&thy  and  lore. 

At  length,  when  eixty  years  and  five  were  told, 
A  slow  disease  insensibly  constimed 
The  powers  of  nature :  and  a  few  short  atepe 
or  friends  and  kindred  bore  him  from  his  no.ne 
(Yon  cottage  shaded  by  the  woody  crags) 
To  the  profoander  stillness  of  the  graTe. 
Nor  wafl  his  funeral  denied  the  grace 
Of  many  tears,  virtaons  and  thoughtful  grief; 
Heart-sorrow  render'd  sweet  by  gratitnde. 
And  now  that  raonnmental  stone  preserves 
His  name,  and  naambitiotisly  relates 
How  long,  and  by  what  kindly  outward  aids, 
And  in  what  pure  contentedness  of  mind. 
The  sad  privation  was  by  him  endured. 
And  yon  tall  pine-tree,  whose  composing  sonnd 
Was  wasted  on  the  good  Man's  living  ear, 
Hath  now  its  own  peculiar  sanctity; 
And,  at  the  touch  of  every  wandering  breese, 
Mnnnnrs,  not  idly,  o'er  his  peaceful  grave.* 

Sonl-cheering  Light,  most  bountiful  of  things  t 
Gnide  of  our  way,  mysterious  comforter  I 
Whose  sacred  influence,  spread  thro'  earth  and  lieavoi 
We  all  too  thanklessly  participate, 
Thy  gifts  were  utterly  withheld  from  him 
Whose  place  of  rest  is  near  yon  ivied  porch. 
Yet,  of  the  wild  brooks  ask  if  he  complain'd ; 
Ask  of  the  channell'd  rivers  if  they  held 
A  safer,  easier,  more  determined  course. 
What  terror  doth  it  strike  into  the  mind 
To  think  of  one,  blind  and  alone,  advancing 
Straight  toward  some  precipice's  airy  brink! 
But,  timely  wam'd.  He  would  have  stay'd  his  steps, 
Protected,  say  enlighten'd,  by  his  ear; 
And  on  the  very  edge  of  vacancy 
Not  more  endanger^  than  a  man  whose  eye 
Beholds  the  gulf  beneath.    No  floweret  blooms 
Throughout  the  lofty  range  of  these  rough  hilla. 
Nor  in  the  woods,  that  conld  from  him  conceal 
Its  birth-place ;  none  whose  figure  did  not  live 
TTpon  his  touch.    The  bowels  of  the  earth 
Enrich'd  with  knowledge  his  industrions  mind ; 
The  ocean  paid  him  tribute  from  the  stores 

Bu  >t  Qni 
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Lodged  iu  her  bosom ;  and,  by  scienoe  led. 
His  ^niiis  mounted  to  the  ptaiiis  of  heaven. 
Metbinks  I  see  him, — how  hia  eye-halls  roil'd. 
Beneath  his  ample  brow,  in  darkness  pair'd,  — 
Bat  each  instinct  vith  spirit ;  and  the  frame 
Of  the  whole  countenance  alive  with  thought, 
Fancy,  and  understanding;  while  the  voice 
Biaconrsod  of  natural  or  moral  truth 
With  eloquence,  and  such  authentio  power, 
That,  in  his  presence,  hnmbler  knowledge  stood 
Abaah'd,  and  tender  pity  overawed."* 

"A  noble,  and,  to  unreflecting  minds, 
A  marvellouB  spectacle,"  the  Wanderer  said, 
"  Beings  like  these  present  I     But  proof  abounds 
Tlpon  the  Earth  that  faculties,  which  seem 
Eztingnish'd,  do  not  iherefore  cease  to  be. 
And  to  the  mind  among  her  powers  of  sense 
This  transfer  is  permitted, — not  alone 
That  the  bereft  their  i-ecompense  may  win ; 
But  for  remoter  purposes  of  love 
And  charity ;  nor  last  nor  least  for  this, 
That  to  tlr  imagination  may  be  given 
A  type  and  shadow  of  an  awful  truth ; 
How,  likewise,  under  sufferance  divine. 
Darkness  is  banisb'd  from  the  realms  of  death, 

S""    man's  imperishable  spirit,  quell'd. 
ito  the  men  who  see  not  as  we  see 
Fnturity  was  thought,  iu  ancient  limes, 
To  be  laid  open,  and  they  prophesied. 
And  know  we  not  that  from  the  blind  have  flow'd 
Tlie  highest,  holiest  raptures  of  the  lyre. 
And  wisdom  married  to  immortal  versa.?  " 

Among  the  humbler  Worthies,  at  our  feet 
Lying  insensible  to  human  praise, 
Love,  or  regret,  —  whose  lineaments  would  next 
Have  been  portray'd,  I  guess  uot ;  but  it  chanced 
That,  near  the  quiet  churchyard  where  we  sate, 
A  team  of  horses,  with  a  ponderous  freight 
Pressing  behind,  adown  a  rugged  slope. 
Whose  sharp  descent  confounded  their  array, 
Came  at  that  moment,  ringing  noisily. 

"  Here,"  said  the  Pastor,  "  do  we  muse,  and  mourn 
I'he  waste  of  death ;  and,  lo !  the  giant  oak 

I  The  Blind  Man  wu  Jobn  Gonab,  of  Keuda],  a  man  known  tax  bej'oiid  hie  nrlgli 
bouiiiooil,  fbr  hla  talenta  and  allBlnmenM  in  natural  hlatary  and  ideooc. — Auliier't 
Holtt,  \m. 
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Stretch'd  on  his  bier,  —  that  massy  timber>Taia ; 
Nor  fail  to  not*  the  Man  who  gnides  the  team." 

He  was  a  peasaot  of  the  lowoat  class : 
Grey  locks  profusely  round  his  temples  hnng 
In  clusteriDg  curls,  like  ivy,  which  the  bit* 
Of  Winter  cannot  thin ;  the  fresh  air  lodged 
Within  hie  cheek,  as  light  within  a  cloud ; 
And  he  return'd  our  greeting  with  a  smile. 
When  he  had  pass'd,  the  Solitary  spake : 
"A  Man  he  seems  of  cheerful  yesterdays 
And  confident  to-morrows ;  with  a  face 
Not  worldly-minded,  for  it  bears  too  much 
Of  Nature's  impress,  — gaiety  and  health. 
Freedom  and  hope ;  bnt  keen,  withal,  and  shrewd. 
His  gestures  note,  —  and,  hark!  his  tones  of  voice 
Are  all  vivacious  as  his  mien  and  looks." 

The  Pastor  an swe/d:  "You  have  read  him  welL 
Year  after  year  is  added  to  his  store 
With  silent  increase:  Summers,  Winters, — past. 
Past  or  to  come;  yea,  boldly  might  I  say. 
Ten  Summers  and  ten  Winters  of  a  space 
That  lies  beyond  life's  ordinary  bounds. 
Upon  his  sijrightly  vigour  c^inot  fix 
The  obligation  of  an  anxious  mind, 
A  pride  m  having,  or  a  fear  to  lose; 
PoEsess'd,  like  outskirts  of  some  lai^  domain. 
By  any  one  more  thought  of  than  by  him 
Who  holds  the  land  in  fee,  its  careless  lord  I 
Yet  is  the  creature  rational ;  endoVd 
With  foresight ;  hears,  too,  every  sabbath-day. 
The  Christian  promise  with  attentive  ear; 
Nor  will,  I  trust,  the  Malesty  of  Heaven 
Reject  the  incense  offered  up  by  him. 
Though  of  the  kind  which  beasts  and  birds  present 
In  grove  or  pasture,  —  cheerfulness  of  soul, 
From  trepidation  and  repining  free. 
How  many  scrupulous  worshippers  fall  down 
Upon  their  knees,  and  daily  homage  pay 
Less  worthy,  less  religions  even,  than  his! 

This  qualified  respect,  the  old  Man's  due. 
Is  jMiid  without  reluctance ;  but,  in  tratli," 
(Said  the  good  Vicar  with  a  fond  hulf-smile,) 
"  I  feel  at  times  a  motion  of  despite 
Towards  one  whose  bold  contrivances  and  skill, 
As  yon  have  seen,  bear  such  conspicuous  part 
In  works  of  havoc;  taking  from  these  vales, 
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One  after  one,  their  proudeBt  ornamente. 

Full  oft  his  doings  leave  me  to  deplore 

Tall  ash-tree,  sown  by  winds,  bv  vapours  nursed, 

lu  the  dry  crannies  of  the  pendent  rocks ; 

Xiight  birch,  aloft  upon  th' norizon's  edge, 

A  veil  of  glory  for  th'  ascending  Moon ; 

And  oak  whose  roots  by  noontide  dew  were  damp'd, 

And  OQ  whose  forehead  inaccoB^ible 

The  raven  lodged  in  safety.  —  Many  a  ship 

Launch'd  into  Morecamb-hay,  to  him  hath  owed 

Her  strong  kneo-timbers,  and  the  mast  that  bears 

The  loftiest  of  her  pendants;  he  from  park 

Or  forest  f etch'd  th'  enormouB  axle-tree 

That  whirls  (how  bIow  itself !)  ten  thousand  spindles : 

And  the  vast  engine  labouring  in  the  mine. 

Content  with  meaner  prowess,  must  have  lack'd 

The  trunk  and  body  of  its  marvellous  strength, 

If  bis  undaunted  enterprise  had  fail'd 

Among  the  mountain  coves. 

Yon  household  fir, 
A  gnardlan  planted  to  fence  ofE  the  blast. 
But  towering  high  the  roof  above,  as  if 
Its  humble  destination  were  forgot ; 
That  sycamore,  which  aunnally  nolds 
Within  its  shade,  as  in  a  stately  tent 
On  all  sides  open  to  the  fanning  breeze, 
A  grave  assemblage,  seated  while  they  shear 
The  fleece-encnmber'd  flock ;  the  Jotfdl  Elh, 
Around  whose  trunk  the  maidens  dance  in  May; 
And  the  Lobd's  Oak,  —  would  plead  their  several  rights 
In  vain,  if  he  were  master  of  their  fate; 
His  sentence  to  the  axe  would  doom  them  alL 
But,  green  in  age  and  lusty  as  he  is. 
And  promising  to  keep  his  hold  on  Earth 
Less,  as  might  seem,  in  rivalship  with  men 
Than  witli  the  forcsfs  more  enduring  growth, 
His  own  appointed  hour  will  come  at  last; 
And,  tike  the  haughty  Spoilers  of  the  world. 
This  keen  Destroyer,  in  his  turn,  must  faU. 
Now  from  the  living  pass  we  once  agtun: 
From  Age,"  the  Priest  continued,  "  turn  your  thoughts; 
From  Age,  that  often  unlamented  drops, 
And  mark  that  daisied  hillock,  three  spans  long  1  — 
Seven  lusty  Sons  sate  daily  round  the  board 
Of  Gold-rill  side;  and,  when  the  hope  had  ceased 
Of  other  progeny,  a  Daughter  then 
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Wa8  given,  tlie  crowning  bounty  of  the  whole; 
And  so  acknowleilged  with  a  tremulous  joy 
Pelt  to  the  centre  of  that  hnavenly  calm 
With  which  by  nature  every  mother's  soul 
la  Btricken  in  the  moment  when  her  throes 
Are  endeil,  imd  her  ears  have  licard  the  cry 
Which  tclla  her  tliat  a  living  child  is  born  ; 
And  she  lies  conscioua,  in  a  oliasful  rest. 
That  the  dread  atonn  ia  weathcr'd  by  them  both. 

The  Father,  —  him  at  this  unlookd-fftr  p'** 
A  bolder  traueport  eeizes.    From  the  side 
Of  his  bright  hearth,  and  from  his  oixin  dooi. 
Day  after  day  the  gladness  ia  diffused 
To  all  that  come,  almost  to  all  that  pass; 
Invited,  summon'd,  to  partake  the  cheer 
Spread  on  the  never-empty  board,  and  drink 
Health  and  good  wishes  to  his  new-bom  girl. 
From  cups  replenish'd  by  his  joyous  hand.  — 
Those  seven  fair  brothers  variously  were  moved 
Each  by  the  thoughts  best  suited  to  his  years 
But  most  of  all  and  with  most  thankful  mind 
The  hoary  grandsirc  felt  himself  enrich'd ; 
A  happiness  that  ebb'd  not,  bat  remain'd 
To  fill  the  total  measure  of  his  sonl! 
From  the  low  tenement,  his  oWn  abode, 
Whither,  as  to  a  little  private  cell. 
He  had  withdrawn  from  bustle,  care,  and  noise. 
To  spend  the  sabbath  of  old  ugc  in  peace. 
Once  every  day  he  duteoualy  repaird 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  the  slumbering  babe: 
For  in  that  female  infant's  name  he  neard 
The  silent  name  of  his  departed  wife; 
Heart-stirring  music!  hourly  heard  that  name: 
Full  blest  he  was;  'Another  Margaret  Gi-een,' 
Oft  did  he  say, '  was  come  to  Gold-rill  side.' 

0,  pang  nuthought  of,  as  the  precious  boon 
Itself  had  been  unlook'd-for !    0,  dire  stroke 
Of  desolating  anguish  for  them  all  I 
Just  as  the  Child  could  totter  on  the  floor. 
And,  by  some  friendly  finger's  help  upstay'd, 
Sange  round  the  garden  walk,  while  she  perchance 
Was  catching  at  some  novelty  of  Spring, 
Ground-flower,  or  glossy  insect  from  its  cell 
Drawn  by  the  sunshine, —  at  that  hopofnl  season 
The  winds  of  March,  smiting  insidiously, 
Baised  in  the  tender  passage  of  the  throat 
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Viewless  obstrnction ;  whence,  all  nnforewani'd. 

The  honselioM  lost  their  pride  and  soul's  delight. — 

Bat  time  hath  power  to  soften  all  regrsts. 

And  prayer  and  thought  can  bring  to  worst  distress 

Dne  resignation.    Therefore,  thongh  some  tears 

Fail  not  to  spring  from  either  Parent's  eya 

Oft  as  they  near  of  sorrow  like  their  own, 

Yet  this  departed  Little-one,  too  long 

The  innocent  tronblor  of  their  quiet,  sleeps 

In  what  may  now  be  call'd  a  peacefnl  bed.* 

On  a  brigLt  day — go  calm  and  bright,  it  seem'd 
To  ns,  with  our  sad  spirits,  heaTcnly-fair  — 
These  monntains  echo'd  to  an  nnknown  eonnd ; 
A  Tolley,  thrioe  repeated  o'er  the  Corse 
Let  down  into  the  hollow  of  that  grav^ 
Whose  shelving  sides  are  red  with  naked  mould. 
Ye  rains  of  April,  dnly  wet  this  earth! 
Spare,  bnming  snn  of  midsammer,  these  sods. 
That  they  may  knit  together,  and  therewith 
Our  thongbts  nnite  in  Kindred  qnietnessl 
Nor  BO  the  Valley  shall  forget  her  loss. 
Dear  Youth,  by  yonng  and  old  alike  beloved. 
To  me  as  precious  as  my  own! — Green  herl:» 
May  creep  {I  wish  that  they  wonld  softly  creep) 
Over  tliy  last  abode,  an3  wo  may  pass 
Reminded  less  imperionsly  of  thee ;  — 
The  ridge  itself  may  sink  into  the  breast 
Of  earth,  the  great  abyss,  and  be  no  more; 
Yet  shall  not  thy  remembrance  leave  onr  heut^ 
Thy  image  disappear! 

The  Monntaiu-ash 
No  eye  can  overlook,  when  'mid  a  grove 
Of  yet  nnfaded  trees  she  lifts  her  head 
Deck'd  vrith  autumnal  berries,  that  ontshine 
Spring's  richest  blossoms;  and  ye  may  have  mark'd. 
By  a  brook-side  or  solitary  tarn, 
How  she  her  station  doth  adorn :  the  pool 
Glows  at  hor  feet,  and  all  the  gloomy  rocks 
Are  brighten'd  ronnd  her.     In  hie  native  vale 
Such  and  so  glorions  did  this  Yonth  appear ; 
A  eight  tliat  Kindled  pleasure  in  all  hearts 
Bt  his  ingenuons  beauty,  by  the  gleam 
Of  his  fair  eyes,  by  his  capacious  brow, 

I  Of  ibe  Innuit's  giBve.I  vlll  onl;  8)17,  it  Is  an  exact  plctnrc  of  wbal  ftd]  oaderinr 
m  obBeiratlon ;  and  all  personB  who  are  intlnialely  aoqnaiiiled  wiOi  (Wtta^  tub 
Eut  oOen  hare  obaerred  like  iulaiiMi  of  (b«  woriaog  Df  the  domeBtlo  alltoctkBi.— 
lUor  I  H/ala,  IMS. 


By  all  the  graces  with  which  Satnre'a  hand 

Had  lavislily  amiy'd  him.     As  old  hards 

Tell  in  their  idle  songs  of  wandering  gods, 

Pan  or  Apollo,  veil'd  in  linoian  form ; 

Yet,  like  the  sweet-breathed  violet  of  the  shade 

Discover'd  in  their  own  despite  to  sense 

Of  mortals,  (if  such  fables  without  blame 

May  find  chance-mention  on  this  sacred  gronnd,) 

So,  through  a  simple  rnstic  garb's  disguise, 

And  thi'ough  th'  impediment  of  rural  cares, 

In  him  reveal'd  a  scholar's  genius  shone ; 

And  eo,  not  wholly  hidden  from  men's  sight, 

In  him  the  spirit  of  a  hero  walk'd 

Our  unpretending  valley.  —  How  the  quoit 

Whizz'd  from  the  Stripling's  arm !    If  toach'd  by  him, 

Th'  ingloriODS  foot-ball  mounted  to  the  pitch 

Of  the  lark's  flight, — or  shaped  a  rainbow  curve, 

Aloft,  in  prospect  of  the  ehouting  field  I 

The  indefatigable  fox  had  learn'o 

To  dread  his  perseverance  in  the  chase. 

With  admiration  would  he  lift  his  eyes 

To  the  wide^ulin"  eagle,  and  his  hand 

Was  loth  to  assaalt  the  majesty  he  loved; 

Else  liad  the  strongest  fastnesses  proved  weak 

To  guard  the  royal  brood.     The  sailing  glead. 

The  wheeling  swallow,  and  the  darting  snipe, 

The  sportive  sea-gull  dancing  with  the  waves. 

And  cautious  water-fowl,  from  distant  climes, 

Fix'd  at  their  seat,  the  centre  of  the  Mere, 

Were  subject  to  young  Oswald's  steady  aim. 

And  lived  by  his  forbearance. 

From  the  coast 
Of  Prance  a  boastful  Tyrant  hurl'd  his  threats ; 
Our  Country  roark'd  the  preparation  vast 
Of  hostile  forces ;  and  she  eali'd  —  with  voice 
That  fill'd  her  plains,  that  reach'd  her  utmost  shores. 
And  in  remotest  vales  waa  heard — to  armal 
Then,  for  the  first  time,  here  you  might  have  seen 
The  shepherd's  groy  to  martial  scarlet  changed, 
That  flush'd  uncouthly  through  the  woods  and  fields. 
Ten  hardy  Striplings,  all  in  bright  attire, 
And  graced  with  shining  weapons,  weekly  march'd 
From  this  lone  valley  to  a  central  spot 
Where,  in  assemblage  with  the  flower  and  choice 
Of  the  surrounding  district,  they  might  learn 
The  rudiments  of  war;  ten — hardy,  strong. 
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And  valinnt;  but  young  Osvald,  like  a  cbiet. 

And  yet  a  modest  comrade,  led  them  forth 

From  their  shy  solitude,  to  face  the  world, 

With  a  gay  confidence  and  seemly  pride ; 

Measuriog  the  soil  beneath  their  happy  feet 

I  ike  Youths  released  from  labour,  and  yet  bound 

To  most  laborious  service,  though  to  them 

A  festival  of  unencumber'd  ease; 

The  inner  spirit  keeping  holiday, 

Like  Ternal  ground  to  sabbath  sunshine  left. 

Oft  have  Imark'd  him,  at  some  leisure  boar, 
Stretch'd  on  tlic  grasa,  or  seated  in  the  shade. 
Among  his  fellows,  while  an  ample  map 
Before  their  eyes  lay  carefully  outspread. 
From  which  the  gallant  teacher  would  discourse, 
Now  pointing  this  way,  and  now  that.    '  Here  fiows,* 
Thus  would  he  say,  'the  Khine,  that  famous  stream! 
Eastward,  the  Danube  toward  this  inland  sea, 
A  mightier  river,  winds  from  realm  to  realm ; 
And,  like  a  serpent  shows  bis  glittering  back 
Bespotted  with  innumerable  isles: 
Here  reigns  the  Bussian,  there  the  Turk;  obserTe 
His  capital  cityl '    Thence,  aloug  a  tract 
Of  livelier  interest  to  his  hopes  and  fears. 
His  finger  moved,  dietiD^iahiug  the  spots 
Where  wide-spread  conflict  then  most  fiercely  raged; 
Nor  left  unstigmatized  those  fatal  fields 
Ou  which  the  sons  of  mighty  Germany 
Were  taught  a  base  submission.  — '  Here  behold 
A  nobler  race,  the  Switzers,  and  their  land. 
Vales  deeper  far  than  these  of  ours,  huge  woods, 
And  mountains  white  with  everlasting  snow  I '  — 
And,  surely,  he  that  spake  with  kindlmg  brow 
Was  a  true  patriot,  hopeful  as  the  best 
Of  that  young  peasantry,  who  in  our  days 
Have  fought  and  perish'd  for  Helvetia's  lights,^ 
Ah,  not  in  vain !  —  or  those  who  in  old  time. 
For  work  of  happier  issue,  to  the  side 
Of  Tell  came  trooping  from  a  thousand  huts, 
^Vhen  be  had  risen  alone !    No  braver  Youth 
Descended  from  Judean  heights,  to  march 
With  righteous  Joshua ;  nor  appear'd  in  arms 
When  grove  was  fell'd,  and  altar  was  cast  down. 
And  QideoD  blew  the  ti-umpet,  soul-inflamed, 
And  stroug  in  hatred  of  idolatry." 

The  Pastor,  even  as  if  by  these  last  words 
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Saised  from  hia  seat  within  the  chosen  shado, 
Moved  toward  the  grave;  —  instinctively  hia  steps 
We  follow'd :  and  my  voice  with  joy  exelaim'd : 
"  Power  to  th'  Oppressora  of  the  world  is  given, 
A  might  of  which  they  dream  not.    0,  the  cnrse^ 
To  bo  th'  awakener  of  divinest  thoughts, 
Father  and  founder  of  exalted  deeds; 
And,  to  whole  nations  bound  in  servile  atraits, 
The  liberal  donor  of  capacities 
More  than  heroic  I  this  to  be,  nor  yet 
Have  sense  of  one  connatural  wish,  nor  yet 
Deserve  the  least  retnrn  of  human  thanks; 
Winning  do  recompense  bnt  deadly  hate 
With  pity  mis'd,  astonishment  with  scorn!" 

When  this  involuntary  strain  had  ceased, 
The  Pastor  said ;  "  80  iTxividence  is  served ; 
The  forked  weapon  of  the  skies  can  send 
III  ami  nation  into  deep,  dark  holds. 
Which  tlie  mild  ennbeam  hath  not  power  to  pieroa. 
Te  Thrones  that  have  defied  remorse,  and  cast 
Pity  away,  soon  shall  ye  quake  with/earl 
For,  not  anconaoions  of  the  mighty  debt 
Which  to  outrageous  wrong  the  sufferer  owes, 
Europe,  through  all  her  habitable  bounds. 
Is  thirsting  for  their  overthrow,  who  yet 
Survive,  as  pagan  temples  stood  of  yore, 
By  horror  of  their  impious  rites,  preserved; 
Are  still  permitted  to  extend  their  pride. 
Like  cedars  on  the  top  of  Lebanon 
Darkening  the  sun. 

But  less  impatient  thoughts, 
And  love  '  all  hoping  and  expecting  all,' 
This  hallowed  grave  demands,  where  rests  in  peace 
A  humble  champion  of  the  better  cause ; 
A  Peasant-youth,  so  call  him,  for  he  usk'd 
Ko  higher  name;  in  whom  our  country  show'd, 
As  in  a  favourite  son,  most  beautiful. 
In  spite  of  vice  and  misery  and  disease, 
Spread  with  the  spreading  of  her  wealthy  arts, 
England,  the  ancient  and  the  free,  appeaPd 
III  him  to  stand  before  my  swimming  eyes, 
Unconquerably  virtuous  and  secure.  — 
No  more  of  this,  lest  I  offend  his  dust; 
Short  was  bis  life,  and  a  brief  tale  remains. 

One  day, — a  Summer's  day  of  annual  pomp 
And  solemn  chase, — from  mom  to  sultry  noon 
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His  8t«ps  had  foUow'd,  fleetest  of  tlie  fleet, 

Tlie  red-doer  driren  along  its  native  heights 

With  ci-y  of  honnd  and  horn;  and,  from  Ihut  toil 

Eetnm'a  with  sinews  weakea'd  and  relax'd. 

This  generons  Youth,  too  negligent  of  eelf. 

Plunged  — 'mid  a  gay  and  busy  throng  convened 

To  wash  the  fleeces  of  his  Father's  flock — 

Into  the  chilling  flood.     Gonvalsions  dire 

8eiied  him  that  self-same  niglit ;  and  through  the  space 

Of  twelve  ensuing  days  his  frame  was  wrench'd 

Till  nature  rested  from  her  worit  in  death. 

To  him,  thus  snatch'd  away,  his  comrades  paid 

A  soldier's  honours.    At  liis  funeral  hour 

Bright  was  the  Sna,  the  sky  a  clondless  bine, 

A  golden  Instre  slept  upon  the  hills; 

And  if  by  chance  a  stranger,  wandering  there. 

From  some  commanding  eminence  had  look'd 

Down  on  this  spot,  well  pleased  would  he  have  seen 

A  glittering  spectacle;  bat  every  face 

Was  pallid :  seldom  hath  that  eye  been  moist 

With  tears  that  wept  pot  then ;  nor  were  the  few. 

Who  from  tlieir  dwellings  came  not  forth  to  join 

In  this  sad  eervice,  less  distarb'd  than  wa 

Thoy  started  at  the  tributaTT  peal 

Of  instantaneous  thunder  which  announced, 

Througli  the  still  air,  the  closing  of  the  Grave ; 

And  distant  mountains  echo'd  with  a  sound 

Of  lamentation,  never  heard  before!"* 

The  Pastor  ceased,  —  My  venerable  Friend 
Victoriously  upraised  his  clear  bright  eye; 
And,  when  that  eulogy  was  ended,  stood 
Enrapt,  as  if  his  inwi^  sense  perceived 
The  prolongation  of  some  still  response, 
Sent  by  the  ancient  Soul  of  this  wide  land, 
The  Spirit  of  its  mountains  and  its  seas. 
Its  cities,  temples,  fields,  its  awful  power, 
Its  lights  and  Tirtues,  —  by  that  Deity 
Descending,  and  supporting  his  pure  heart 
Witii  patriotic  confidence  and  joy. 
And,  at  the  last  of  those  memorial  words, 

5  Thia  yoang  volnnteer  bore  tbe  unme  of  Dswbod,  iDd  was  jounger  hTotber,  If  I 
■ID  not  mislakeD,  (o  tbo  prodlga)  of  whose  chaTacter  and  fortnoei  anncconnt  is  given 
towarde  Uio  be^nulDg  of  lli«  precediii|c  Book.  The  flither  of  Uie  fbmilT  1  know  wnU; 
he  was  H  man  of  Uteraiy  education  and  constdetable  cxperlenru  In  society,  much  be- 
yond what  waa  comiDOD  among  flie  InhaMtanls  of  Uie — '-    '" ' —  j— ■■■  -' 

(hisgalEantyoDiiKroan  waarouch  lamealed;  and,  ae 
J  myeelf  wibiiMaed  Um  ceremony,  aud  tbe  ellbct  or  It,  i 
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The  pining  Solitary  tnm'd  aside; 
Wliether  through  manly  inetiDct  to  coDceal 
Tender  emotions  sprpadiiig  from  the  heart 
To  his  worn  cheek ;  or  with  nneasy  shame 
For  those  cold  htimoars  of  habitnal  Bpleen 
That,  fondly  seeking  in  diepraiBe  of  man 
Solace  and  self-excnse,  had  eometimes  urged 
To  self-abnse  a  not  ineloquent  tongne. — 
Right  toward  the  sacred  Edifice  his  steps 
Rod  been  directed;  and  we  saw  him  now 
Intent  npon  a  monnmental  stone, 
Whose  uneooth  form  was  grafted  on  the  wall, 
Or  rather  aeem'd  to  have  grown  into  the  side 
Of  the  rnde  pile ;  as  oft-timea  trunks  of  trees, 
Wiierc  Nature  works  in  wild  and  craggy  spota. 
Are  seen  incorporate  with  the  living  rock, — 
To  endure  for  aye.     The  Vicar,  takmg  not© 
Of  his  employment,  with  a  conrteona  smile 
Exclaim'd : 

"  The  aagest  Antiquarian's  eye 
That  task  would  foil ;  '  then,  letting  fall  his  voice 
While  he  advanced,  thus  spake:  "Iradition  tells 
That,  in  Eliza's  golden  days,  a  Knight 
Came  on  a  war-horse  sumptuously  attired, 
And  fix'd  his  home  in  this  eequeater'd  vale. 
'Tis  left  untold  if  here  he  first  drew  breath. 
Or  as  a  stranger  reach'd  this  deep  recess, 
TJnkuowint!  and  unknown.     A  pleasing  thought 
I  sometimes  entertain,  that  hapiy  bound 
To  Scotland's  Conrt  in  service  of  his  Queen, 
Or  sent  on  mission  to  some  northern  Chief 
Of  England's  i-ealm,  this  vale  he  might  have  seen 
With  transient  observation ;  and  thence  caught 
An  image  fair  which,  brightening  in  his  soul 
When  joy  of  war  and  pride  of  chivalry 
Languish 'd  beneath  accnmnlated  years. 
Had  power  to  draw  him  from  the  world,  resolved 
To  make  that  paradise  his  chosen  home 
To  which  his  peaceful  fancy  oft  had  tum'd. 

Vi^ne  thoughts  are  these ;  hut,  if  belief  may  rest 
Upon  uuwritten  story  fondly  traced 
From  sire  to  son,  in  this  obscure  i-etreat 
The  Knight  arrived,  with  spear  and  shield,  and  borne 
'Dpoii  a  Charger  gorgeously  bedcck'd 
With  broider%  housings.    And  the  lofty  Steed  — 
His  sole  companion,  and  his  faithful  friend. 
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Whom  hi;  in  gratitude,  let  loose  to  range 
In  fertile  pastures  —  was  beheld  with  eyea 
Of  admiration  and  delightful  awe. 
By  those  nntravell'd  Dalesmen.    With  leas  pride, 
let  free  from  touch  of  envious  discontent, 
They  saw  a  mansion  at  hia  bidding  rise, 
Like  a  bright  star,  amid  the  lowly  band 
Of  their  rudo  homesteads.    Here  the  Warrior  dwelt 
And,  in  that  mansion,  children  of  his  own, 
Or  kindred,  gather'd  round  him.     As  a  tree 
That  falls  and  disappears,  the  house  is  gone; 
And,  through  improTJdence  or  want  of  love 
For  ancient  worth  and  honourable  things, 
The  spear  and  shield  are  vanish'd,  whicn  the  Koigbt 
Hung  in  his  rustic  halL    One  ivied  arch 
Myself  have  seen,  a  gateway,  last  remains 
Of  that  foundation  in  domestic  care 
Baised  by  his  hands.*     And  now  no  trace  is  left 
Of  the  mild-hearted  Champion,  save  this  stone. 
Faithless  memorial  1  and  his  family  name 
Borne  by  yon  clustering  cottages,  that  sprang 
From  out  the  ruins  of  his  stately  lodge : 
These,  and  the  name  and  title  at  full  length, — 
Sib  Alfred  Ibthino,  with  appropriate  wonls 
Accompanied,  still  extant,  in  a  wreath 
Or  posy,  girding  round  the  several  fronts 
Of  three  clear-sounding  and  harmonious  bells, 
'  That  in  the  steeple  hang,  his  pious  gift." 

"So  fails,  80  languishes,  grows  dim,  and  dies," 
The  grey-hair'd  Wanderer  pensively  exelaim'd, 
"All  that  this  world  is  proud  of,    From  their  spheres 
The  stars  of  human  glory  are  cast  down ; 
Perish  the  roses  and  the  flowers  of  kings, 
Princes,  and  emperors,  and  the  crowns  and  palms 
Of  all  the  mighty,  wither'd  and  consumed! 
Nor  is  power  given  to  lowliest  innocence 
Long  to  protect  her  own.     The  man  himself 
Departs ;  and  soon  is  spent  the  line  of  those 
Who,  in  the  bodily  ima^e,  in  the  mind, 
In  heart  or  soni,  in  station  or  pursuit, 
Did  most  resemble  him.     Degrees  and  ranks. 
Fraternities  and  orders  —  heaping  high 

0   The  pillan  of  tbe  gateway  in  Amit  of  Ue  monsioD  remalaed  wbeu  we  Bnt  look 

EoDT  nbodo  St  Grasmere.  Tva  or  three  oottages  still  renuin,  whhdi  nro  oiled 
AttHonses.fyointlieDiimeol'tbegeDtlemaii  (I  Gave  ntlled  him  n  Knight)  oouemu- 
ing  whom  Ihi^ac  Ireditiona  BUrriTe.  Ho  wae  the  imcesnir  ef  Oc  A'nott  Ikmtl;,  ltK> 
merl)'  cooBlderublepToprletacBlRaMdifnict.— .tufAor'iAal<i>UMi. 
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New  veslth  upon  the  burthen  of  the  old, 

And  placing  trnst  in  privilege  confirm'd 

And  re-couSrm'd  —  are  ecoS^d  at  with  a  smite 

Of  greedy  foretaste,  from  the  secret  stand 

Of  Desolation,  aim'd:  to  slow  decline 

These  yield,  and  these  to  snddeu  overthrow : 

Their  virtue,  service,  happiness,  and  state 

Expires ;  and  Nature's  pleasant  robe  of  green, 

Humanity's  appointed  wiroud,  enwraps 

Their  monnmenta  and  their  memory.    The  vast  Frame 

Of  social  nature  changes  evermore 

Her  organs  and  her  members  with  decay 

Eestless,  and  restless  generation,  powers 

And  functions  dying  and  produced  at  need, — 

And  by  this  law  the  mighty  whole  subsists: 

With  an  ascent  and  progress  in  the  main ; 

Yet,  0,  how  disproportion'd  to  the  hopes 

And  expectations  of  self-flattering  minds  I 

The  comteons  Knight,  whose  bones  are  here  interred. 
Lived  in  an  age  conspicuons  as  our  own 
For  strife  and  ferment  in  the  minds  of  men; 
Whence  alteration  in  the  forms  of  things 
Various  and  vast.     A  memorable  age  I 
Which  did  to  him  assign  apenaive lot, — 
To  linger  'mid  the  last  of  those  bright  clonda 
That  on  the  steady  breeze  of  honour  saii'd 
In  long  procession  calm  and  beautiful. 
He  who  nad  seen  his  own  bright  order  fade, 
And  its  devotion  gradually  decline, 

g^ile  war,  relinquishing  the  lance  and  shield, 
er  temper  changed,  and  bow'd  to  other  laws,) 
Had  also  witness'd,  in  his  mom  of  life,  , 

That  violent  commotion  which  o'erthrew, 
In  town  and  city  and  seqaester'd  glen, 
Altar,  and  cross,  and  church  of  solemn  roof. 
And  old  religious  house, — pile  after  pile; 
And  shook  their  tenants  out  into  the  fields. 
Like  wild  beasts  without  home!    Their  hour  was  come; 
But  why  no  softening  thought  of  gratitude. 
No  just  remembrance,  scruple,  or  wise  doubt  ? 
Benevolence  is  mild;  nor  borrows  help. 
Save  at  worst  need,  from  bold  impetuous  force, 
Fitliest  allied  to  anger  and  revenge. 
But  Hnman-kind  rejoices  in  the  might 
Of  mutability;  and  airy  hopes, 
Dancing  around  her,  hmder  and  disturb 
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Those  meditatioiiB  of  the  goul  that  feed 
The  i-etrospective  virtnes.    Festive  songs 
Break  from  the  madden'd  nations  at  the  sight 
Of  sudden  overthrow;  and  cold  neglect 
la  the  sure  consequence  of  alow  decay. 

Even,"  said  the  Wanderer,  "as  that  coarteona  Knight, 
Bound  by  hie  vow  to  labour  for  redress 
Of  all  who  suffer  wrong,  and  to  enact 
By  sword  and  lance  the  law  of  gentleness, 
(It  I  may  venture  of  myself  to  speak, 
Trusting  that  not  incongruously  I  blend 
Low  things  with  lofty,)  I  too  shall  be  doom'd. 
To  outlive  the  kindly  nse  and  fair  esteem 
Of  the  poor  calling  which  my  youth  embraced 
With  no  unworthy  prospect.    Bnt  enough;  — 
Thoughts  crowd  upon  me,  —  and  'twere  seemlier  now 
To  stop,  and  yield  our  gracious  Teacher  thanks 
For  the  pathetic  records  which  his  voice 
Hath  here  deliver'd ;  words  of  heartfelt  truth, 
Tending  to  patience  when  affliction  strikes; 
To  hope  and  love;  to  confident  repose 
In  Qoa;  and  reverence  for  the  dust  of  Mao." 
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The  pensive  Sceptic  of  the  lonely  vale 

To  those  acknowledgments  snbscribed  his  own. 

With  a  sedate  compliance,  which  the  Priest 

Fail'iJ  not  to  notice,  inly  pleaaed,  and  said: 

"  If  ye,  by  whom  invited  I  began 

These  narratives  of  calm  andlinmble  life. 

Be  satisfied,  'tia  well,  —  the  end  is  gain'd; 

And,  in  return  for  sympathy  beetow'd 

And  patient  listening,  thanks  accept  from  me.— 

Life,  death,  eternity  T  momentous  themes 

Are  they,  and  might  demand  a  seraph's  tongn^ 

Were  they  not  eqnal  to  their  owu  support ; 

And  therefore  no  incompetence  of  mine 

Could  do  them  wrong.    The  universal  forma 

Of  human  nature,  in  a  spot  like  this, 

Present  themselves  at  once  to  all  men's  view: 

Ye  wish'd  for  act  and  circumstance,  that  make 

The  individual  known  and  understood; 
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And  end]  as  my  beet  jndgment  could  select 
From  whut  the  place  afforded  have  been  giron; 
Though  apprcticnsions  crosa'd  me  that  my  zeal 
To  his  might  well  l>e  Jiken'd,  who  unlocks 
A  cabinet  stored  frith  ^ms  and  pictures,  —  drawti 
His  treasures  forth,  soliciting  regard 
To  this,  and  this,  as  worthier  than  the  last, 
Til!  the  spectator,  who  awhile  was  pleased 
More  than  th'  exhibitor  himself,  becomes 
Weary  and  faint,  and  longs  to  be  released.  — 
But  let  us  hence  1  my  dwelling  is  in  sight, 
And  there  "  — 

At  this  the  Solitary  shrnDk 
With  backward  will ;  but,  wanting  not  address 
That  inward  motiou  to  disguise,  he  said 
To  his  Compatriot,  smiling  as  he  spake: 
"The  peaceable  remains  of  this  good  Knight 
Would  be  disturb'd,  I  fear,  with  wrathfnl  scorn. 
If  conscionsoess  conld  reach  him  where  he  lies 
That  one,  albeit  of  these  degenerate  times. 
Deploring  changes  past,  or  dreading  change 
Foreseen,  had  dared  to  couple,  even  in  thonght. 
The  fine  vocation  of  the  sword  and  lance 
With  the  gross  aims  and  body-bending  toil 
Of  a  poor  brotherhood  who  walk  the  earth 
Pitied,  and,  where  they  are  not  known,  despised. 

Yet,  by  the  good  Knight's  leave,  the  two  estates 
Are  graced  with  some  resemblance.    Errant  those, 
Exiles  and  wanderers,  —  and  the  like  arc  these ; 
Who,  with  their  burthen,  traverse  hill  and  dale. 
Carrying  relief  for  nature's  simple  wants. — 
What  thongh  no  higher  recompense  be  sought 
Thau  honest  maintenance,  bv  irksome  toil 
Full  oft  procured,  yet  may  tney  claim  respect. 
Among  th'  intelligent,  for  what  this  course 
Enables  them  to  be  and  to  perform. 
Their  tardy  steps  give  leisure  to  observe. 
While  solitude  permits  the  mind  to  feel ; 
Instructs,  and  prompts  her  tQ.Bupply  defects 
By  the  division  of  her  inward  self 
For  grateful  converse:  and  to  these  poor  men 
Nature  (I  but  repeat  your  favourite  boast) 
la  bountiful ;  —  go  wheresoe'er  thoy  may, 
Kind  Nature's  various  wealth  is  all  their  own. 
Versed  in  the  characters  of  men ;  and  bonndj 
By  ties  of  daily  interest,  to  mointaiQ 
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ConciliatoiT  matincrs  oad  smooth  speech; 
Suclt  have  becD,  and  still  are  in  tbeir  degree. 
Examples  efficacious  to  I'efino 
Biido  intGrcom-se ;  apt  agents  to  expel, 
By  importation  of  nnlook'd-for  arts, 
Barbarian  torpor,  and  blind  prejudice; 
Raiaing,  thi-ongh  just  gradation,  savage  life 
Tu  nislic,  and  the  rustic  to  nrbaoe. 
Witiiio  their  moving  magazines  is  lodged 
Power  that  comes  foi-th  to  quicken  auu  oxalt 
ASections  seated  in  the  mother's  breast, 
And  in  the  lover's  fancy ;  aud  to  feed 
The  sober  sympathies  of  long-tried  friends. 
By  these  Itinerants,  as  expenenced  men, 
Counsel  is  given ;  contention  they  appease 
With  gentle  language;  in  remotest  wilds. 
Tears  wipe  away,  and  pleasant  tidings  bring: 
Could  the  proud  quest  of  chivalry  do  more  ?" 

"Happy,    rejoin'd  the  Wanderer,  "they  who  gain 
A  panegyric  from  yonr  geuei'oas  tongne! 
But,  if  to  these  Wayfarers  once  pertain'd 
Aught  of  romantic  interest,  it  is  gone: 
Their  purer  service,  in  this  realm  at  least, 
la  past  for  ever.  —  An  inveutiTe  A^ 
Has  wrought,  if  not  with  speed  of  magic,  yet 
To  most  strange  issues.'    I  have  lived  to  mark 
A  new  and  unforeseen  creation  rise 
From  out  the  labours  of  a  peaceful  Land, 
Wielding  her  potent  enginery  to  frame 
Aud  to  produce,  with  appetite  as  keen 
As  that  of  war,  which  rests  not  night  or  day, 
Industrious  to  destroy!     With  fruitless  palus 
Might  one  like  me  ntua  visit  many  a  tmct 
Which,  in  his  youth,  he  trod,  and  tiod  again, 
A  lone  pedestnan  with  a  scanty  freight, 
Wiah'd-for,  or  welcome,  wheresoe'er  lie  come. 
Among  the  tenantry  of  tboipe  and  vill ;  • 

7  Wh»t  follows  In  tha  diacouise  of  tlie  Waiiderer,  npon  the  duinges  be  had  wtu 
nnsed  in  mral  lilG,  1)7  thu  introductioo  otmaublneij,  ia  traly  deecillwd  bom  vhiit  I 
mrBOlf  Bftw  daring  my  boyhood  and  early  youth,  /iml  from  what  vr.ia  odoD  lolil  me 
by  penons  of  thU  humblo  calling.  Furl  lament  has  InterfCrei),  to  prevent  the  iiloht- 
work  which  was  once  carried  on  la  Ihcae  mllli  as  sclively  hb  dmiDK  the  <lay-tlme> 
"id  by  necessity  «U11  more  pernicioualj-,  — nfladillBKraM  tn  "• ■■■' -■  •- 


the  nation  whicb  conld  an  long  tolernto  sncli  nnnatDnil  procoodlngs.    Hevlewing  st 
__._ ,  ,„..  _i_.  .  — ^,_..  .1 ....  ^<._|y|pjjj[u.... .. —  __ ., — 

„ w««..«w..-w.  „..,  ^-.-vUfT.  IirrlovB  thatBol' 

ioishlnf  the  evils deploreil.  __  ,_ . 

derer  nntlolpBtea. — Aalinr't  Hata, 


late  iwrioil,  ISU,  what  I  pat  into  the  mouths  of  niylDierlai'iiliirs  a  fevr  yean  nftrr 
.  (^  ^^  century,  I  grioyo  that  so  little  prOKrega  haa  been  raaite  In 


iry,  Igrlovo  thatao  little  prOKrei 

If  the  eylls  deploreil,  or  promoting  tha  beueHtioieduca 

MpMa.—AaUnr'i  Itola. 

8    The  words  thorpi  and  vf"  hare  boOi  nearly  the 
II  coUeotion  of' 
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Or  Btraggline  biirgb,  of  aacicnt  charter  proad, 

And  dignified  by  battlemeDts  and  towers 

Of  some  stern  Ciietle,  mouldering  oo  tbo  brow 

Of  a  green  hill  or  bank  of  rugged  stream. 

The  root-path  faintly  mark'd,  tlie  horee-track  wild. 

And  formidable  length  of  plashy  lane, 

(Prized  aTenues  ere  othera  had  been  shaped 

Or  easier  links  connecting  place  with  place,) 

Have  vanish'd,  —  swallow  d  up  by  stately  roada 

Easy  aod  bold,  that  jteoetratf^  the  ^loom 

Of  Biitain's  farthest  glens.    The  Eartli  has  lent 

Her  watera,  Air  her  breezes;  and  the  aail 

Of  traffic  glides  with  ceaselesa  intercoarse, 

Glistening  along  the  low  and  woody  dale; 

Or,  in  its  progress,  on  tiie  lofty  aide 

Of  some  wire  nill,  with  wonder  kenn'd  from  far. 

Meanwhile,  at  social  Industry's  commaDd, 
How  quick,  how  vast  an  increase !     From  the  germ 
Of  some  poor  hamlet,  rapidly  produced 
Here  a  huge  town,  continuons  and  compact. 
Hiding  the  face  of  earth  for  leagnes;  and  there. 
Where  not  a  habitation  stood  before, 
Abodes  of  men  irregularly  mass'd 
Like  trees  in  forests,  spread  throu|;h  spacions  tracts. 
O'er  which  the  smoke  of  uoremittmg  fires 
Hanga  permanent,  and  plentiful  as  wreaths 
Of  vapour  glittering  in  the  morning  sun. 
And,  wheresoe'er  the  traveller  turns  his  steps. 
He  sees  the  barren  wilderness  erased. 
Or  disappearing;  triumph  that  proclaims 
How  mnch  the  mild  Directress  of  the  plough 
Owes  to  alliance  with  these  new-born  arts! 
Hence  is  the  wide  sea  peopled ;  hence  the  shores 
Of  Britain  are  resorted  to  by  ships 
Freighted  from  every  climate  of  the  world 
With  the  world's  choicest  produce.     Hence  that  sum 
Of  keels  that  rest  within  her  crowded  ports. 
Or  ride  at  itnchor  in  her  sounds  and  hays; 
That  animating  spectacle  of  sails 
That,  through  her  inland  regions,  to  and  fro 
Pass  with  the  respirations  of  the  tide, 
Perpetual,  multitudinous  I    Finally, 
Hence  a  dread  arm  of  floating  power,  a  voice 
Of  thunder  daunting  those  who  wontd  approach 
With  hostile  purposes  the  blessed  Isle, 
Truth's  consecrated  residence,  the  seat 
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ImpregnaMe  of  Liberty  and  Peace. 

And  yet,  0  happy  ftietor  of  a  fiocic 
Faithfully  watch  a,  aud,  by  that  loving  care 
And  Heaven's  good  providence,  preserved  from  tmntt 
With  yon  I  grieve,  when  on  the  darker  eide 
Of  thig  great  change  I  look ;  and  there  behold 
Snch  outrage  done  to  Nature  as  oompelB 
Th'  indignant  power  to  justify  herself; 
Yea,  to  avenge  her  violated  rights, 
For  England  s  bane.    When  soothing  darkness  spreads 
O'er  hin  and  vale,"  the  Wanderer  thus  express'd 
His  recollections,  "  and  the  pnnctual  stars, 
While  all  things  else  are  gatnering  to  their  homes, 
Advance,  and  in  the  firmament  of  heaven 
Glitter, — but  undiatnrbing,  nndisturb'd; 
As  if  their  silent  company  wero  charged 
With  peaceful  admonitions  for  the  heart 
Of  all-beholding  Man,  Earth's  thoughtful  lord; 
Then,  in  full  man^  a  region,  once  like  this 
Th'  assured  domain  of  ^m  simplicity 
And  pensive  quiet,  an  unnatural  light 
Prepared  for  never-resting  Labour  s  eyes 
Breaks  from  a  many-window'd  fabric  nuge; 
And  at  th'  appointed  hour  a  bell  is  heard. 
Of  harsher  import  than  the  cnrfew-knoll* 
That  spake  the  Norman  Conqueror's  stem  behest,— 
A  local  summons  to  unceasing  toil  I 
Disgorged  are  now  the  ministers  of  day ; 
Ana,  as  they  issue  from  th'  illumined  pile, 
A  fresh  band  meets  them,  at  the  crowded  door. 
And  in  the  courts,  and  where  the  rumbling  stream, 
That  turns  the  multitude  of  dizzy  wheels. 
Glares,  like  a  troubled  spirit,  in  its  bed  ' 

Among  the  rocks  below.     Men,  maidens,  yonths, 
Mother  and  little  children,  boys  and  girls, 
Enter,  and  each  the  wonted  task  resumea 
Within  this  temple,  where  is  offer'd  up 
To  Gain,  the  master  idol  of  the  realm. 
Perpetual  sacrifice.     Even  thus  of  old 
Our  ancestors,  within  the  stiti  domain 
Of  vast  cathedral  or  conventual  church. 
Their  vigils  kept ;  where  tapers  day  and  night 
On  the  dim  altar  bnm'd  continual! 


ly  ac 
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flresand  ligb „ .^ — ^_  ., 

called  tlu  nir/eu  bell,  ftwn  the  Ftencli  couBrs/ni, 
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In  token  that  the  honse  was  evermoro 
Watching  t«  God.    Religions  men  were  theyj 
Nor  would  their  i-eason,  tutor'd  to  aspire 
Above  this  transitory  world,  allow 
That  there  should  pass  a  moment  of  the  year. 
When  in  their  land  th'  Almighty's  service  ceased. 

Triumph  who  will  in  these  profaner  ritca 
Which  we,  a  generation  self-extoU'd, 
As  zealously  perform!  I  cannot  share 
His  proud  complacency :  —  yet  do  I  exult, 
Casting  reserve  away,  exult  to  see 
An  intellectual  mastery  exercised 
O'er  the  blind  elements ;  a  purpose  given, 
A  perseverance  fed ;  almost  a  soul 
Imparted  to  brute  matter,    I  rejoice. 
Measuring  the  force  of  those  gigautio  powers 
That,  by  the  thinking  mind,  have  been  compoll'd 
To  serve  the  will  of  feeble-bodied  Man. 
For  with  the  sense  of  admiration  blends 
The  animating  hope  that  time  may  come 
When,  strengthen 'd,  yet  not  dazzled,  by  the  might 
Of  this  dominion  over  nature  gain'd. 
Men  of  all  lands  shall  exercise  the  same 
In  due  proportion  to  their  country's  need; 
Learning,  though  late,  that  all  true  glory  rests. 
All  praise,  all  safety,  and  all  hap^ness. 
Upon  the  moral  law.     Egyptian  Thebes, 
Tyre,  by  the  margin  of  the  sounding  waves, 
Palmyra,  central  m  the  desert,  fell ; 
And  the  Arte  died  by  which  they  had  been  raised. 
Call  Archimedes  from  his  buried  tomb 
Upon  tlie  grave  of  vanish'd  Syracuse, 
And  feelingly  the  Sage  shall  make  report 
How  insecure,  bow  baseless  in  itself, 
la  the  Philosophy  whose  sway  depends 
On  mere  material  instruments;  how  weak 
Those  arte  and  liigh  inventions,  if  nupropp'd 
By  virtue.     He,  sighing  with  pensive  grief, 
Amid  his  ca]m  abstractions,  would  admit 
That  not  the  slender  privilege  is  theirs 
To  save  themselves  from  blank  f orgetfulness ! " 

When  from  the  Wanderer's  lips  these  words  had  fallen, 
I  said,  "  And,  did  in  troth  those  vaunted  Arts 
Possess  snch  privilege,  how  could  we  escape 
Sadness  and  keen  regret,  we  who  revere. 
And  would  preserve  as  things  above  all  price, 
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The  old  domestic  morals  of  the  land, 

Her  simple  manners,  and  the  stable  worth 

That  dignified  and  cheeHd  a  low  estate  F 

0 1  where  is  now  the  characl^r  of  peace. 

Sobriety,  and  order,  and  chaste  love, 

And  honest  dealing,  and  untainted  apeech. 

And  pnre  good-will,  and  hospitable  cheer, 

That  made  the  very  thought  of  conntry-life 

A  thought  of  refuge,  for  a  mind  detain'd 

Beluct^tly  amid  ^e  bustling  crowd  ? 

Where  now  the  beauty  of  the  sabbath  kept 

With  conscientious  reverence,  as  a  d^ 

By  the  almighty  Lawgiver  pronounced 

Holy  and  blest?  and  where  the  winning  gi-ace 

Of  all  the  lighter  ornaments  attach'd 

To  time  and  season,  as  the  year  roll'd  round  ?  " 

"  Fled ! "  was  the  Wanderer's  passionate  responsoj 
**  Fled  utterly  I  or  only  to  be  traced 
In  a  few  fortunate  retreats  like  this ; 
Which  I  behold  with  trembling,  when  I  think 
What  lamentable  change,  a  year  —  a  month — 
May  bring;  that  brook  converting  as  it  runs 
Into  an  instrament  of  deadly  bane 
For  those  who,  yet  nntempted  to  forsake 
The  simple  occupations  of  their  sires. 
Drink  the  pure  water  of  its  innocent  stream 
With  Hp  almost  as  pure.  —  Domestic  bliss,- 
(Or  call  it  comfort,  by  a  humbler  name,) 
How  art  thou  blighted  for  the  poor  man's  heart  I 
Lo!  in  such  neighbourhood,  from  morn  to  eve, 
The  habitations  empty!  or  perchance 
The  Mother  left  alone,  —  no  helping  hand 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  her  peevish  babe  ; 
No  dangliters  round  her,  busv  at  the  wheel, 
Or  in  despatch  of  each  day's  little  growth 
Of  household  occupation  ;  no  nice  arts 
Of  needle-work;  no  bustle  at  the  fire. 
Where  once  the  dinner  was  prepared  with  pride ; 
Nothing  to  speed  the  day,  or  cheer  the  mind ; 
Nothing  to  praise,  to  teach,  or  to  command  1 

The  Father,  if  perchance  he  still  retain 
His  old  employments,  goes  to  field  or  wood, 
No  longer  led  or  follow'd  by  the  Sons ; 
Idlers  perchance  they  were,  —  but  in  his  sight; 
Breathmg  fresh  air,  and  treading  the  green  earth ; 
Tin  their  short  holiday  of  childnood  ceased, 
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Ke'er  to  tetanil    That  birthright  nov  is  lost. 

EcoDomistB  will  tell  yon  that  the  State 

Thrives  by  the  forfeiture, —  iinfeeling  thought, 

And  false  as  monBtrous  I    Can  the  mother  thrive 

By  the  destraction  of  her  innocent  Bon^ 

In  whom  a  premature  necessity 

Blocks  ont  the  forms  of  Nature,  preconsnmos 

The  reason,  famishes  the  heart,  soats  np 

The  infant  Being  in  itself,  and  makes 

Its  very  Spring  a  season  of  decay! 

The  lot  is  wretched,  the  condition  sad, 

Whether  a  pining  dJscontflnt  survive. 

And  thirst  for  change;  or  habit  hath  subdued 

The  soul  deprest,  dejected — even  to  love 

Of  her  close  tasks  and  long  captivity. 

0,  banish  far  such  wisdom  as  condemns 
A  native  Briton  to  these  inward  chains, 
Fix'd  in  his  soul,  so  early  and  bo  deep ; 
Without  his  own  consent,  or  knowledge,  fis'd! 
He  is  a  slave  to  whom  release  comes  no^ 
And  cannot  come.    The  boy,  where'er  he  tnrns, 
Is  still  a  prisoner ;  when  the  wind  is  up 
Among  the  clonds,  and  roars  through  th'  ancient  woods; 
Or  when  the  Sun  is  shining  in  the  East, 
Quiet  and  calm.    Behold  him,  —  in  the  school 
Of  his  attainments  ?  no ;  bat  with  the  air 
Fanning  his  temples  under  heaven's  blue  arch. 
His  raiment,  whiten'd  o'er  with  cotton-flakes 
Or  locks  of  wool,  announces  whence  he  comes. 
Oreepin^  his  gait  and  cowering,  his  lip  pale, 
His  respiration  quick  and  audible ; 
And  scarcely  could  you  fancy  that  a  gleam 
Conld  break  from  out  those  languid  eyes,  or  a  blush 
Mantle  upon  his  cheek.    Is  this  the  form. 
Is  that  the  countenance,  and  such  the  port, 
Of  no  mean  Being?  one  who  should  be  clothed 
With  dignity  befitting  his  proud  hope ; 
Who,  in  his  very  childhood,  should  appear 
Sublime  from  present  purity  and  joy  ? 
The  limbs  increase;  hut  literty  of  mind 
Is  gone  for  ever;  and  this  organic  frame, 
So  joyful  in  its  motions,  is  become 
Dull,  to  the  joy  of  her  own  motions  dead; 
And  even  the  tonch,  so  exquisitely  ponr'd 
Through  the  whole  body,  with  a  laugnid  will 
Performs  its  functions;  rarely  competent 
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To  impress  a  vivid  feeling  on  the  mind 

Of  what  there  is  delightfnl  in  the  breeze. 

The  gentle  visitations  of  the  son, 

Or  lapse  of  liquid  element,  —  by  hand 

Or  foot  or  lip,  in  Snmm^s  warmth,  —  perceived. 

Can  hope  look  forward  to  a  manhood  raised 

On  such  foundations?" 

"  Hope  is  none  fof  him  I  " 
The  pale  Recluse  indignantly  esclaim'd, 
"  And  tens  of  thonaanda  eiifler  wrong  as  deep. 
Yet  be  it  ask'd,  in  justice  to  onr  age, 
If  there  were  not,  before  those  arts  appear'd. 
These  stmctures  rose,  commingling  old  and  joang, 
And  unripe  sex  with  sex,  for  mutual  taint ; 
If  there  were  not,  fhe/i,  in  our  far-famed  Isie, 
Multitudes,  who  from  ialaacj  had  breathed 
Air  nnimpriaon'd,  and  had  lived  at  large; 
Yet  walk  d  beneath  the  Sun,  in  human  shape,  ' 
As  abject,  as  degi'aded  ?    At  this  day. 
Who  shall  enumerate  the  crazy  huts 
And  tottering  hovels,  whence  do  ieaue  forth 
A  ragged  Ofispriug,  with  their  upright  hair 
Crown'd  like  the  image  of  fantastic  Fear; 
Or  wearing,  (shall  we  say  ?)  in  that  white  growth. 
An  ill-adjusted  turban,  for  defence 
Or  fierceness,  wreathed  around  their  sun-burnt  brows, 
By  savage  Nature  ?     Shrivell'd  are  their  lips; 
Naked,  and  coloiir'd  like  the  soil,  the  feet 
On  which  they  stand;  as  if  thereby  thoy  drew 
Some  nourishment,  as  trees  do  by  their  roots, 
From  earth,  the  common  mother  of  us  all 
Figure  and  mien,  complexion  and  attire 
Are  leagued  to  strike  dismay;  but  ontstretch'd  hand 
And  whining  voice  denote  tnem  supplicants 
For  the  least  boon  that  pity  can  bestow. 
Such  on  the  breast  of  darksome  heaths  are  found; 
And  with  their  parents  occupy  the  skirts 
Of  furze-clad  commons ;  such  are  bom  and  rear'd 
At  the  mine's  mouth  under  impending  rocks; 
Or  dwell  in  chambers  of  some  natural  cave; 
Or  where  their  ancestors  erected  huts. 
For  the  convenience  of  unlawful  gain. 
In  forest  purlieus;  and  the  like  are  bred. 
All  England  through,  where  nooks  and  slips  ol  gronnd 
Purloin'd,  in  times  less  jealous  than  our  own. 
From  the  green  margin  of  the  public  way, 
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A.  residence  aSord  them,  'mid  the  bloom 

And  gaiety  of  cultivated  fields. 

Such  (we  will  hope  the  lowest  in  the  scale) 

Do  I  remember  oft-times  to  have  seen 

'Mid  Baxton'a  dreary  heights.     In  eaincst  watch, 

Xill  the  swift  Tehiclo  approach,  they  stand; 

Then,  following  closely  with  the  cloud  of  dust. 

An  nncouth  feat  exhibit,  and  are  gone 

Heels  over  head,  like  tumblers  on  a  stage. 

Tip  from  the  ground  they  snatch  the  copper  coin. 

And,  on  the  freight  of  merry  pasacngera 

Fixing  a  steady  eye,  maiatain  tJieir  speed ; 

And  spin  —  and  paut  —  and  overhead  again. 

Wild  pursnivanta !  until  their  breath  is  lost. 

Or  bounty  tires,  —  and  eveir  face  that  smiled 

Encouragement  hath  ceased  to  look  that  way. 

But,  like  the  vagrants  of  the  gipsy  tribe. 

These,  bred  to  little  pleasure  m  themselves, 

Are  profitless  to  others. 

Turn  we,  then, 
To  Britons  bom  and  bred  within  the  pale 
Of  civil  polity,  and  early  train'd 
To  earn,  by  wholesome  labour  iu  the  field, 
The  bread  they  eat.    A  sample  should  I  give 
Of  what  this  stock  hatli  long  produced  to  enrich 
The  tender  age  of  life,  ye  would  exclaim, 
'  Is  this  the  whistling  plough-boy  whoso  sJirill  uotoa 
Impart  new  gladness  to  the  morning  air  ? ' 
Forgive  me  n  I  venture  to  suspect 
That  many,  sweet  to  hear  of  in  soft  verse, 
Are  of  DO  finer  frame.     Stiff  are  his  joints; 
Beneath  a  cumbrous  frock,  that  to  the  knees 
Invests  the  thriving  churl,  his  logs  appear, 
Fellows  to  those  that  lustily  upheld 
The  wooden  stools  for  everfasting  use. 
Whereon  our  fathers  sate.     And  mark  his  brow ! 
Under  whose  shaggy  canopy  are  set 
Two  eyes  —  not  dim,  but  of  a  healthy  stare  — 
Wide,  slnggisli,  blank,  and  ignorant,  and  strange, — 
Proclaiming  boldly  that  they  never  drew 
A  look  or  motion  of  intelligence 
From  infaut-conuing  of  the  Christ-cross-row, 
Or  puzzling  through  a  primer,  line  by  line. 
Till  perfect  mastery  crown  the  pains  at  last. 
What  kindly  warmtli  from  touch  of  fostering  hand, , 
What  penetrating  power  of  sun  or  bi-ecze, 
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Shall  e'er  disBolye  the  crust  wherein  his  sonl 

Sleeps,  like  8  caterpillar  sheath'd  in  ice  ? 

This  torpor  ia  no  pitiable  work 

Of  modem  ingenuity;  no  town 

Nor  crowded  city  can  be  tas'd  with  anght 

Of  sottish  vice  or  desperate  breach  of  law. 

To  which  (and  who  can  tell  where  or  bow  soon  ?) 

He  may  be  roused.     This  Boy  the  fields  produce: 

His  spade  and  hoe,  mattock  and  glittering  seytb^ 

The  carter's  whip  that  on  bis  shoulder  rests 

In  air  high-towering  with  a  boorish  pomp. 

The  sceptre  of  his  sway,  his  country's  name. 

Her  equal  rights,  ber  churches  and  her  schools,  — 

What  have  they  done  for  him?    And,  let  me  ask. 

For  tens  of  thoDsands  uninfonn'd  as  lie  ? 

In  brief,  what  liberty  of  mind  is  here  ?  " 

This  ardent  sally  pleased  the  mild  good  Man, 
To  whom  th'  appeal  couch'd  in  its  closing  words 
Was  pointedly  address'd ;  and  to  the  thoughts 
That,  in  assent  or  opposition,  rose 
Within  his  mind,  he  seem' d  prepared  to  giTe 
Prompt  utterance ;  but  the  Vicar  interposed 
With  invitation  urgently  renew'd. — 
We  follow'd,  taking  as  he  led,  a  path 
Along  a  hedge  of  hollies  dark  and  tall. 
Whose  dexilo  boughs,  low  bending  with  a  weight 
Of  leafy  spray,  conceaVd  the  stems  and  roots 
That  ^ve  them  nourishment.    When  frosty  winds 
Howl  from  the  North,  what  kindly  warmth,  methought^ 
Is  here,  —  how  grateful  this  impervious  screen  I 
Not  shaped  by  simple  wearing  of  the  foot 
On  rural  business  passing  to  and  fro 
Was  the  commodious  walk :  a  careful  hand 
Had  mark'd  the  line,  and  strewn  its  surface  o'er 
With  pure  cerulean  gravel,  from  the  heights 
Feteh'd  by  a  neighbouring  brook.    Across  the  vale 
The  stately  fence  accompanied  oar  steps; 
And  thus  the  pathway,  by  perennial  green 
Guarded  and  graced,  seem'd  fasbion'd  to  unit^ 
Ab  by  a  beautiful  yet  solemn  chain. 
The  Pastor's  mansion  with  the  honse  of  prayer. 

Like  ima^e  of  solemnity,  conjoin'd 
With  feminine  allurement  soft  and  fair. 
The  mansion's  self  display'd ;  —  a  reverend  pilt^ 
With  bold  projections  and  recesses  deep ; 
Shadowy,  yet  gay  and  lightsome  as  it  stood 
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Fronting  the  noontide  Snn.    We  pansed  to  admiie 

The  pillar'd  porch,  elaboratelj  emboss'd ; 

The  low  wide  windows  with  their  mulliona  old; 

The  cornice,  richly  fretted,  of  grey  atono ; 

And  that  smooth  slope  from  which  the  dwelling  rose, 

li;  beds  and  banks  Arcadiun  of  gay  flowers 

And  flowering  shrubs,  protected  and  adorn'd : 

Profusion  bright  I  and  every  flower  assuming 

A  more  than  natnral  rividness  of  hue, 

From  nnafiected  contrast  with  the  gloom 

Of  sober  cypress,  and  the  darker  foil 

Of  yew,  in  which  Burvivod  some  traces,  here 

Not  unbecoming,  of  grotesqne  device 

And  nncouth  fancy.    From  behind  the  rooi 

Bose  the  slim  ash  and  massy  eycamoi-e, 

Blending  their  diverse  foliage  with  the  green 

Of  ivy,  flonrishing  and  thick,  that  clasped 

The  huge  round  chimneys,  harbonr  of  delight 

For  wren  and  redbreast,  — where  they  ait  and  aing 

Their  slender  ditties  when  the  treea  are  bare. 

Nor  must  I  leave  untouch'd  (the  picture  else 

Were  incomplete)  a  reliquo  of  old  times 

Happily  spared,  a  little  Ootbic  niche 

Of  mceat  workmanabip ;  that  once  had  lield 

The  sculptured  image  of  aome  patron-saint. 

Or  of  the  bleaaSd  Virgin,  looking  down 

On  all  who  enter'd  those  religions  doors. 

But,  lo!  where  from  the  rocky  garden-mount, 
Crown'd  by  its  antique  summer-houee,  descends, 
Light  as  the  silver  fawn,  a  radiant  Qirl ; 
For  she  hath  recognised  her  honour'd  friend. 
The  Wanderer  ever  welcome  I    A  prompt  Idsa 
The  gladsome  Child  beetowa  at  hia  request; 
And,  up  the  flowe^  lawn  as  we  advance. 
Hangs  on  the  old  Man  with  a  hapOT  look, 
And  with  a  pretty  restless  hand  of  love. 
We  enter, — -oy  the  Lady  of  the  place 
Cordially  greeted.    Graceful  was  her  part : 
A  lofty  stature  undepress'd  by  time. 
Whose  visitation  had  not  wholly  spared 
The  finer  lineaments  of  form  and  face; 
To  that  complexion  brought  which  prudence  trusts  in 
And  wisdom  loves.  —  But,  when  a  stately  ship 
Sails  in  smooth  weather  by  the  placid  coast 
On  homeward  voyage,  what  if  wind  and  wave, 
And  hardship  nndergoqe  in  various  climes, 
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Have  caused  her  to  abate  the  virgin  pride, 
And  that  fall  trim  of  inexperienced  Lope 
With  which  she  left  her  haven  ?  not  for  this, 
Should  the  sun  strike  her,  tmd  th'  impartial  breeze 
Play  on  her  streamers,  fails  she  to  assame 
Brightness  and  touching  beauty  of  her  own, 
That  charm  all  eyes.    So  bright,  so  fair,  appear'd 
This  goodly  Matron,  shining  in  the  beams 
Of  nnexpected  pleasure.  —  Soon  the  board 
Was  spread,  and  we  partook  a  plain  repast. 
Here,  resting  in  cool  shelter,  we  beguiled 
The  mid-dav  hours  with  desultory  talk ; 
From  tririal  themes  to  general  argument 
Passing,  as  accident  or  £incy  led. 
Or  courtesy  prescribed.    Wnilo  question  rose 
And  answer  fiow'd,  the  fetters  of  reserve 
Dropping  from  every  mind,  the  Solitaiy 
Pesumed  the  manners  of  his  happier  days ; 
And  in  the  various  conversation  bore 
A  willing,  nay,  at  times,  a  forward  part; 
Yet  with  the  grace  of  one  who  in  the  world 
Had  leam'd  the  art  of  pleasing,  and  had  now 
Occasion  given  him  to  display  his  skill. 
Upon  the  steadfast  'vantage-ground  of  tnitli. 
He  gazed,  with  admiration  nnsuppress'd, 
trpon  the  landscape  of  the  sun-bnght  vale, 
Seen,  from  the  shady  room  in  which  we  sate. 
In  Boften'd  perspective;  and  more  than  once 
Praised  the  consummate  harmony  serene 
Of  gravity  and  elegance,  diffused 
Aroond  the  mansion  and  its  whole  domain; 
Not,  doubtless,  without  help  of  female  taste 
And  female  care.  — ^ "  A  blessed  lot  is  yonra  I " 
The  words  escaped  his  lip,  with  a  tender  sigh 
Breathed  over  them :  but  suddenly  the  door 
Plew  open,  and  a  pair  of  lusty  Boys 
Appeard,  confusion  checking  their  delight.  — 
Mot  brothers  they  in  featnre  or  attire. 
But  fond  companions,  so  I  gness'd,  in  field. 
And  by  the  river's  margin,  —  whence  they  come^ 
Keen  anglers  with  unusnal  spoil  elated. 
One  bears  a  willow-pannier  on  his  back. 
The  boy  of  plainer  garb,  whose  blush  anrvivea 
More  deeply  tinged.    Twin  might  the  other  be 
To  that  fair  girl  who  from  the  garden-mount 
Bounded:  —  triomphant  entiy  this  for  biml 
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Botween  his  hands  he  holds  a  smooth  bine  stoue, 

On  whose  capacious  surface  see  outspread 

Large  store  of  gleaming  crimson-spotted  ti-onts; 

Banged  side  by  side,  and  lessening  bj  degrees 

Up  to  the  dwarf  that  tops  the  pinnacle. 

tJpoQ  the  board  he  lays  the  sky-blue  stone 

With  its  rich  freight ;  their  number  he  proclaims ; 

Tells  from  what  pool  the  noblest  had  been  dragg*)!; 

And  where  the  very  monarch  of  the  brook, 

After  long  straggle,  had  escaped  at  last,  — 

Stealing  altemately  at  them  and  us 

(As  doth  his  comrade  too)  a  look  of  pride: 

And,  verily,  the  silent  creatures  made 

A  splendid  sight,  together  thus  enused; 

Dead,  —  but  not  eulBed  or  deform^  by  death, 

That  seem'd  to  pity  what  he  could  not  spare 

But,  0,  the  animation  in  the  mien 
Of  those  two  boys !  yea  in  the  very  words 
With  which  the  yonng  narrator  was  inspired, 
When,  as  our  questions  led,  he  told  at  large 
Of  that  day's  prowess  I    Him  might  I  compare. 
His  looks,  tones,  gestures,  eager  eloquence, 
To  a  bold  brook  mat  splits  for  better  speed, 
And  at  the  self-same  moment  works  its  way 
Through  many  chanoels,  over  and  anon 
Parted  and  re-nnited :  his  compeer. 
To  the  still  lake,  whose  stillness  w  to  sight 
As  beautiful,  —  as  grateful  to  the  mind.  — 
But  to  what  object  ehall  the  lovely  Girl 
Be  liken'd  ? — she  whose  countenance  and  air 
Unite  the  graceful  qualities  of  both. 
Even  as  she  shares  the  )>ridc  and  joy  of  both. 

My  grey-hair'd  Eriend  was  moved;  his  vivid  eye 
Glisten'd  with  tondei'ness ;  his  mind,  I  knew. 
Was  full;  and  had,  I  doubted  not,  retiirnM, 
Upon  this  impulse,  to  the  theme — erewhile 
Abruptly  broken  ofl.    The  ruddy  boys 
Withdrew,  on  summons  to  their  well-earn'd  meal; 
And  He, — to  whom  all  tongues  rcsign'd  their  rights 
With  willingness,  to  whom  the  geneml  cur 
Listen'd  with  readier  patience  than  to  strain 
Of  music,  Inte  or  harp,  a  long  delight 
That  ceased  not  when  his  voice  had  ceased, — as  one 
Who  from  truth's  central  point  serenely  views 
The  compass  of  his  nTgnment,  began 
Mildly,  and  with  a  clear  and  steely  tone. 
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DIBOOUBBE   OE   THE  WANDERER,    AND   AN    ETEKINO  VISIT    TO 
THE  LAKE. 

"  To  ©yery  Form  of  being  is  assigu'd," 

Tlins  calmly  spake  the  Tenerable  Sage, 

"  An  aeiiva  Pnnciple :  —  howe'er  removed 

From  sense  and  oDseiration,  it  subsists 

In  all  things,  in  all  natures;  in  the  stars 

Of  azure  heaven,  the  utienduring  clouds, 

In  flower  and  tree,  in  every  pebHy  stone 

That  paves  tlie  brooks,  the  stationiny  rucks. 

The  moving  waters,  and  th'  invisible  air. 

Whate'er  exists  hath  properties  that  spread 

Beyond  itself,  communicating  good, 

A  simple  blessing,  or  with  evil  mix'd; 

Spirit  that  knows  no  insulated  spot. 

No  chasm,  no  solitude;  from  linlc  to  link 

It  circulates,  the  Soul  of  all  the  worlds. 

This  is  the  freedom  of  the  universe; 

Unfolded  still  the  more,  more  visible. 

The  more  we  know;  and  yet  is  reverenced  least. 

And  leust  respected  in  the  human  Mind, 

Its  most  apparent  home.    The  food  of  hope 

Is  meditated  action^  robb'd  of  this 

Her  sole  Bupport,  she  languishes  and  dies. 

"We  perish  also ;  for  we  live  by  hope 

And  by  desire ;  we  see  by  the  glad  light 

And  breathe  the  sweet  air  of  mturity ; 

And  so  we  live,  or  else  we  have  no  life. 

To-morrow — nay  perchaucc  this  very  hour 

(For  every  moment  hath  its  own  to-morrow  I) 

Those  blooming  Boys,  whose  hearts  are  almogt  sick 

With  present  triumph,  will  be  sure  to  find 

A  field  before  them  freshen'd  with  the  dew 

Of  other  expectations ; — in  which  course 

Their  happy  year  aping  round.    The  youth  obeys 

A  like  glad  impulse ;  and  somoves  toe  man 

'Mid  all  his  apprehensions,  cares,  and  fears,— 

Or  so  he  ought  to  move.    Ah  1  why  in  age 

Do  we  revert  so  fondly  to  the  walks- 

Of  childhood,  but  that  there  the  Soul  discerns 

The  dear  memorial  footsteps  nnimpair'd 

Of  her  own  native  vigour ;  tlience  can  hear 
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fifiverberstiona ;  and  a  choral  song, 
Commingling  with  the  incenso  that  ascends, 
Undaunted,  toward  th'  ImpenBhable  heavens 
From  her  own  lonely  altar? 

Do  not  think 
Tlie  good  and  wise  ever  will  be  allow'd, 
Though  Bti»ngtli  decay,  to  breathe  in  Bucli  estate 
As  shall  divide  them  wholly  from  the  stir 
Of  hopeful  nature.     Ktghtly  ia  it  8uid 
That  Man  descends  into  the  Vale  of  years; 
Yet  have  I  thought  that  we  might  also  speak, 
And  not  presumptuously,  I  trust,  of  Age, 
As  of  a  final  Eminence;  thongh  bare 
In  aspect  and  forbidding,  yet  a  point 
On  which  'tis  not  imposaiblo  to  sit 
In  awful  sovereignty;  a  place  of  power, 
A  throne,  that  may  bo  liken'd  unto  his 
Who,  in  some  placid  day  of  Summer,  looks 
Down  from  a  mountain-top,  —  say  one  of  those 
Hi^h  peaks  that  bound  the  vale  where  now  we  are. 
Famt,  and  diminish'd  to  the  gazing  eye. 
Forest  and  field,  and  hill  and  dale  appear. 
With  all  the  shapes  over  their  surface  spread: 
But,  while  the  gross  and  visible  frame  of  tblnga 
Relinquishes  its  hold  upon  the  sense,  -■ 

Yea,  almost  on  the  Mind  herself,  and  seems 
All  unaubstantialized,  —  how  loud  the  voice 
Of  waters,  with  invi^rated  peal 
From  the  full  river  in  the  vale  below. 
Ascending  I     For  on  that  superior  height 
Who  aits,  ia  disencnmber'd  fr<Hn  the  press 
Of  near  obstructions,  and  is  privileged 
To  breathe  in  solitude,  above  the  host 
Of  ever-humming  insects,  'mid  thin  air 
That  suits  not  them.    The  murmur  of  the  leaves 
Many  and  idle  visits  not  his  ear: 
This  he  is  freed  from,  and  from  thousand  notes 
(Not  less  unceasing,  not  less  vain  than  the.se) 
By  which  the  finer  passages  of  sense 
Are  oocnpied ;  and  the  Soul,  that  would  incline 
To  listen,  ia  prevented  or  deterr'd. 

And  may  it  not  be  hoped  that,  placed  by  age 
In  like  removal,  tranquil  thongh  severe. 
We  are  not  so  removed  for  utter  lose ; 
But  for  some  favour,  suited  to  our  need  ? 
What  more  than  that  the  severing  should  confer 
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Fresh  power  to  commune  with  th'  iiiTisiWo  world. 

And  hear  tlie  mighty  stream  of  tendency 

Uttering,  for  elovation  of  our  thought, 

A  clear  sonorous  voice,  inaudible 

To  the  vast  mnltitude ;  whose  doom  it  is 

To  run  the  giddy  ronnd  of  Tain  delight. 

Or  fret  and  labour  on  the  Plain  below. 

But,  if  to  such  sablimo  ascent  the  hopes' 
Of  Man  may  rise,  as  to  a  welcome  close 
And  termination  of  his  mortal  course ; 
Them  only  can  such  hope  inspire  whose  minda 
Have  not  been  starved  by  absolute  neglect; 
Nor  bodies  erush'd  by  unremitting  toil ; 
To  whom  kind  Nature  therefore  may  afford 
Proof  of  the  sacrod  love  sLo  bears  for  all; 
Whose  birthright  Reason  therefore  njay  eiisar& 
For  me,  coneuTting  what  I  feel  within, 
In  times  when  most  existence  with  herself 
Is  satisfied,  I  cannot  bat  believe 
That,  far  as  kindly  Nature  hath  free  scope 
And  Reason's  sway  predominates,  even  so  far 
Country,  society,  and  time  itself. 
That  saps  the  individual's  bodily  frame, 
And  lays  the  generations  low  in  dnst, 
Do,  by^h'  almight;^  Ruler's  grace,  partake 
Of  one  matemsd  spirit,  bringing  forth 
And  cherishing  with  ever-constant  love. 
That  tires  not,  nor  betrays.     Our  life  is  tum'd 
Out  of  her  course,  wherever  man  is  made 
An  offering  or  a  sacrifice,  a  tool 
Or  implement,  a  passive  thing  employed 
As  a  brute  mean,  without  acknowledgment 
Of  common  right  or  interest  in  the  end ; 
Used  or  abused,  as  eelfishness  may  prompt. 
Say,  what  can  follow  for  a  ratiouiil  soul 
Perverted  thus,  but  weakness  in  all  good, 
And  strength  in  evil  F    Hence  au  after-call 
For  chastisement,  and  custody,  and  bonds, 
And  oft-times  Death,  avenger  of  the  past. 
And  the  sole  guardian  in  whose  hands  wo  dare 
Entrast  the  future.  —  Not  for  these  sad  issues 
Was  Man  created ;  but  to  obey  the  law 
Of  life,  and  hope,  and  action.    And  'tis  known  ' 
That  when  we  stand  upon  our  native  soil, 
Unelbow'd  by  such  objects  as  oppress 
Our  active  powers,  those  powers  themselves  become 


THE  EXCUKSION.  489 

Strong  to  subvert  our  noxious  qualities: 
They  sweep  distemper  from  the   busy  day, 
And  make  the  chahco  of  the  big  round  year 
Siun  o'er  with  gladness ;  whence  the  Being  moves 
In  beauty  through  the  world ;  and  all  who  see 
Bloas  him,  rejoicing  in  his  neighbourhood." 

"Then,"  said  the  Solitary,  "by  what  force 
Of  language  shall  a  feeling  heart  ezpreBS 
Ker  sorrow  for  that  multitude  in  whom 
We  look  for  health  from  seeds  that  have  been  sown 
In  sickness,  and  for  increase  in  a  power 
That  works  but  by  extinction?     On  themselres 
They  cannot  lean,  nor  turn  to  their  own  hearts 
To  know  what  they  must  do ;  their  wisdom  ia 
To  look  into  the  eyes  of  others,  thence 
To  be  iaatmcted  what  they  must  avoid : 
Or  rather,  let  us  saj,  how  least  observed. 
How  with  most  c^uiet  and  most  silent  death. 
With  the  least  taint  and  injury  to  the  air 
Th'  oppressor  breathes,  their  human  form  divine, 
And  their  immortal  soul,  may  waste  away." 

The  Sage  rejoin'd,  "I  thank  you, — you  have  spared 
My  voice  the  utterance  of  a  keen  regret, 
A  wide  compassion  which  with  you  I  ahiu-e. 
When,  heretofore,  I  placed  before  your  sight 
A  Little-one,  subjected  to  the  arts 
Of  modem  ingenuity,  and  mode 
The  senseless  member  of  a  vast  machine, 
Serving  as  doth  a  spindle  or  a  wheel ; 
Think  not  that,  pitying  him,  I  could  forget 
The  rustic  Boy  who  wulks  the  fields,  untaught ; 
The  slave  of  ignorance,  and  oft  of  want. 
And  miserable  hunger.     Much,  too  much. 
Of  this  unhappy  lot,  in  early  youth 
We  both  have  witnesa'd,  —  lot  which  I  myself 
Shared,  though  in  mild  and  merciful  degreo: 
Yet  was  the  mind  to  hindrances  exposed. 
Through  which  I  struggled,  not  without  distress 
And  sometimes  injury,  liko  a  Iamb  cnthrall'd 
'Mid  thorns  and  brambles;  or  a  bird  tliat  breaks 
Through  a  strong  net,  and  mounts  upon  the  wind. 
Though  with  her  plumes  impair'd.    If  they,  whose  soula 
Should  open  while  they  range  the  richer  fields 
Of  merry  England,  are  obstructed  leas 
By  indigence,  their  ignorance  is  not  lees. 
Nor  less  to  be  deplored.    For  who  can  doubt 
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That  ions  of  ihousandH  at  thie  day  exist 
Such  as  tho  boj  you  painted,  lineal  heirg 
Of  those  who  ouce  were  vassals  of  her  soil, 
Following  its  fortunes  like  the  beasts  or  trees 
Which  it  sustain'd.    But  no  one  takes  delight 
In  this  oppression;  none  are  proud  of  it; 
It  bears  no  sounding  name,  nor  ever  bore; 
A  standing  grievauce,  an  indigenous  ^ice 
Of  eveiy  country  nnder  heaven.    My  thoughts 
Were  tnrn'd  to  evils  that  are  new  and  chosen, 
A  bondage  lurking  under  aliape  of  good, — 
Arts,  in  themselves  beneficent  and  kind. 
But  all  too  fondly  follow'd  and  too  far;  — 
To  victims,  which  the  merciful  can  see. 
Nor  think  that  they  are  victims;  tnrn'd  to  wrongs. 
By  women,  who  have  children  of  their  own, 
Belidd  without  compassion,  yea,  with  praise  I 
I  spake  of  mischief  by  the  wise  diSusea 
With  gladness,  thinkmg  that  the  more  it  spreads 
The  healthier,  the  secui-er,  we  become; 
Delusion  which  a  moment  may  destroy  I 
Lastly,  I  mourn'd  for  those  whom  I  had  seen 
Corrupted  and  cast  down,  on  favour'd  ground. 
Where  cirenmstanee  and  nature  had  combined 
To  shelter  innocence  and  cherish  love ; 
Who,  but  for  this  intrusion,  would  have  lived, 
Possesa'd  of  health,  and  strength,  and  peace  of  mind; 
Thus  would  have  lived,  or  never  have  been  bom. 
Alas  I  what  differs  more  than  man  from  man! 
And  wlience  that  difference  ?  whence  bat  from  himself? 
For  see  the  universal  Race  endow'd 
With  the  same  upright  form  1  —  The  Sao  is  fii'd. 
And  th'  infinite  magnificence  of  heaven 
Fix'd,  within  reacli  of  every  human  eye ; 
Tlie  sleepless  octian  murmurs  for  all  ears; 
The  vernal  field  infuses  fiesh  delight 
Into  all  hearts.    Throughout  the  world  of  sens^ 
Even  as  an  object  is  sublime  or  fair, 
That  object  is  laid  open  t#.the  view 
Without  reserve  or  vdl ;  and  as  a  power 
Is  salutary,  or  an  infiuence  sweet, 
Are  each  and  all  enabled  to  perceive 
That  power,  that  influence,  by  impartial  law. 
Gifts  nobler  are  vouchsafed  alike  to  all ; 
Keasou,  and,  with  that  reason,  smiles  and  tears; 
Imagination,  freedom  in  the  will; 
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Conscience  to  guide  and  check;  nnd  dcAth  to  bo 

Foretasted,  immortality  conceived 

By  alt,  —  a  blissful  immortality, 

To  them  whose  holiness  on  E^irth  shall  make 

The  Spirit  capable  of  Heaven,  assured. 

Strange,  then,  nor  less  than  monstrous,  might  be  dcem'd 

The  failure,  if  th'  Almighty,  to  this  point 

Liberal  and  undistingntshing,  should  hide 

The  excellence  of  moral  qunlitiea 

From  common  understanding;  leaving  tmth 

And  virtue  difficult,  abstruse,  and  dark; 

Hard  to  be  won,  and  only  by  a  few ; 

Strange,  should  lie  deal  lierein  with  nice  respects, 

And  frustrate  all  the  rest !     Believe  it  not : 

The  primal  duties  shine  aloft  —  like  stars ; 

The  charities  that  soothe,  and  heal,  and  bless. 

Are  scatter'd  at  the  feet  of  Man  —  like  flowers. 

The  generous  inclination,  the  just  rule, 

Kind  wishes,  and  good  actions,  and  pure  thoughts, — 

No  mystery  is  herel    Here  is  no  boon 

For  high,  —  yet  not  for  low ;  for  proudly  graced,  — 

Yet  not  for  meek  of  heart.    The  smoke  ascends 

To  heaven  as  lightly  from  the  cottage-hearth 

As  from  the  haughtiest  palace.     He  whose  soul 

Ponders  this  true  equality  may  walk 

The  fields  of  earth  with  gratitude  and  hope; 

Yet,  in  that  meditation,  will  he  find 

Motive  to  sadder  grief,  as  wo  have  found ; 

Lamenting  ancient  virtues  overthrown. 

And  for  th'  injustice  grieving,  that  hath  made 

So  wide  a  difference  between  man  and  man. 

Then  let  us  rather  fix  our  gladden'd  thoughts 
Upon  the  brirfiter  scene.    How  blest  that  pair 
Of  blooming  Boys,  (whom  we  beheld  even  now,) 
Blest  iu  their  several  and  their  common  lot! 
A  few  short  hours  of  each  returning  day 
The  thriving  prisoners  of  their  viliage-sebool ; 
And  thence  let  loose,  to  seek  their  pleasant  homes 
Or  range  the  grassy  lawn  in  vacancy ; 
To  breathe  and  to  be  happy,  run  and  shout, 
Idle, — but  no  delay,  no  harm,  no  loss; 
For  every  genial  power  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
Through  all  the  seasons  of  the  changeful  year. 
Obsequiously- doth  take  upon  herself 
To  labour  for  them ;  bringing  each  in  turn 
The  tribute  of  enjoyment,  knowledge,  health, 
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Beauty,  or  strength  I    Such  priTilege  is  Hicirs, 

Gvautod  alike  in  tli'  uutsct  of  their  course 

To  both ;  and,  if  that  partnerabip  must  cease, 

I  erieye  not,"  to  the  Pastor  here  he  tum'd, 

"  Much  as  1  glory  in  that  child  of  yours, 

Bepine  not  for  his  cottage-comrade,  whom 

Belike  no  higher  destiny  awaits 

Than  th'  old  hereditary  wish  fulflll'd; 

The  wish  for  liberty  to  live,  —  content 

Withwhat  Heaven  grants,  and  die,  in  peace  of  mind. 

Within  the  bosom  of  his  native  vale. 

At  least,  whatever  fate  the  noon  of  life 

Eeserres  for  either,  sure  it  is  that  both 

Have  been  permitted  to  enjoy  the  dawn ; 

Whether  regarded  aa  a  jocnnd  time, 

That  in  its^  may  terminate,  or  lead 

In  conrse  of  nature  to  a  sober  eve. 

Both  have  been  fairly  dealt  with ;  looking  back 

They  will  allow  that  justice  has  in  them 

Been  shown,  alike  to  body  and  to  mind." 

He  paused,  as  if  revolvmg  in  his  soul 
Some  weighty  matter ;  then,  with  fervent  voice 
And  an  impassion'd  majesty,  exclaim'd; 

"  0,  for  Oie  coming  of  that  glorious  time 
When,  prizing  knowledge  as  her  noblest  wealth 
And  best  protection,  this  imperial  Realm, 
While  she  exacts  allegiance,  shall  admit 
An  obligation,  on  her  part,  to  teach 
Them  who  arc  bom  to  serve  her  and  obey ; 
Binding  herself  by  statute  to  secure 
For  all  the  children  whom  her  soil  maintains 
The  rudiments  of  letters,  and  inform 
The  mind  with  moral  and  religious  truth. 
Both  understood  and  practised:  so  that  none, 
However  destitute,  be  left  to  droop 
By  timely  culture  unaustain'd ;  or  mn 
Into  a  wild  disorder;  or  be  forced 
To  drudge  through  a  weary  life  without  the  help 
Of  intellectual  implements  and  tools; 
A  savage  horde  among  the  civilized, 
A  eervde  band  among  the  lordly  free! 
This  sacred  right  the  lisping  babe  proclaima 
To  be  inherent  in  him,  by  Heaven's  will. 
For  the  protection  of  his  innocence ; 
And  the  rude  boy  —  who,  having  overpast 
The  sinless  age,  by  conscience  is  enroll'd, 
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Yet  matinoasly  knits  bis  angry  brow, 

And  lifts  his  wilful  hand  on  misch'ief  beat, 

Or  tuma  the  godlike  faculty  of  speech 

To  impioQS  use  —  by  process  indirect 

Declares  his  dne,  while  he  makes  known  his  need. 

This  sacred  right  is  frnitlessly  announced, 

This  uaiTcrsarplea  in  Tain  addressed, 

To  eyes  and  ears  of  parents  who  themselres 

Did,  in  the  time  of  their  necessity, 

Urge  it  in  vain;  and  therefore,  like  a  prayer 

Tlut  from  the  humblest  floor  ascends  to  Heaven, 

It  mounts  to  reach  the  State's  parental  ear; 

Who,  if  indeed  she  own  a  mother's  heart. 

And  be  not  most  unfeelingly  devoid 

Of  gratitude  to  Providence,  will  grant 

Th'  unquestionable  good,  —  which  England,  safe 

From  interference  of  external  force. 

May  grant  at  leisure ;  without  risk  incurr'd 

That  what  in  wisdom  for  herself  sho  doth, 

Others  sliall  e'er  be  able  to  nndo. 

Look!  and  behold,  from  GalpS's  snnbamt  cliffs 
To  the  Sat  margin  of  the  Baltic  sea,* 
Long-re veroncod  titles  cast  away  as  weeds; 
Laws  overtnm'd ;  and  territory  spht, 
Like  fields  of  ice  rent  by  the  polar  wind. 
And  forced  to  join  in  less  obnoxious  shapes 
Which,  ere  thoy  gain  conaietence,  by  a  gust 
Of  the  same  breath  are  shatter'd  and  destroy'd. 
Meantime  the  sovereignty  of  these  fair  Isles 
Kemaina  entire  and  indivisible: 
And,  if  that  ignoi-ance  were  removed  which  breeds 
Within  the  compass  of  their  several  shores 
Dark  discontent  or  loud  commotion,  each 
Might  still  preserve  the  beautiful  repose 
Of  heavenly  bodies  shining  in  their  spheres. — 
The  discipline  of  slavery  is  unknown 
Among, us,  —  hence  the  more  do  we  require 
The  discipline  of  virtue;  order  else 
Cannot  subsist,  nor  confidence,  nor  peace. 
Thus,  duties  rising  out  of  good  possest, 
And  prudent  caution  needful  to  avert 
Impending  evil,  equally  require 
That  the  whole  people  should  be  taught  and  train'd. 
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So  shall  licentioiisiieBS  and  black  reeolve 
Be  rooted  out,  and'virtuous  liabita  take 
Their  place ;  and  genuine  piety  descead. 
Like  an  inheritajiee,  from  age  to  age. 

With  each  foondatioiis  laid,  avaont  the  fear 
Of  nambers  crowded  on  their  native  soil. 
To  the  prevention  of  all  healthful  growth 
Through  mutual  injury  1    Bather  in  the  law 
Of  increase  and  the  mandate  from  above 
Bejoice!  —  and  ye  have  special  cause  for  joy. 
For,  aa  the  element  of  air  affords 
An  easy  passage  to  th'  iudustrious  bees 
Fraught  with  their  burthens;  and  a  way  as  smooth 
For  tnoBQ  ordain'd  to  take  their  sounding  flight 
From  the  throng'd  hive,  and  settle  where  they  list 
In  fresh  abodes,' —  their  labonr  to  renew ; 
So  the  wide  waters,  open  to  the  power, 
The  will,  the  instincts,  and  appointed  needs 
Of  Britain,  do  invite  her  to  cast  oS 
Her  swarms,  and  in  succession  send  them  forth; 
Bonnd  to  establish  new  communities 
On  every  shore  whose  aspect  favours  hope 
Or  bold  adventure ;  promising  to  skill 
And  perseverance  their  deserved  reward. 

Yes,"  he  continued,  kindling  as  he  spake, 
"Ohange  wide,  and  deep,  and  silently  performed. 
This  Land  shall  witness ;  and,  as  days  roll  on, 
Earth's  universal  frame  shall  feel  th'  effect; 
Even  till  the  smallest  habitable  rock. 
Beaten  by  lonely  billows,  hear  the  songs 
Of  humanised  society ;  and  bloom 
With  civil  arts,  that  shall  breathe  forth  their  fragrance, 
A  grateful  tribute  to  all-ruling  Heaven. 
From  culture,  unexclusively  bestow'd 
On  Albion's  noble  Bace  in  freedom  bom, 
Expect  these  mighty  issues :  from  the  p^ns 
And  faithful  care  of  unambitiona  schoels 
Instructing  simple  childhood's  ready  oar: 
llience  lookior  these  magnifloeot  results  I  — 
Vast  the  circumference  of  hope, — and  ye 
Are  at  its  centre,  British  Lawgivers; 
Ah  I  sleep  not  there  in  shameT    Shall  Wisdom's  voioe 
From  ont  the  bosom  of  these  troubled  times 
Bepeat  tbe  dictates  of  her  calmer  mind^ 
And  shall  the  venerable  halls  ye  fill 
Bef  use  to  echo  the  sublime  decree  P 
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Trust  not  to  partial  care  a  general  good ; 
Transfer  not  to  fnturity  a  work 
Of  argent  need.    Yoar  country  most  complete 
Her  glorious  destiny.    Begin  even  now, 
Kow,  when  oppression,  like  th'  Egyptian  plague 
Of  dai'kness,  stretch'd  o'er  guilty  liuropo,  makes 
The  brightness  more  conspicuous  that  inveeta 
The  happy  Island  where  ye  think  and  act ; 
Xow,  wnen  destruction  is  a  prime  pursuit, 
Show  to  the  wretched  nations  for  what  end 
The  powers  of  civil  polity  were  given." 

Abruptly  here,  but  with  a  graceful  air, 
The  Sage  oroke  off.     No  sooner  had  he  ceased 
Than,  looking  forth,  the  gentle  Lady  said, 
"  Behold  the  shades  of  afternoon  have  fallen 
Upon  this  flowery  slope;  and  see  —  beyond  — 
The  silvery  lake  is  streak'd  with  placid  blue ; 
As  if  preparing  for  the  peace  of  evening. 
How  temptingly  the  landscape  shines  1    The  air 
Breathes  invitation ;  easy  is  the  walk 
To  the  lake's  margin,  where  a  boat  lies  moor'd 
Under  a  sheltering  tree."  —  Upon  this  hint 
We  rose  together:  all  were  pleased ;  but  most 
The  beauteous  girl,  whose  cheek  was  flushed  with  joy. 
Light  as  a  sunbeam  glides  along  the  hills 
She  vanish'd,  eager  to  impart  the  scheme 
To  her  loved  brother  and  hie  shy  compeer, 
Now  was  there  bustle  in  the  Vicar's  house 
And  earnest  preparation,  —  Forth  we  went. 
And  down  the  vale  along  the  streamlet's  edge 
Pursued  our  way,  a  broken  company. 
Mute  or  conversing,  single  or  in  pairs. 
Thus  having  reached  a  bridge,  that  overarch'd 
The  hasty  nvulet  where  it  lay  becalm'd 
In  a  deep  pool,  by  happy  chance  we  saw 
A  twofold  image;  on  a  grassy  bank 
A  snow-white  ram,  and  in  the  crystal  flood 
Another  and  the  same  I    Most  beautiful, 
On  the  green  turf,  with  his  imperial  front 
Shi^y  and  bold,  and  wreathed  horns  enperb. 
The  oreathiug  creature  stood ;  as  beautiful, 
Beneath  him,  shew'd  his  shadowy  counterpart. 
Each  had  his  glowing  mountains,  each  his  aky, 
And  each  seem'd  centre  of  his  own  fair  world ; 
Antipodes  unconscious  of  each  other. 
Yet,  in  partition,  with  their  sereral  ^heres, 
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Blended  in  perfect  Btillneas,  to  our  sight  I 

"  Ah !  what  a  pity  were  it  to  disperse, 
Or  to  disturb,  so  fair  a  spectacle, 
And  yet  a  breath  caa  do  it ! " 

These  few  words 
The  Itfdy  whisper'd,  while  we  stood  and  gazcc^ 
Oather'd  together,  all  in  still  delight, 
Not  without  awe.    Theuce  {>a8siiLg  on,  she  said 
In  like  low  voice  to  my  particular  ear, 
"  I  love  to  hear  that  eloquent  old  Man 
Poor  forth  his  meditations,  and  descant 
On  human  life  from  infancy  to  age. 
How  {tare  his  spirit  I  in  what  vivid  hues 
His  mind  gives  back  the  various  forma  of  things. 
Caught  in  their  fairest,  happiest  attitude  1 
While  he  is  speaking,  I  have  power  to  see 
Even  as  he  sees ;  but,  when  his  voice  hath  ceased. 
Then,  with  a  sigh,  sometimes  I  feel,  as  now, 
That  combinations  so  serene  and  bright 
Cannot  be  lasting  in  a  world  like  ours, 
Whose  highest  beauty,  beautiful  as  it  is, 
Like  that  reflected  in  yon  quiet  pool. 
Seems  but  a  fleeting  snn-beam's  gift,  whose  peace 
The  soflerance  only  of  a  breath  of  air ! " 

More  had  she  said,  but  sportive  shouts  were  heard 
Sent  from  the  jocund  hearts  of  those  two  Boys, 
Who,  bearing  each  a  basket  on  his  arm, 
Down  the  green  field  came  tripping  after  us. 
With  caution  we  erabarfd ;  and  now  the  pair 
For  prouder  service  were  addrest;  but  each, 
Wishful  to  leave  an  opening  for  my  choice, 
Dropp'd  the  light  oar  his  eag«r  hand  had  seized. 
Thanks  given  for  that  becoming  courtesy, 
Their  place  I  took,  —  and  for  a  grateful  office 
Pregnant  with  recoHections  of  the  time. 
When,  on  thy  bosom,  spacious  Windermere  I 
A  Youth,  I  practised  this  delightful  art; 
ToBS'd  on  the  waves  alone,  or  ^id  a  crew 
Of  joyous  comrades.    Soon  as  the  reedv  marge 
Waa  clear'd,  I  dipp'd,  with  arms  accoraant,  oara 
Free  from  obstruction ;  and  the  boat  advanced 
Through  crystal  water,  smoothly  as  a  hawk 
That,  disentangled  from  the  shady  boughs 
Of  some  thick  wood,  her  place  of  covert,  cleaves 
With  corraspondent  wings  th'  abyss  of  air. — 
"  Observe"  the  Vicar  saio,  "  yon  rocky  isle 
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With  birch-trees  fringed  :  my  hand  shall  gnide  the  helm, 

While  thitherward  we  shape  oar  course ;  or  while 

We  seek  that  other,  on  the  western  shore; 

Where  the  bare  colamnB  of  those  lofty  firs. 

Supporting  gracefnlly  a  massy  dome 

Of  sombre  foliage,  seem  to  imitate 

A  Grecian  temple  rising  from  the  Deep." 

"Tom  where  we  may,"  said  I,  "we  cannot  err 
In  this  delicions  region."  —  Cnltnred  slopes. 
Wild  tracts  of  forest-gronnd,  and  scatterd  groves, 
And  mountains  bare,  or  clothed  with  ancient  woods, 
Snrrounded  ns;  and,  as  we  held  onr  way 
Along  the  level  of  the  glassy  flood, 
They  ceased  not  to  surronnd  as ;  change  of  place, 
From  kindred  features  diversely  combined. 
Producing  change  of  beauty  ever  new.  — 
Ah  I  that  such  beauty,  varying  in  the  light 
Of  living  Nature,  cannot  be  portraj'd 
By  words,  nor  by  the  pencil's  silent  skill ; 
But  is  the  property  of  him  alone 
Who  hath  beheld  it,  noted  it  with  care. 
And  in  his  mind  recorded  it  with' love ! 
Suffice  it,  therefore,  if  the  rural  Muse 
Vouchsafe  sweet  influence,  while  her  Poet  speaks 
Of  trivial  occupations  well  devised. 
And  unsought  pleasures  springing  np  by  chance; 
As  if  some  friendly  Genius  had  ordain'd 
That,  as  the  day  thus  far  had  been  enrich'd 
By  acqnisitioD  of  sincere  detighb. 
The  same  should  he  coutinu^  to  its  close. 

One  spirit  animating  old  and  yonng, 
A  gipsy-fire  we  kindled  on  the  shore 
Of  the  fair  Isle  with  bireh-trees  fringed;  and  there. 
Merrily  seated  in  a  ring,  partook 
A  choice  repast,  —  served  hy  our  yonng  companions 
With  rival  eamestneas  and  kindred  glee.  pake ; 

Lannch'd  from  our  hands  the  smooth  stone  skimm  d  the 
With  shouts  we  raised  the  echoes;  —  stiller  sounds 
The  lovely  Girl  supplied,  —  a  simple  song, 
Whose  low  tones  reach'd  not  to  the  distant  rocks 
To  be  repeated  thence,  but  gently  sank 
Into  ournearts ;  and  charm  d  the  peaceful  flood. 
Ilapaciously  we  gather'd  flowery  spoils 
From  land  and  water ;  lilies  of  each  hue, 
Golden  and  white,  that  float  upon  the  waves. 
And  court  the  wind;  and  leaves  of  that  shy  plant, 
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Blended  in  perfect  etillneBS,  to  our  Big>'   ™^' . ,   ,, 
..  Ah  1  whST.  pit,  were  it  to  dispe-     •«  "*"*> 
Or  to  disturb.  Bo  fair  a  Bpeolacle,        j|5  ,1,  "St 
And;etab«»thc«do1t!»    ,    .i^J^IJ^P'"' 

The  L.d,  rtisper'a,  while  w  „■'"•*''  '^°" 
Oather-d  together,  all  in  tf  i.'7„  „,  .  j  .  „, 

^'r«'»°'»^«-'lfr»i.rigMTg'»rTi.h,   ■ 

In  like  low  TO.CO  to  >>i'^,ted  on  the  heaoh,- 
I-    tor  shall  the  fanniDg  breeze 
,-  ^jiat  care  we  for  thia, 
fsiin'd  ?    Behold  an  emblem  here 
^ure,  and  all  mortal  joys  I 
iremeditated  slight 
no  longer  needed,  see 
irse  of  Enman  gratitude  I " 
note  diaturb'd  not  the  repose 
ng.     Right  across  the  lake 
08;  then,  coasting  creek  and  bay, 
I,  and  into  thickets  j^eep, 
I  spotted  deer ;  or  raised  our  eyes 
on  which  the  careless  goat 
lide  of  dashing  waterfalls ; 
rk,  meandering  with  the  shore^ 
ige,  till  a  natnr^  pier 
Qvited  US  to  land. 
'  as  the  Pastor  led, 
n  hill's  side;  and,  as  we  clomb, 
log  oat  her  bosom,  gave 
tercepted  less  and  less, 
.dowB  and  indented  coast 
,ke,  in  compass  seen : — far  off, 
lous,  stood  the  old  Chnrcb-tower, 
ling  over  fields 
seemingly  preserved 
in  of  the  restless  world 
)ble  and  mountains  hnge. 
I  elevated  spot  supplied, 
OBB-cIad  stones,  whereon  we  conch'd 
;  admiring  quietly 
«t  of  the  scone ;  but  each 
anxious  to  make  known 
^es ;  or  to  favonrite  points 
merely  from  a  wish 
impenCect  while  unshared. 
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That  mptnrons  moment  never  eliall  I  forget 
When  these  particular  intereste  were  effaced 
From  every  mind !  —  Already  had  the  San, 
Sinking  with  less  than  ordinary  state, 
Attain'd  hia  western  bound ;  but  rays  of  light- 
Now  suddenly  diverging  from  the  orb 
Retired  behind  the  monntain-topB  or  veil'd 
By  the  dense  air —  shot  npwai-ds  to  the  crown 
Of  the  blue  firmament,  —  aloft,  and  wide: 
And  multitudes  of  little  floating  clouds. 
Through  their  ethereal  texture  pierced, — ere  we, 
Who  saw,  of  change  were  conscious,  —  had  become 
Vivid  as  fire;  clouds  separately  poised, — 
Innumerable  multitude  of  forms 
Scatter'd  throngh  half  the  circle  of  the  sky; 
And  giving  bacK,  and  shedding  each  on  each, 
"With  prodigal  communion,  the  bright  hoes 
Which  from  the  unapparent  fount  of  glory 
They  had  imbibed,  and  ceased  not  to  receiTe, 
That  which  the  heavens  displayed,  the  liqnid  deep 
KeMated ;  but  with  nnity  sabUme  1 

While  from  the  grassy  mountain's  open  side 
We  gazed,  in  silence  hush'd,  with  eyes  intent 
On  the  refulgent  spectacle  diffused 
Through  earth,  sky,  water,  and  all  visible  space. 
The  Priest  in  holy  transport  thus  exclaim'd : 

*' Eternal  Spirit!  universal  God! 
Power  inaccessible  tc  human  thought, 
Save  by  degrees  and  steps  which  Then  hast  deign'd 
To  furnish;  for  this  effluence  of  ThyBelf, 
To  the  iufirmity  of  mortal  sense 
Vouchsafed;  this  local  transitory  type     ' 
Of  Thy  paternal  splendours,  and  the  pomp 
Of  those  who  fill  Thy  courts  in  highest  HeaTCB, 
The  radiant  Cherubim, —  accept  the  thanks 
Which  we,  thy  humble  Creatures,  here  convened. 
Presume  to  offer;  we  who — from  the  breaat 
Of  the  frail  Earth,  permitted  to  behold 
The  faint  reflections  only  of  Thy  face — 
Are  yet  exalted,  and  in  soul  adore! 
Such  as  they  are  who  in  Thy  presence  stand 
Unsullied,  incorruptible,  and  drink 
Imperishable  majesty  stream 'd  forth 
From  Thy  empyreal  throne,  th'  elect  of  Earth 
Shall  be, —  divested  at  th'  appointed  hour 
Of  all  dishonour,  cleansed  from  mortal  statn. 


Accomplish,  tbeo,  their  number;  and  coDclade 
Time's  weary  course!     Or  if,  by  Thy  decree, 
Tlio  consummatioQ  that  will  come  by  stealth 
Be  yet  far  distant,  let  Thy  Word  prevail, 
0 !  let  Thy  Word  prevail,  to  take  away 
The  sting  of  human  nature.     Spread  the  lav. 
As  it  is  written  in  Thy  holy  book, 
Throu^hont  all  lands :  let  every  nation  hear 
The  high  behest,  and  every  heart  obey ;    " 
Both  for  the  love  of  purity,  and  hope 
Which  it  affords,  to  such  as  do  Thy  will 
And  persevere  in  good,  that  they  shall  rise. 
To  have  a  nearer  view  of  Thee,  m  Heaveii. 
Father  of  good  I  this  prayer  in  bonnty  grant. 
In  mercy  grant  it,  to  thy  wretched  sons. 
Then,  nor  till  then,  shaU  persecution  ceaee. 
And  cruel  wars  expire.     The  way  is  mark'd. 
The  gaide  appoint«d,  and  the  ransom  paid. 
Alaef  the  nations,  who  of  yore  received 
These  tidings,  and  in  Christian  temples  meet 
The  sacred  truth  to  acknowledge,  linger  still; 
Preferring  bonds  and  darkness  to  a  state 
Of  holy  freedom,  by'redeeming  love 
Proffer'd  to  all,  while  yet  on  Earth  detain'd. 

So  fare  the  many ;  and  the  thoughtful  few. 
Who  in  the  anguish  of  their  souls  bewail 
This  dire  perverseness,  cannot  choose  but  asl^ 
Shall  it  endure  ?  —  Shall  enmity  and  strife. 
Falsehood  and  guile,  be  left  to  sow  their  seed; 
And  the  kind  never  perish?    Is  the  hope 
Fallacious,  or  shall  nghteonsness  obtain 
A  peaceable  dominion,  wide  as  Earth, 
And  ne'er  to  fail  ?     Shall  tlut  blest  day  arrive 
When  they,  whose  choice  or  Jot  it  is  to  dwell 
In  crowded  cities,  without  fear  shall  live 
Studious  of  mutual  benefit ;  and  he, 
Whom  Mom  awakens,  among  dews  and  flowers 
Of  every  clime,  to  till  the  lonely  field. 
Be  happy  in  himself  ?  —  The  law  of  faith 
Working  through  love,  such  conqaest  shall  it  gain, 
Sach  triumph  over  sin  and  guilt  achieve  ? 
Almighty  Lord,  Thy  further  grace  impart  I 
And  with  that  help  the  wonder  shall  he  seen 
Fulfill'd,  the  hope  accomplish'd ;  and  Thy  praise 
Be  sang  with  transport  and  unceasing  joy. 

Once,"  and  with  mild  demeanour,  as  he  spak^ 
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On  QB  the  venerable  Pastor  tnrn'd 

His  beaming  eve  that  had  been  raised  to  HeareD, 

"Once,  while  the  Name  Jehovah  was  a  sound 

"Within  the  circuit  of  this  sea-girt  isle 

Unheard,  the  savage  nations  bow'd  the  head 

To  Gods  delighting  in  remorseless  deeds; 

Oods  which  themselves  had  fashion'd,  to  promote 

111  purposes,  and  flatter  foul  desires. 

Then,  in  the  bosom  of  yon  mountain-cove. 

To  those  inventions  of  eormpted  man 

Mysterions  rites  were  solemnised;  and  there — 

Amid  impending  rocks  and  gloomy  woods  — 

Of  those  terrific  Idols  some  received 

Such  dismal  service,  that  the  loudest  voice 

Of  the  swoln  cataracts  (which  now  are  heard 

Soft  mnrmuring)  was  too  weak  to  overcome, 

Though  aided  by  wild  winds,  the  groans  and  sbrieka 

Of  human  victims,  offer'd  up  to  appease 

Or  to  propitiate.    And,  if  living  eyes 

Had  visionary  faculties  to  see 

The  thing  that  hath  been  as  the  thin^  that  is, 

Aghast  we  might  behold  this  crystal  Mere 

Bedimm'd  with  smoke,  in  wreaths  voluminous. 

Flung  from  the  body  of  devouring  fires, 

To  Taranis  erected  on  the  heights 

By  priestly  hands,  for  eacrifico  perform'd 

Exultingly,  in  view  of  open  day 

And  full  aggemblage  of  a  barbarous  host ; 

Or  to  Andates,  female  Power  1  who  gave 

(For  80  they  fancied)  gloriona  victory. 

A  few  rude  monnments  of  mountain -stone 

Sarvive;  all  else  is  swept  away.  —  How  biight 

Th'  appearances  of  things !    From  such,  how  changed 

Th'  existing  worship ;  and  with  those  compared, 

The  worshippers  how  innocent  and  blest  1 

So  wide  the  difference,  a  willing  mind 

Might  almost  think,  at  this  affecting  hour. 

That  Paradise,  the  lost  abode  of  man, 

Was  raised  again :  and  to  a  happy  few. 

In  its  original  beautv,  here  restored. 

Whence  but  from'Tliee,  the  true  and  only  God, 
And  from  the  faith  derived  through  Him  who  bled 
TJpon  the  cross,  this  marvellous  advance 
Of  good  from  evil ;  as  if  one  extreme 
Were  left,  the  other  gain'd.  —  0  ye,  who  come 
To  kneel  devoutly  in  yon  reverend  Pile, 
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Call'd  to  such  office  by  the  peticeful  sound 

Of  sabbath  bells;  aod  ye,  who  sleep  in  earth, 

All  carea  forgotten,  ronod  its  hallow'd  walls  I 

For  you,  in  presence  of  this  little  band 

Gather'd  together  on  the  green  liill-side, 

Your  Pastor  is  embolden'd  to  prefer 

Vocal  thanksgivings  to  th'  eternal  King ; 

Whose  love,  whose  counsel,  whose  commands,  have  mad 

Your  very  poorest  rich  in  peaoe  of  thought 

And  in  good  works ;  and  him,  who  is  endow'd 

With  scantiest  knowledge,  master  of  all  truth 

Which  the  salvation  of  his  soul  requires. 

Conscious  of  that  abundant  favour  shower'd 

On  you,  the  children  of  my  humble  care. 

And  this  dear  land,  our  country,  while  on  Earth 

We  sojourn,  have  I  lifted  up  my  son), 

Joy  giving  voice  to  fervept  gratitude. 

These  barren  rocks,  your  stem  inheritance; 

These  fertile  fields,  mat  recompenee  your  pains ; 

The  shadowy  vale,  the  sunny  mountain-top ; 

Woods  waving  in  the  wind  their  lofty  heads. 

Or  hush'd;  the  roaring  waters,  and  the  still, — 

They  see  the  offering  of  my  lifted  hands. 

They  hear  my  lips  present  their  sacrifice. 

They  know  ii  I  be  silent,  morn  or  even : 

For,  though  in  whispers  speaking,  the  full  heart 

Will  find  a  vent;  and  thought  is  praise  to  Him, — 

Audible  praise,  to  Thee,  omniscient  Mind, 

From  whom  all  gifts  deeoend,  all  blessings  flow  I " 

This  vesper-service  closed,  without  delay, 
From  that  esalted  station  to  the  plain 
Descending,  we  pursued  our  homeward  course. 
In  mute  composure,  o'er  the  shadowy  lake, 
Under  a  faded  sky.     So  trace  remaiu'd 
Of  those  celestial  splendours;  grey  the  vault, — 
Pure,  cloudless  ether;  and  the  st^r  of  eve 
Was  wanting ;  but  inferior  lights  appcar'd 
Faintly,  too  faint  almost  for  sight;  aud  soma 
Above  the  darken'd  hills  stood  boldly  forth 
In  twinkling  lustre,  ere  the  boat  attain'd 
Her  mooring-place ;  where,  to  the  sheltering  tree, 
Our  youthful  Voyagers  bound  fast  her  prow, 
With  prompt  yet  careful  hands.     This  done,  we  paced 
The  dewy  fields ;  but  ere  the  Vicar's  door 
Was  reach 'd,  the  Solitary  check'd  his  steps; 
Then,  iutermingiing  thanks,  on  each  bestow'd 
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A  farewell  salntation ;  and,  the  like 

Beceiving,  took  the  blender  path  that  leads 

To  the  one  cottage  in  the  lonclj  dell : 

But  tum'd  not  without  welcome  promise  made 

That  he  would  share  the  pleaetii^a  and  parsuita 

Of  yet  another  Sammer'B  day,'  not  loth 

To  wander  with  us  through  the  fertile  Tales, 

And  o'er  the  mountain-wasted.     "  Another  buq," 

Said  he,  "  sliall  ehino  upon  ns,  ere  we  part ; 

Another  sun,  and  peradrcnture  more ; 

If  time,  with  free  consent,  be  yours  to  give, 

And  season  favours." 

To  enfeebled  Power, 
From  this  communion  with  uninjured  Minds, 
What  renoTation  had  been  brought ;  and  what 
Degree  of  healing  to  a  wounded  spirit. 
Dejected,  and  haoitnally  disposed 
To  seek,  in  degradation  of  the  Kind, 
Excuse  and  solace  for  her  own  defects ; 
How  far  those  erring  notions  were  reform'd; 
And  whether  aught,  of  tendency  as  good 
And  pure,  from  further  intercourse  ensued; 
This  —  if  delightful  hopes,  as  heretofore. 
Inspire  the  serious  song,  and  g^itle  Hearts 
Cherish,  and  lofty  Minds  approve  the  past  — 
My  future  labours  may  not  leave  untold. 

S  Wban  t  reported  this  promiM  oT  the  Solitary,  and  long  Bfter,  It  ivoa  kit  wiah. 
and  I  migbt  say  lotenlioii,  that  we  should  nwnmo  our  wsoili^rings,  niiil  piiss  tlic  Bor- 
dere  into  his  nadTe  country,  where,  as  I  honed,  he  might  witness,  In  tliu  society  of 
the  Wanderar,  BomereligionBeereiDony  n^ifcb.bjtrecdliDKtohleminil  thu  ilniraof 
his  eariy  cbUdbood.  when  he  had  been  preacDtoD  such  aCooHlcniBwith  hU  parenta 
Bod  muMt  Uadrad,  might  have  diewlved  hia  heart  into  teudemcBi,  ami  ao  have 


itwBni  the  Chrlsllui  tlUth  Id  which  he  huil  J 


, m  cheerflilDeM  oT  mind,  tluin  ail  thnt  tlic  Wnmier 

and  PbsIot,  by  their  sotbi^  addrMMs  and  elAitioiU,  had  baeu  abla  to  ettw*.    J 
lame  Uka  thla  waa  In  my  Inteutione.   Bat,  ttlas  I 

"  Hid  the  wreck  of  (a  and  uu. 
Things  inoompleto  and  pnrpoBea  betiay^ 
Hake  sadder  transits  o'er  tbon^f  a  oMe  slass 
Utan  oobleat  objeeta  Btteily  dec^vd.^— IwUor^  JTMm,  18IL 
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SAMUEL  TAILOE   COLERIDGE: 

SKETCH  or  HIS  LIFa 


This  "wonderftU  man"  wu  the  jonngestof  ten  childnm,  mdwubomOct 
SI,  177S,  near);  two  and  a  half  years  lai«r  than  Wordiworth.  The  place  of 
bis  birth  was  in  the  parUh  of  Otteiy  St.  Mary's,  Devonshire.  His  father,  the 
B«T.  John  Coleridge,  was  the  vicar  of  that  parish,  sad  wu  living  in  the  vioj- 
age.  He  is  said  to  have  been  very  stndionH,  absorbed  in  books,  nnknowiog 
and  regardless  of  the  world  and  its  ways,  of  simple  character  and  primitin 
manners,  and  commonly  known  as  "the  absent  man."  Notwithstandinfc  Ui 
oddities,  he  ma  a  good  faithful  Christian  pastor,  much  beloved  and  respected 
by  his  flock.  Tliongh  Samael  was  only  seven  years  old  when  his  father  died, 
he  remembered  him  to  the  last  with  deep  reverence  and  tove:  "O,  that  I  might 
BO  pass  away  if,  like  him,  I  were  an  Jsraeliie  wilhont  gnile!  The  im^i;e  of  my 
father  —  mj  revered,  kind,  learned,  simple-hearted  father — ia  a  religion  to  r™* 

Daring  his  childhood,  Coleridge  never  b'        '  '      '        ' 

his  brothers,  but  sought  refuge  by  his  mother  ,  

listen  to  the  talk  of  his  elders.  He  had  the  Bimpllcity  and  docility  of  a  child, 
bat  never  thought  or  spoke  as  a  child.  At  the  age  of  nine,  he  waa  removed  to 
Christ's  Hospital,  London,  a  large  charity  school,  intended,  says  Charles 
Lamb,  who  was  there  at  the  same  time,  "  to  keep  those  who  yet  hold  np  their 
heads  in  the  world  from  sinking."  Of  diis  removal,  Coleridge  wrote  long  after, 
wards, "  O,  what  a  change,  from  home  10  this  city  school ;  depressed,  moping, 
friendlesl,  a  poor  orphan,  half-starved  1 "  It  seems  that  for  boys  of  his  grade, 
what  was  then  catlea  "the  lower  school,"  the  snptily  of  ibod  was  at  that  time 
cruelly  insufficient ;  and  as  he  had  no  friends  within  reach,  to  make  up  the  de- 
ficiency, his  sulferings  were  sometimes  very  great.  On  holidays  in  Sammer, 
the  boys  were  very  (bnd  of  gointr  on  lutbing  excursions  to  a  stream  called  New 
River;  and  on  one  i^ those  excnrflions  Coleridge  swam  the  river  in  his  clotba, 
and  let  them  dir  on  his  back :  this  planted  ia  him  the  seeds  of  those  rhenmalie 
puns  which  didio  mtich  to  fhislrate  the  large  promise  of  his  yonth. 

Coleridge,  however,  did  not  spend  bis  time  in  idleness.  Even  then  he  wit 
•  great  devoorer  of  hooks;  and  this  appetite  was  fed  by  a  strange  incident. 
One  day,  as  he  walked  down  the  Strand,  going  with  his  arms  as  in  the  act  o{ 
twimnung,  he  touched  the  pocket  of  a  passer-by.  "  What,  so  yonng  .ind  so 
wicked  t '  exclaimed  the  stranger,  at  the  same  time  seizing  him  for  n  pick' 
pocket.  "  I  am  not  a  pickpocket,"  said  he  j  "I  only  thought  I  was  Leander 
swimming  the  Hellespont.'  The  man  was  so  stmcK  with  the  reply,  that,  in- 
stead of  handing  him  over  to  the  police,  he  subscribed  to  a  library,  that  Cole- 
ri^  might  thence  have  his  fiilf  of  books.  In  a  short  time  he  read  right 
throi^h  the  catalngue,  and  exhausted  the  Ubrarv,  Another  circumstance  pnt 
him  upon  devouring  Greek,  Latin,  and  English  books  on  medicine ;  and  he  il 
said  to  have  got  by  heart  a  whole  Latin  m^ical  dictionary.  This  carried  him 
on  into  a  deep  course  of  metaphysics;  which  set  him  for  a  time  to  sporting  infi- 
del. Dr.  Bowyer,  the  Head-master,  who  was  noted  as  a  severe  disciplinarian, 
uu  hearing  of  this,  sent  for  Coleridge.  "  So,  sirrah  I  yon  are  an  infidel,  am 
yon!  Then  I'll  flog  your  infldelity  oat  of  you."  Thereupon  he  gave  him  the 
sererest,  and  aa  Colendge  used  to  say,  the  only  just  flogging  be  ever  received. 
50i 
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Dr.  Bowjcr's  instructions  were  fllways  remembered  by  Coloriil{;ro  with  grate- 
ful a&ction.  In  bis  Biagrapkia  Liieraria,  ho  speaks  of  tbc  Uuad-mastGr  an  UDS 
■who  taught  him  to  prefer  Uomoslhenes  to  Cicero,  Uumer  ftod  Theocritus  lo 
Viigil,  and  Virgil  lu  Ovid  ;  who  accustomed  bis  pupils  lo  compare  Lacrctins, 
Terence,  and  the  porer  poems  of  Catalna,  not  only  with  "  the  lioman  pocis  of 
tbe  lilrer.  bat  even  with  those  of  the  Anfrnatan  era,  and,  on  groands  of  phiin 
sense  and  aniversal  locic,  lo  see  the  snperiority  of  the  former  in  the  truth  and 
naliveness  both  of  their  thoughts  and  diction."  —  In  his  sixteenth  year,  Cole- 
ridge's poetical  genius  began  to  pat  forth,  and  this  iu  snch  a  shape  iis  seemed 
to  mark  him  cat  for  a  life  of  poetry.     While  ha  was  in  the  upper  school,  ineta- 

Ebysics  and  controversial  theoli^  struggled  for  some  litnc  tor  the  mastery; 
nt  at  last,  owing  to  certain  happy  inflnences,  jwetry  carried  the  day,  and  for 
some  years  was  paramonnt.  I  must  diamits  his  life  at  Christ's  Hospital  with 
the  following  passage  from  Charles  Lamb  : 

"  Come  back  to  my  memory,  like  as  thou  wert  in  the  day-spring  of  mj  fan- 
cies, with  hope  like  a  fiery  column  before  thee,  —  the  dark  pillar  not  yet  lamed, 
—  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge,  Logician,  Metaphyeidan,  Bard  [  How  have  I 
seen  the  casual  passer  through  the  cloisters  stand  still,  (while  he  weighed  the 
diaproporcion  between  the  speech  and  the  garb  of  the  young  Mirandnla,)  to 
hear  thee  unfold,  in  thy  deep  and  sweet  intonations,  the  myslcriea  of  Jambli- 
chua  and  Plotinus;  for  even  then  thou  waxedst  not  pale  at  such  philosophic 
dratights  ;  or  reciting  Homer  in  bis  Greek,  or  Pindar ;  while  the  walls  of  tha 
old  Grey-friars  re-echoed  the  accents  of  the  inspired  charity  boy  I  " 

Colendge  entered  Jesus  College,  Cambridge,  in  Febraar)',  1791,  just  a  month 
after  Wordsworth  had  left  the  University.  And  in  his  case,  as  in  that  of 
Wordsworth,  it  soon  appeared  that  Cambridge  was  not  the  place  for  him,  or 
he  was  not  for  the  place.  He  never  made  much  headway  there.  As  the 
French  Revolution  was  then  in  full  career,  he  plunged  into  politics,  and  was 
carried  away  with  the  prevailing  frenzy.  "  In  the  general  conflagration,"  says 
he,  "  my  feelings  and  imagination  did  not  remain  nnkindled.  1  should  have 
been  ashamed  rather  than  proud  of  myself,  if  they  had."  At  length,  iheprcss- 
nre  of  some  college  debts,  incurred  through  his  own  inexperience,  drove  him 
to  despondency.  He  went  to  London,  and  there  seeing  an  advcrliecment  for 
recruits  to  the  lath  regiment  of  Light  Dragoons,  he  enlisted  as  a  private  under 
the  name  of  Comberbach,  and  went  to  driUinii;  in  military  horsemanship.  For 
the  grooming  of  his  horse,  and  other  like  omces,  he  was  indebted  to  his  com- 
rades, with  whom  he  was  a  great  favourite.  He  repaid  them  bywriringall  tlieir 
letters  to  their  wives  and  sweethearts.  In  the  stable,  he  bad  written  under  liis 
saddle,  the  words,  "  Ebeu,  qnam  infbrtani  miserrimnm  est  fuisso  feliecm ! " 
This  was  seen  by  a  capl^u  who  had  Latin  enough  to  translate  it,  and  heart 
enough  to  fbel  it  About  the  sama  time  he  was  seen  by  an  old  Cambridge  ac- 
quuntance,  who  infbrmcd  his  friends  :  so,  afuir  serving  some  four  months,  lis 
was  bought  off,  and  retarned  to  college ;  where  he  stajied  bat  a  short  time,  and 
finally  left  in  June,  IT94,  without  taking  a  degree. 

Soon  after,  he  fell  in  with  Southev,  and  struck  up  a  warm  friendship  with 
him ;  and  the  two  went  to  live  at  Bristol.  Though  their  characters  were  vastly 
di&rent,  their  tastes  and  opinions  were  in  full  accord.  Both  were  then  enthu- 
siastically democratic  in  politics  and  Unitarian  in  religion;  and  Soul  hey  at 
once  responded  to  the  day-dream  of  Fantisocracy  which  Coleridge  opened  to 
Iiim.  This  was  a  plan  for  founding  a  community  in  America,  where  a  band  of 
brothers  were  to  have  all  things  in  common,  and  selfishness  was  to  be  unknown. 
The  land  was  to  be  tilled  by  tho  common  toil  of  the  men  ;  their  wives,  for  all 
were  to  be  married,  were  lo  do  all  the  honschotd  work  ;  and  abundant  leisure 
was  to  remun  for  literature  and  socini  intercourse.  The  banks  of  the  Susque- 
hanna were  to  be  the  place  of  this  earthly  paradifie ;  chosen,  it  \s  said,  more  for 
the  melody  of  the  name  than  for  any  known  advanl^^s.  But  they  could  not 
dream  money  into  their  pockets,  and  without  money  the  scheme  lyould  not  go. 
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Esrljin  1799  it  was  riven  op;  snd  in  theFtllof  that  jenr  tbe  two  yonogmen 
were  married.  Coleridge  to  Sarah  Flicker,  and  Southe;  b>  her  kisier  Edith. 

The  next  few  years  were  raainly  spent  by  Coleridge  in  larious  attempu  to 
tolre  the  rather  toogh  problem  of  bread  and  batter.  Ifir«t  he  tried  lecninDg  to 
theBriuol  people  on' the  political  aubjocu  of  the  daj  and  on  rc1igioiuQue>- 
tioDS.  Then  ho  tried  the  publication  of  a  weekly  miiKellany.  Kcitlierof  theM 
brought  in  ihe  expected  returns.  The  third  enterprise  wbb  the  pnblication  of 
hia  JunaiiU  Poemt,  in  ITM,  for  the  copyright  of  which  he  reccival  thirty  gal- 
□ea«.  Uia  next  undertaking  seemed  at  lirst  to  promise  Bomething  better.  He 
ordained  hinmelf  to  the  ministry,  and  engaged  to  preach  from  time  to  time  In 
the  Unitarian  chapels  in  theneighhoorhoodof  Briaiol.  In  this  office  lie  coatin- 
ned  for  some  time,  taking  his  text*  from  tbe  Bible,  bat  his  real  ml^ectslrum  tbe 
political  events  of  the  tune.  At  Birmingham  hu  was  heard  by  Ilailitt,  who 
thus  recorded  the  matter : 

"  It  was  in  January,  179S,  that  I  rose  one  morning  before  daylight,  to  walk 
tea  miles  in  the  mud  to  hear  this  celebrated  person  preach.  Never,  the  longeat 
day  I  have  to  live,  shall  I  have  anch  another  walk  as  that  cold,  raw,  comfort- 
leas  one.  When  1  got  there  the  organ  wtu  playing  the  lOOth  Psalm,  and  when 
it  was  done  Mr.  Coleridge  arose  and  gave  ont  bis  text,  'He  departed  again 
iota  a  mountain  himself  alone.'  As  he  gave  out  this  text,  his  voice  rose  like  a 
tt[«am  of  rich  distilled  peifomes ;  and  when  he  came  to  tbe  last  two  wordi, 
which  he  pronoanced  loud,  deep,  and  diBtinct,  it  seemed  lo  me,  who  was  then 
young,  as  if  the  sound  bad  echoed  from  the  botlnm  of  the  hnuian  heart,  and  as 
if  that  prayer  might  have  Qoated  in  solemn  silence  through  the  universe.    The 

{reacher  then  lannched  into  his  subiect,  like  an  eagle  diillying  with  the  wind, 
'or  myself,  I  could  not  have  been  more  delighted  if  1  had  heard  the  mnsic  of 
the  spheres.  Poetry  and  Philosophy  had  met  together.  Truth  and  Genius  had 
embraced,  nnder  the  eye  and  aanction  of  religion.    This  was  even  beyond  my 

Of  the  first  meeting  and  life-long  friendship  of  Coleridge  and  Wordswoitli, 
some  account  is  given  in  tbe  Slutdt  of  Wordimorik't  Life.     Wordsworth  with 

bis  sister  was  then  Uvii^  at  Kacedown  in  Dorsetshire,  and  in  1797  Culeridgs 
removed  with  bis  fcmily  from  Bristol,  and  took  np  his  abode  at  Nether  Stowey, 
nnder  the  Quantock  hills.  Thus  the  two  poets  were  settled  within  cosv  rewh 
of  each  other;  and,  mainly  for  tbe  sake  of  being  still  nearer  to  Coleridge, 
Wordsworth  soon  alter  removed  to  Alfoiden. 

I  must  here  quote  Miss  Wordsworth's  description  of  Coleridge,  written  to  a 
friend  who  bad  left  Racedown  some  time  before  :  "  Yon  had  a  great  loss  in  not 
seeing  Coleridge.  He  is  a  wondeiful  man.  His  conversation  teems  with  soul, 
mind,  and  spirit.  Then  be  is  so  benevolent,  so  good-tempered,  and  chccrtnl, 
and.  like  William,  interests  himself  so  much  abotit  every  little  trifle.  At  flrsi 
I  rhonght  him  very  plain,  that  is,  for  about  three  minutes :  be  is  pale,  thin,  has 
a  wide  month,  thick  lips,  and  not  very  good  leelh,  longisb,  loose-growing,  half- 
curiing,  rough,  black  hair.  But,  if  you  hear  him  speak  for  five  minutes,  yon 
think  no  more  of  tlicm.  His  eye  is  large  and  fall,  not  very  dark,  but  grey,  — 
inch  an  eye  as  would  receive  from  a  heavy  soul  the  dullest  expression  ;  biit  it 
speaks  every  emotion  of  hia  animated  mind  ;  it  has  more  of  '  the  poet's  eye  in 
a  fine  freniy  Tolling '  than  I  ever  witnessed.  He  has  fine  dark  eyebrows,  and 
an  overhanging  forehead." 

While  living  at  Nether  Stowey,  Coleridge  shot  np  at  once  into  poetic  man- 
hood. The  A-ncieM  Marina;  the  first  part  of  Ckriilabel,  and  several  of  his  tiest 
smaller  poems  were  written  there,  la  179B,  tbe  Wedgwoods  settled  on  him 
£150  a  year  for  life  ;  which  enabled  him  to  undertake  a  tour  on  the  Continent, 
as  be  bad  for  some  time  desired  to  do.  Before  this,  however,  we  have  one 
item  which  is  sadly  significanl  in  reference  to  bis  snbseqnent  life.  He  was 
troubled  with  violent  neuralgic  pains,  which  threatened  to  overpower  him. 
"  But  I  took,"  sa;*  he,  "  between  tixiy  aod  seventy  drops  of  laudanum,  and 
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sopped  the  Cerbenu."     That  remedf  wm  mod  to  become  worse  Uiati  the 

Id  the  &11  of  1798,  Coleridge  and  the  Wordswortha  made  « trip  to  G«nnany, 
landing  at  Hamburs:.  After  an  interview  with  the  aged  KSopntock,  the  two 
poeta  ftepareted,  and  Coleridge  passed  on  to  Qottin^n,  to  attend  lectures,  ODd 
consort  with  Crerman  students  and  professors.  Of  his  eojiinm  in  Germanv,  tio 
writes,  "  I  made  the  beat  dm  of  my  time  and  means,  and  there  is  no  period  of 
my  life  to  which  I  look  back  with  Bnchanminglcd  satisfaction,"  He  was  there 
in  the  school  of  Kant  and  his  diiciplea,  who  were  then  leading  the  phiioHophic 
thought  of  Germnnj  into  new  regions.  Colerid;^  drank  deep  of  this  Bli«am, 
and  therebj  qualified  himself,  perhaps,  for  the  office  of  a  gr«at  teacher  to  his 
nation  ;  bat  it  maj  well  be  doubted  whether,  on  the  whole,  he  gained  much, 
either  Rir  himself  or  others,  by  swamping  his  line  poetic  genius  In  idoel  or 
transcendental  metaphTsics.  Be  this  as  it  may,  there  was  at  least  one  good 
result  from  his  knowledge  of  Geimau  thus  acquired.  He  retamed  to  England 
in  November,  1799,  and  his  oext  work  was  to  translate  Schiller's  Wallaalein, 
accomplishing  in  three  weeks  what  man;  competent  judges  regard  as  the  best 
translation  ever  made  of  an;  poem  into  Knglish, 

This  done,  Coleridge  joined  Wordsworth  in  a  tour  among  the  lakes  of  Cuoi- 
berland  and  Westmoreland  ;  —  his  first  sie-ht  of  English  mountains.  Aboot 
this  time  he  became  a  contributor  to  the  Jfbrnino  PiM,  and  so  eontinned  till 
the  close  of  I80S.  He  was  then  in  svnipalh;  with  Fox  and  the  Whigs,  not 
having  yet  grown  to  recognise  what  he  aflerwards  acknowledged  to  be  the 
"  transcendent  greatness  "  of  Bnrke.  But  the  progress  of  things  in  France, 
especially  as  the  military  despotism  of  Napoleon  towered  np  in  such  gigantic 
proportions,  was  rapidly  cnnng  him  of  that  delusion,  and  was  working  such 
changes  in  his  mind,  that  in  ef^t  he  soon  passed  over  to  the  side  of  the  Gov- 
ernment. Already  his  belief  in  the  Unitarian  theology  had  been  shaken  ;  and 
now  a  closer  Btnd;  of  Scripture,  together  with  his  hard  discipline  of  sufibring, 
was  not  long  in  bringing  him  back  to  the  creed  in  which  he  had  been  reared  { 
and  he  became  staunch  in  his  adhesion  to  the  faith  and  worship  of  the  Estab- 
lished Church. 

In  IBOI,  Coleridge  transferred  his  family  to  Keswick,  in  the  Lake  eountrv, 
where  they  lived  much,  if  not  most,  of  the  time  for  many  year?,  along  with  t^e 
Soathejs.  At  this  lima  the  poetic  season  of  his  genius  was  already  passing 
into  "  the  sere,  the  yellow  leaf,"  thoogh  he  was  but  thirty  years  old  ;  the  0£ 
to  DejeaioH  and  a  lew  smaller  pieces  being  all  the  poetry  that  came  from  him. 
In  the  Spring  of  1804,  he  went  to  Malta  for  his  health,  where  he  soon  became 
known  to  the  Ciovernor,  8tr  Alexander  Ball,  and  for  some  time  served  as  his 
secretary.  He  there  conceived  a  great  admiration  of  Sir  Alexander,  whose 
character  he  afierwards  painted  in  glowing  colours  in  The  Friend.  But  he  did 
not  find  at  Malta  what  he  went  in  que^t  of,  and  in  the  Fall  of  180S  he  relumed 
to  England. 

It  is  not  easy  to  keep  track  of  him  through  the  nest  ten  years.  Somelimei 
he  was  with  his  family  at  Keswick  ;  sometimes  at  Giasmerc  with  Wordsworth ; 
sometimes  in  London,  writing  for  the  Courier,  or  lecturing  at  the  Roval  Insti- 
tution. Meanwhile  his  only  work  of  real  importance  was  Tht  Frttai,  a  series 
of  weekly  essays  intended  as  a  help  to  the  formation  of  opinions  in  morals,  poli- 
tics, and  art,  grounded  on  tmo  and  permanent  principles.  The  work  was 
continued  from  June,  1809,  to  March,  ISIO,  when  it  was  given  np  bccanse  it  did 
not  pay  the  cost  of  publishing.  It  was  afterwards  recast  and  much  enlarged, 
and  published  as  a  book  in  1816 ;  and  a  most  instructive  book  it  is  too. 

Coteridge's  first  nse  of  laudanum  has  already  been  meniioncd.  At  Malta, 
opium-taking  became  a  coutirmed  habit,  and  fur  ten  years  quite  overmastered 
bira.  He  himself,  with  the  utmost  frankness,  pleads  guilty  to  the  evil  habit. 
"After  my  death,"  says  he,  "I  earnestly  entreat  that  a  full  and  unqualified 
narrative  of  my  wretchedness,  and  of  its  gfoill;  cause,  may  be  made  pubuc,  that 
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at  least  some  liitle  good  ma;  be  oSteted  bj  the  direful  esample."  He  Btrng- 
gled  hard  ottainat  the  trrant  habit,  but  without  gnccess.  At  last  he  put  him- 
ielf  ander  (he  care  of  Dr.  Gilman,  who  lired  in  a  retired  hoDse  ac  HighgaM, 
and  boarded  in  bis  familj.  Here  he  lived  for  the  remaining  eighteen  jesrs  of 
his  life,  and  with  the  good  doctor'a  help  gained  the  master;  over  himseif. 

Dnring  this  period,  the  poor,  dear,  great  man  labonrtd  with  all  his  mi(;ht 
to  make  up  for  lost  time ;  and,  wreck  as  he  was.  he  was  one  of  the  best  and 
wisest  ofEngland'e  teachers.  His  JFW  Lan  Sfrmont.  his  Biearapkia  Llleraria, 
big  recast  of  Tlui  Friend,  hia  Aidi  to  HeJUdim,  and  hia  Chwch  and  Slate,  all  of 
them  the  frnita  of  this  period,  were  published  during  hia  life.  A  small  volnmo 
on  tbc  iaapiration  of  Scripture,  and  entitled  CWeuicni  of  an  IttguiriBg  Spirit, 
was  published  after  his  death.  The  lost  three  of  those  works  have  placed  him  ia 
the  highest  rank  of  modem  religions  philosophera,  and  throajrh  them  he  has 

Erobablr  done  more  than  any  other  one  man  to  shape  ihe  reliKions  thought  of 
ia  countrymen.  Hia  Literary  ifsnoitu,  also  published  since  his  death,  is  now 
perhaps  our  beet  English  texvbook  of  criticism.  Hia  circle  of  thought  was  in- 
deed prodigions.  And  perhaps  hia  great  mind  bad  its  most  efiective  OTgan 
when  he  sat  the  centre  of  a  social  gathering,  and  overflowed  in  living  talk. 
To  hia  retirement  at  Highgate  flocked,  as  on  a  pilgrimage,  most  of  what  was 
then  brilliant  in  intellect  or  ardent  in  youthful  genius,  to  bang  upon  his  Spoken 
words ;  and  in  those  raarvellous  convrasalions  the  "  old  man  eloquent "  poured 
fonb  treasures  of  wisdom  which  became  seed-points  of  intellectual  life  id  many 
oCthe  best  minds  of  bis  time. 

In  theSummer  of  1833  Coleridge  wax  for  the  last  time  in  public,  at  the  meet- 
ing of  the  Britieb  Association  id  Cambridge.  He  died  at  the  honse  of  Ur.  (Hi- 
man  on  the  SSth  of  July,  IS34. 

Here  is  ■  brief  passage  from  his  nephew,  Henry  Nelson  Coleridge,  which  it 
would  hardly  be  n^hi  to  leave  unquoted :  "Coleridge,  —  blessings  on  hia  gen- 
tle memory  I  —  Coleridge  was  a  (rail  mortal.  He  had  indeed  hi^  peculiar 
weaknessea  as  well  as  his  unique  powers;  sensibililies  that  an  averted  look 
would  rack,  a  bean  which  would  beat  calmly  in  ttie  tremhliags  of  an  eartb- 
qnake.  Ho  shrank  from  mere  uneasiness  like  a  child,  and  bore  the  preparatory 
agonies  of  his  death-attack  like  a  martyr.  He  anffered  an  almost  life-long  pon- 
iabment  for  his  errors,  whilst  the  world  at  large  has  the  unwitheiing  frolts  of 
his  labours,  his  genius,  and  his  snffMngs." 

Little  room  can  here  be  spared  for  enticism  of  Coleridge's  poetry.  —  He  has 
larfce  variety  both  of  matter  and  of  style ;  be  abounds  in  l«ideniess,  delicacy, 
pathos;  has  many  passaftes  of  condensed  and  close-twisted  vigour;  some,  of 
anstcre,  soul-lifting  grandeur  and  sublimity ;  and  not  seldom  searches  the  mind 
with  happy  aphoristic  sayings,  such  aa  are  apt  to  twine  themselres  inextrica- 
bly into  the  reader's  memory.  His  beauty,  like  that  of  Wordsworth,  always 
lies  first  and  chieBy  in  the  thought ;  beauty  of  language  coming  in  as  the  con. 
nate  incarnation  of  beautiful  thought  Sir  WalterScott,  with,  I  believe, 
Chrittabel  in  his  mind,  pronounced  him  "  the  most  imaginative  poet  of  the 
age."  This  may  well  be  donbted ;  hut  even  a  doubt  on  that  point  infers  ima- 
gination enough  in  him  lo  furnish  out  a  whole  regiment  of  ordinary  poets. 
Though  at  all  times  wonderfully  subtile  and  elnewy  of  discourse,  still  I  am  not 
aware  that,  in  the  poems  writtm  in  the  manhood  of  his  genius,  be  ever  lapses 
from  good-aense,  which  is  indeed  the  chief  camer-stone  of  all  high  poetry. 
Therewithal,  next  afier  Wordsworth,  he  was  the  most  orifi:inal  poet  of  his 
time :  and  it  may  well  be  questioned  whether,  in  powers  of  versification,  he 
was  not  oven  superior  to  his  great  friend.  He  was  indeed  a  consummate  mu- 
ter of  rhythmical  modulation.  And  how  exquisitely,  too,  his  diction  eveir- 
where  feels  the  swiftest  and  the  finest  variations  of  his  mental  pulse  1  The 
"  piercing  sweetness  "  of  hie  lingual  melody  is  well-nigh  unequalled ;  and  that 
melody  has  all  the  limbemess  and  subtiUty  of  bis  most  eubtite  and  limber 
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OBNBVIBVB. 
HUD  of  m;  Lore,  iweet  tienerieni  t 
In  Beau^'a  Ugbtyon  gUdoiJong: 
Yonr  eye  is  lite  Hie  Etai  of  ere. 
And  Bweet  yoor  Voice  u  Seraph's  Bong. 
Yet  not  yoor  hoBTCnly  Beauty  sivea 
TUs  LBort  nith  passion  soft  to  glun ; 
Within  your  aoiil  a  Voice  there  lives  I 
It  b[d9  yon  hear  tlie  talc  of  Woe. 
Wlien  alnUns  low  the  Sufferer  wan 
Beholds  no  hand  oatstrelcta'd  to  uve, 
Fair,  as  Uie  boaom  of  the  Swan 
That  riaes  graceftil  o'er  the  ware, 
I've  aeen  your  breast  with  pity  beave, 
And  therefore  lore  I  you,  sweet  GeoevleTe  1 

LOVE. 
Au.  UiODghta.  all  )>asBlon>,  all  deligbta. 
Whatever  sUra  this  mortal  IVame, 
AU  are  but  mluialers  of  Love, 
Aud  (bed  bis  ucred  ffsDae. 
on  in  my  wsklaK  dreama  do  I 


Beside  the  min'd  tower. 
Tlie  moonahiDe,  ateallug  o'er  tbe  aceDe, 
Had  blended  wltb  the  lights  ofere; 
And  sbu  was  there,  my  hope,  my  Joy. 

My  own  dear  OonevieTB  1 
She  leanM  sgralnst  tbe  armM  man. 
The  statue  of  the  annMlmlf^t; 
She  stood  and  lislen'd  to  my  lay, 

Amid  the  lingering  light. 

Few  sorrows  hatb  she  of  her  own, 

Uy  hope,  my  >oy,  my  tienevlevel 

She  lovea  me  beet,  whene'er  I  sing 

Tbe  lODgs  that  make  her  gric 


I  play'd  a  soft  and  dolefld  air, 
I  Bang  an  old  and  moriog  atory,— 
An  old  rudo  toag,  that  suited  well 

That  miB  wild  and  hoary. 
She  llsten'd  with  a  mning  blush. 
With  downcaaleyea  and  modest  grace; 
For  well  ahe  knew  1  could  not  choose 

But  gaae  upon  her  face. 
I  told  her  of  the  Knight  that  wore 
Upon  his  shield  a  burning  brand ; 
And  tbsl  fbr  ten  long  years  be  woo'd 

The  Lady  of  tbe  Land. 
1  cold  ber  bow  he  pined ;  and,  ah  I 
The  deep,  tbe  low,  tbe  pleading  tone 
With  which  I  aang  snotbar's  lore 

Interpreted  my  own. 

She  llsten'd  with  a  flitting  blush. 
With  downcast  eyea  and  moileet  grace; 
And  she  dngave  me.  that  I  guzod 

Too  Ibndly  on  her  bee  l 
But  when  I  told  the  croel  acorn 
That  craied  that  bold  aud  lorely  Knight, 

Mor  reated  day  nor  night; 
That  sometlmeB  from  (he  aavago  don, 
Aud  sometimes  fttim  the  dark  some  shade. 
And  aomotimes  starting  up  ut  once 
in  and  ennny  glade,— 

There  came  and  look'd  him  in  the  bee 
An  angel  beauUnd  and  bright  ^ 
And  that  he  knew  it  was  a  Fiend, 
This  miserable  Knight; 

And  that,  unknowing  what  be  did, 

Ho  leap'd  amid  a  mnriieiouB  band, 
id  saiod  l^m  outnige  worse  Uuin  death 
TlieLady  of  tbeLlmd;~ 
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Andhnw  Gtienepl,kDdc1asp'dlilBkiiae>; 

And  how  Bbe  tended  him  In  «>■□.— 
And  ever  Btrore  Co  expiate 

IhaC  scorn  ClkaC  criued  bis  brain  j  — 
And  thM  she  nursed  bini  in  a  care ; 
And  how  liis  madness  weuC  awaj, 
When  on  the  jrellow  Torest-leaTes 

A  dying  man  he  iHj-i — 
Hisd^ing  words,— But  when  IreachM 
That  teuderest  strain  of  all  Ibodlny, 
My  altering  voice  and  pausing  harp 

DlBturb'd  hor  soul  with  pity  I 
All  impulses  of  soul  and  aenae 
Bad  tiiriird  my  gulleleM  Generleie ; 
The  music  and  the  doleftil  tale, 

Tbe  ricb  and  balmy  eve; 
And  hopes,  and  fears  that  kindle  hope. 
An  nndiatingnishable  Uirong, 
And  geutle  wlsbes  long  subdued, 

Subdued  and  cberlsh'd  longi 
Bhe  wept  witb  pity  and  delight. 
She  bluab'd  witb  love  and  virgin-ehaiue ; 
And,  like  the  murmur  of  a  dream, 

I  beard  ber  breathe  my  name. 
HerbosamheaTod,— ahesb>pp'd  aside, 
Aa  coasdom  of  my  look  alio  slepp'd,— 
Then  fluddenly,  witb  limorons  eye, 

She  fled  to  me  and  wept. 
She  half  enclosed  me  with  ber  arms. 
She  pieas'd  me  witb  a  meek  embrace ; 
And,  bending  back  her  head,  look'd  up. 

And  gazed  npon  my  face. 
Twae  partly  love,  and  partly  fear, 
And  partly  '[was  a  bashful  art, 
That  1  might  rather  leel  than  see 

The  Bwelliug  ef  her  heart. 
I  calm'd  her  feara,  and  she  was  calm. 
And  told  ber  love  with  virgin  pride ; 
Andsol  won  my  Genevieve, 

Hy  bright  and  beauleous  Bride. 

DOMESTIC  PEACE. 
Tiix  mo.  on  what  boly  ground 
May  Domestic  Peace  be  fbond? 
H^cyon  Dangbtorof  the  eklesl 
Par  on  fearful  wings  she  flies, 
lYora  the  pomp  of  scepter'd  Stale, 
From  the  Rebel's  noisy  bale- 
In  a  colb^ed  vale  sbe  dwells 
LiatenlDg  to  the  Sabbath  bellst 
8CE11  around  her  steps  are  seen 


Spotless  Hmunu's  meeker  mien, 
Lore,  the  gin  of  pleasing  fears. 

Sorrow  amlliuit  tbrougb  her  tears. 
And,  consdons  ot  Che  past  omploy. 
Memory,  Uosom.spring  ot  joy. 

THE  ASCIEST  HABINEB.' 


It  l«  on  ancient  Mariner, 

And  he  Btoppeth  one  of  three.  [eyft 

"By  CliyloDg  grey  beard  and  glittering 

Now  wherefore  stopp'st  thou  me  ? 

The  Bridegroom's  doora  are  open'd  wide. 

And  1  am  next  of  kin ; 

ThegDealaaTeniet,tbefeaatiaBet: 

Mayat  hear  the  merry  din." 


e  holds  t 


n  vrltb  bis  skinny  Itand, 
a  ship."  quoth  ho.       [toonP 

I    unhand   me,   groy-beaid 

I  band  dropt  he. 
He  holds  him  witb  his  glittering  e;e; 
The  Weddlag.GDeBt  stood  still. 
And  listena  like  a  three  years  ctiild: 
The  Mariner  hath  bia  wlil.' 
Tbe  Wedding.Aaoat  sat  on  a  alone  : 


Tbe  bright-eyed  Mariner; 


1   TheBev-Alexander  Dyce.Inaletler 

■  e  poct'a  nephew,  H.  H.  Coleridge, 

.1..  ..  or 1 .u    j:-i ;.,,    j^ 


^ange  dream  which  a  friend  of  Col  eridge 
._d,  who  fftuded  that  be  saw  a  akeleloa 
ihl|i,  with  figures  in  it.     We   had    both 

magazine,  (ho  proms  of  which 


.- ogether.  Ttir- 

liner  was  InlendBifror  this  pe- 

In  the  composiUon  of  it,  fori 

in  foODd  that  the  style  uf  Coleridge  and 

myselfwonldnotaBsimilnte."  Then, alter 
remarking  that  he  fUmiehed  some  len  or 
eleven  lines  of  the  poem.  Wordswortb  ad- 
ded tbefullowlDg;  "Tbe  idea  of  '^oot- 
' —  —  albatross'  wae  mine;  tor  I  bad 

jading  Shelvooke's  Kotmaa,  which 

probably  Coleridge  never  saw-  I  also 
BogEcated  Uie  reanimation  ot  llu  dead 
bodTes,  to  work  the  ship.- 

S  Wonlaworth,  in  his  oonversatloa 
witb  nyce,  statcil  Uiat  tble  ataoM  was 
furnished  by  himstilf.  Tbe  olhcr  line*  of 
his  wore  in  various  parts  of  tbe  |>oeni. 
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THE  AJTCIBNT  MAEINEE. 


••  The    tMp  vaa  choer'd,  the    harbour 

Herrilf  did  wo  drop  [elear'd, 

Beloir  ihe  kirk,  below  lbs  hUl, 

Below  ihe  light-liou«e  top. 

The  Sun  camo  up  opon  the  left. 

Out  of  Ilio  sea  come  ho  I 

And  ha  Bhoac  bi-lght,  and  oo  Uie  ritrl 

Went  down  iulo  tbe  sea. 

Higher  and  higher  ever;  Any, 


The  bride  bath  paced  Into  thu  hall. 


The  Weddlng-Gue 


■'And  DOWtheStorm-bltut  came,  and  lie 
Waa  tfrannoue  and  strong : 
He  etrack  with  his  o'crtaking  wings. 
And  cikased  ua  aooLh  along. 

WUb  sloping  masta  and  dipping  prow, 
As  who  pursued  with  yell  anil  blow 
Still  tpeads  tbe  shadow  of  hla  foe, 
And  forward  bends  his  head. 
Tbe  sbipdtoTe  tatt,  loud  ronr'd  the  blaat, 
And  southward  aje  we  Oed. 

And  now  there  came  both  miet  and  s 
And  it  grew  wondrouacold; 
And  ice  mast-high,  came  doaling  bj 
Aa  green  aa  emerald : 

And  Ihrougb  the  drills  the  enow;  clj 

Did  send  a  dismal  sbeen; 

Nor  shapes  of  men  nor  beasts  wo  kc 

The  Ice  waa  aL  between. 

The  ic«  was  here,  the  Ice  was  there, 


At  lengUi  did  cross  an  AltiatrosB ; 
Tliorough  the  fog  it  came  : 
Aa  If  it  hail  been  a  Christian  soul. 
We  haird  it  in  God's  name. 


Tbe  lee  did  split  wiUi  a  thander^t; 


lu  mist  or  cloud,  on  mast  or  shraud. 
It  perch'd  for  vespers  uiue;  [while. 

Whiles  all  the  night,  through  fog^mote 
GU  mmer'd  tbe  white  moon^blDe." 
"  God  save  theo,  ancient  Hnriner, 
From  tbe  lends,  that  plague  thee  thust  — 
WI17  louk'sttbouse?"— "With  my  cross- 
I  shot  the  Albatross."  (bow 


V  rose  upon  the  right; 
et.  and  on  the  leit 


any  day  tor  food  or  play 


Came  to  the  mari 


hoUo. 
belUsh  thing. 


And  I  had  doi 

And  it  would  1 

For  all  averr'd,  I  hiul  klll'd  the  bird 

That  made  tbe  breeze  to  blow. 

Ah  wretch!  salit  they,  tbe  bird  to  slay, 

That  made  the  brecie  to  blowl 

Nor  dim  nor  red.  like  Goil's  own  head. 

The  glorious  Sun  uprist : 

all  avetr'd,  I  hail  klil'il  the  bird 

brought  the  fog  anil  mist. 
9  nght.  said  they,  such  birds  to  aloy, 
That  bring  the  Ibg  and  mist 

The  Ikir  breeze  blew,  the  while  (bam  Oew, 

The  ftUTOWfollow'dfrcc: 

We  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 

Into  that  silent  aoa. 

Down  dropt  tbe  breeze,  tbe  nila    dropt 

■Twas  sad  as  ead  could  be :  [down, 

And  we  did  speak  only  to  break 
The  silence  of  the  sea  I 

I  a  hot  nnd  copper  sky, 
The  bloody  Sun,  nt  noon, 
Riglit  up  above  the  mast  did  stand, 
bigger  Uisu  the  Moon. 


l..(KH^ie 


Day  >ftCT  iaj,  daj  after  iliij, 

Wc  Etui^,  Qor  breath  unr  muUon; 

As  iiUc  as  a  pninici)  eliip 

rpoD  a  palutcd  uocua. 

Water,  water,  Hvcrywhcre, 

Aiiilalltho  boanlsdid  slii-iok; 

Water,  water,  evcrywlicro, 

Nur  an;  drop  to  diinb. 

The  veiy  deep  did  rut :  O  Christ. 

That  ever  this  Bbaul'l  lie  I 

Tea,  elimy  things  did  cruwl  with  lege 

Upon  the  fllimy  sea. 

Aboat,  about,  in  reel  and  rout 

The  deaLh-flres  danued  st  uieht; 

The  water,  like  a  witch's  oils, 

Burnt  grucn,  am)  bine,  and  white. 

And  BoiDo  in  draams  aesui-M  ntire 

Of  the  spirit  that  plagued  us  ea : 

Mno  fiitlium  deep  be  liod  roDow'd  D« 

And  every  tongue,  through  utter  ilronglil, 

Waswitlicr'datUioroot; 

Wo  could  nut  speak,  no  more  thau  if 

We  liad  been  c&oked  with  soot. 

Ah,  well  a-dayt  what  erll  looks 

Had  I  tcno  old  and  yaongt 

Instead  of  the  cross,  the  Albatroea 

About  my  BeeL  was  bung." 


Thebe  pass'd  a  weary  time.    Each  throat 

Was  parch'd,  and  glazed  each  eyo. 

Awearytimc!  awearytlmel 

How  glazed  each  weary  eye  1 

Wlien,  looking  westward,  1  beheld 

A  Mtmethiug  In  the  sky. 

At  fliBt  It  seem'd  a  little  speck. 

And  tiieu  it  Beem'd  a  mist : 

It  mored  aod  moved,  aud  twA  at  tail 

A  ccTtun  shape,  I  wist 

A  speck,  a  mist,  a  shape,  I  wiatl 

And  still  it  near'd  and  neai'd : 

As  if  it  doilged  a  water-sprite, 

It  plunged  and  tack'd  and  veer^ 

S  A  spirit  had  folluwed  them ;  one  of 
the  InrlBihIo  Inhabitants  of  this  planet, 
neither  departed  suulu  nor  auEels;  con. 
cemhig  which  the  learned  Jew,  Josephns, 


Wltb  throats  nn'dacked,  with  blai±  Up* 
We  conid  nor  laugh  nor  wail;        [baked. 
Through  utter  drought  all  ihunb  wo  stood  I 
I  bit  my  arm,  I  snck'd  thu  'ilood, 
And  cried,  A  sail  I  a  saU  I 

WiUi  tbmats  ooslacked,  wiHi  blad  lipa 
Agape  they  heard  me  call:  [baksd, 

Gramercyl  Ibcy  ibrjoy  dldgrin, 

Andallntoncetheirbr«itbilrewla, 
As  they  were  drinking  all. 

See)  seel  I  cried,  she  tacks  no  mtve. 
Hither  (o  work  as  weall 
Without  a  breeze,  withuat  a  tide, 
She  steadies  with  upright  keel  1 


Rested  the  broad  bright  Sun ; 

When  that  strange  ehupo  ilroTe  anddeuif 

Betwixt  us  and  the  Sun. 

And  straight  the  Sun  was  lIoekM  with 

(Ueaven's  Mother  send  us  grace  r)      [bars. 

As  If  Uirough  a  dungeon-grate  be  peerM. 

With  broad  and  bomlng  Ibce. 

Alas !  thought  I,  and  my  heart  bent  lond. 

Haw  fhst  sbe  nears  and  nears ! 

Are  tliase  her  sails  that  glance  In  the  Sun, 

Like  restless  gossameies? 

Are  those  her  ribs  through  whleb  Ota  Snn 

Did  peer,  as  throu^a  grate? 

And  Is  that  Woman  all  her  crow? 

Is  that  a  Death?  and  are  there  two? 

Is  Death  that  woman's  mate? 

Her  lips  were  red,  bor  kxAs  wBr«  tno. 
Her  locks  were  yellow  as  gold; 
Her  skin  was  as  white  as  leprosy : 
The  Nig^t-mare  LlfS-in-Dealh  was  aba. 
Who  thicks  man's  blood  with  cold. 


The  Son's  rim  dips ;  the  stars  ni 
Atone  stride  comes  the  dark; 
With  tbr-beard  whisper,  o'er  tht 

Off  ^ot  the  spectre-bark. 
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Hr  Un-blood  aeem'd  to  alpl 

The  ilarB  were  dim.  and  (hlok  the  nlghti 

Tbe  Bleersmtui's  Owe  by  bis  lamp  gleam'd 

Ttom  the  Bails  (he  dew  did  drip, — 

Till  clomb  above  the  esetcni  bar 

Tbe  bonkM  Hood,  nith  one  blight  star 

Within  the  netber  Up. 

Om  after  one.  by  tbe  slar-dogg'd  Uoon, 

Too  qnlck  tor  groan  or  fllffb, 

X!ach  lurn'd  bis  ftce  nitli  a  gbutly  pug, 

Ai>d  cursed  me  with  bia  eye. 

Four  times  flfty  living  men, 

(And  I  beard  nor  sigh  nor  groan,} 

With  heavy  Ummp,  a  lifeless  lump, 

Tbey  dropp'd  down  one  by  one. 

Hie  BOnlB  did  trova  tbeir  bodies  Ay,  — 

niey  Bed  Co  bUsB  or  woe  I 

And  CTery  Bonl,  it  piua'd  me  by, 

TJke  the  wbicE  of  my  croas-bow  t " 


The  cold  sweaC  melted  from  tbeii  Uubs, 
otnorreukilld  (hny; 
ook  with  nhlcli  they  look'il  on  UMi 
lever  pasaM  away. 

■pban's  curse  wonld  drag  to  Hell 
A  spb^t  from  on  high ; 


It,  O,  m 


adeadm 


1  eyel 


The  moving  Moon  wont  np  the  sky. 


J  tear  Uiy  skinny  band  I 

And  tbou  art  long  and  lank,  ■ 

As  la  tbe  ribb'd  »ea-saDd. 

I  fbar  tbee  and  thy  glittering  eye. 

And  tby  sUnny  baud,  so  brown."  — 

"Fear  not,  fear  not,  thou  Wedding^Guest  I 

This  body  dropt  not  down. 

Alone,  alone,  all,  all  alone, 

Aloue  on  a  wide  wide  seal 

And  ueier  a  s^ut  took  pity  on 

Hy  aoul  in  agony. 

The  many  men,  so  beautifbl  I 

And  they  all  dead  did  lie : 

And  a  thoneand  thousand  slimy  thlnga 

Lived  on;  and  so  did  I. 

I  look'd  npMi  tbe  rolling  sea, 
And  drew  my  eyes  away; 
I  lookM  npon  tbe  rotting  deck. 
And  there  tbe  dead  men  lay. 

I  lookM  to  Heaven,  and  tried  to  pray; 
But.  or  eTcr  a  prayer  had  gusht, 
A  wicked  whisper  came,  and  made 
Uy  heart  as  dry  as  dust. 

I  closed  my  lids,  and  kept  them  close, 
And  the  b^la  like  pulses  beat ;     [the  sky 
For  the  sky  and  tbe  sea,  and  tbe  sea  and 


Her  beams  bcmock'd  the  sulCiy  main, 

Like  April  boar-fiost  spread; 

Bnt,  where  tbe  ship's  huge  shadow  Jlffi 

tM  water  burnt  alnty 
AatiUandawrulred. 
Beyond  Ibe  shadow  of  the  ship, 
I  walch'd  the  waler-snakee : 
They  moTed  in  tracks  of  sblulng  white. 
And,  when  tbey  raar'd,  tlie  elfish  light 
"  "    ~  In  boary  flakes. 

Within  the  shadow  of  the  ship 

■d  their  rich  attire; 
Bloe,  glossy  green,  and  velvet  blat^ 
They  coll'd  and  swam ;  and  erery  traok 
ilash  of  golden  Are. 


>  happy  livbig  thin) 
Tbelr  beauty  might ' 
A  sprlug  of  love  gusb'd  l^m 


pity  on  me, 
could  pray; 


The  self-same  moment  I 

id  llMm  my  neck  so  tn 

The  Albatross  tell  oJT.  ai 

Like  lead  into  the  6ea." 


ctb  towards  Iho  JoumeyiDK  Hoon,  ami  tM 

starx  (hat  still  sojourn,  and  still  move  on- 
ward; and  everywhere  tbe  blue  sky  lie- 
longs  to  tht;ro,und  Is  their  appointed  rest, 

natural  homes,  which  they  eulcr  niiaiu 
ununced,  as  lords  that  arv  cert<ilnly  ox- 
peeled,  and  yet  there  Is  a  silent  joy  at 
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BelOTed  I^m  pole  Co  pole  1 

To  Blaiy  Queen  the  pralae  be  given  t 

She  sent  the  gentle  eleup  ttom  Heuveu, 

That  elld  into  my  aoal. 

The  Bill;  bnekets  on  the  deck 


Uf  lipa  were  wet.  my  throat  wu  cold, 
My  garmeoW  all  were  dunt ; 
Sura  I  bad  drunken  In  my  dreams. 
And  Atill  my  body  drank. 


feel  my  Umbs : 


1  moved,  and  c 

Iwaaaoligbt,- 

I  tbouglit  that  I  had  died 

And  wsa  a  bleeuM  gbost. 

And  aoon  I  beard  ft  roaring  wind : 

It  did  not  come  anei 

But  with  Its  sound  i 

The  upper  air  hurpt  Into  lift  t 
And  a  hundred  Hrc-Dnge  gheen. 
To  and  fro  they  were  hurried  alwut! 
And  to  and  fW>,and  Id  anit  out. 
The  wan  etare  danced  between. 

Ami  the  coming  wind  did  roar  more  lond, 
And  lb.'  Bulls  did  elgh  like  sedge :  [clond ; 
And  the  rnin  paur'd  down  ttora  one  black 
The  Moon  wiu  at  iW  edge. 

The  thick  black  cloud  wae  cleft,  and  still 
The  Moon  was  at  Its  side : 
Lite  waters  shot  IVom  some  high  crag. 
The  llgbtning  fell  with  never  a  jag, 


Tbe  body  of  my  brother's  son 
Stood  by  me>  knee  to  knee : 
The  body  and  I  pull'd  at  one  rope. 
But  be  said  nought  to  me." — 
"I  fear  thee,  ancient Marinerl "  — 
"  Be  calm.  Ihoa  Weddtng-.GQem 
Twas  not  tbote  souls  that  lied  in  pain, 
Whfch  to  their  corses  came  again, 
',  a  troop  of  spirits  blest : 
',  when  it  dawn'd,  they  dnipp'd  tlirir 
1  cluster'd  round  tbe  mast;         [anus. 
Sweet  Bounds  rose  slowly  through  tlielr 
And  from  their  bodies  pass'd.      tmoutha. 


round,  aronnd  (lew  each  sweet  souud, 

lien  darted  to  the  Sun; 

owly  the  sounds  came  back  again. 

imetlmes  a-dropplng  from  the  ekf 
I  heard  the  skyjark  sing! 

»  all  little  birds  Oat  are. 
Bow  they  aeem'd  to  fill  the  sea  and  air 
With  lbelrsweeCJat«ouiugl 

twos  like  all  Instmmenta, 
Now  like  a  lonely  flute ; 

I  is  an  angel's  song, 
That  makes  the  Heavens  be  mute. 

It  ceased;  yet  sUII  tbe  sails  made  on 
A  pleasant  noise  till  noon, 
A  Dolse  like  of  a  hidden  brook 
leafy  month  of  June,    ' 
That  to  the  sleeping  woods  all  night 
SIngetb  a  quiet  tune. 


;h'd  the  ship, 


The  loud  wim 

Yet  uow  the  ship  moved  on  I 
Beneath  the  lightning  and  the  Moan 
The  dead  men  gave  a  groan. 

They  groan'd ,  they  stirr'd.  Uiey  all  uprose, 
Sor  spake,  nor  moved  their  eyes ; 
It  had  been  strsnge,  even  in  a  dn 
To  bave  seen  those  dead  men  rlxe 

Tbe  bclmsmaD  steer'd.  tbe  ship  mo 
Yet  never  a  breeze  up-hlew ; 
The  mariners  all  'gan  woA  the  ro 
Whci-e  (hey  were  wont  to  do: 


re  quietly  sail'd  on. 
Yet  never  a  bi-eeze  did  breathe ; 
Slowly  and  smoothly  went  the  ship 
Moved  onward  frnm  baneaUL 

Under  the  keel  nine  Ibtliom  deep. 

From  the  land  of  uilst  and  snow. 

The  spirit  slid;  and  It  was  he 

That  made  the  ship  to  go.i 

sails  at  noon  left  off  their  tone, 
I  tbe  sliip  stood  still  alstf. 


:some  spirit  from  the  eontli 
ntheehipBafHrastheLine, 
,0  the  angelic  troop,  bat  stiU 
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rbe  Ban,  rlgbt  ap  aboTa  ths  nuBt, 
Had  flx'd  bet  to  the  ocean : 
But  in  a  niluute  alie  'gan  etlr, 

BockwarilB  and  Ibrn-ards  half  her  leiisthi 

With  a.  sJiort  unuosy  mutioa. 

Then,  like  a  pawing  horao  1st  go. 

Bhe  maile  a  euddea  boand : 

II  flung  the  blooil  into  m;  head. 

And  I  ten  doivn  in  a  Birouad. 

Hon  long  in  that  wune  lit  I  Jny, 

I  have  not  todeleare; 

But,  ore  my  iliing  life  return'd, 

1  heard  and  In  my  soul  diecera'd 

■la  it  he?'  quoth  one,  'b  this  the  masT 

By  Him  who  died  on  ctobb, 

With  his  cruel  Iww  be  laid  AiU  low 

The  barmleaeAJIiatroH. 

The  epirit  irho  bidelh  by  himaelT 

In  the  land  of  mist  and  bdow, 

He  loved  the  bird  that  loTed  the  man 

Who  Bhot  him  with  Ub  Ik-w.' 

The  other  wag  a  softer  Tolce, 

As  soft  as  honey -dew; 

Qanth  be,  'The  man  hath  penauce  done, 

And  penance  more  will  do.' " 


kb»t  voics. 
''BOT  Cellms,  tell  met  speak  again. 
Thy  aaR  reapouBe  renewing,  — 
What  makea  that  sbip  drive  on  so  Ost 

Whatis  Che  Ocean  doing?* 

'  Still  as  a  Bla*e  iMfbre  his  lord, 

The  Ocean  bath  no  blast; 

Bis  great  bright  eye  moat  silently 

Up  Co  the  Uuoa  is  cast,  — 

ir  be  may  know  which  way  to  go ; 

For  she  guides  him  smooth  or  grim. 

See,  brother,  see !  how  graciously 


rong;  and  two  of  them  .  . 
le  other,  that  penanc«  long 
'  the  ancient  Mariner  hath 
1  to  ibe  Falor  Spirit, 


:  woke,  and  we  were  sailing  on 
l^in  a  gentle  wBBlher: 
'Twas  night,  calm  night,  the  Moou  was 
the  dead  men  stood  tagetlier.>        [high; 
All  Btood  together  on  tbo  deck. 
For  a  chareel.dnngeon  Utter : 
Bi'd  on  me  their  stony  eyes. 
It  in  the  Uoon  did  glitter. 


And  now  this  apeliwaasnapt:  once  mora 

I  rlew'd  tiie  ocean  green. 

And  look'd  hr  fbrtb,  yet  little  saw 

Of  what  had  else  been  seen,— 

Like  one,  tbat  on  a  lonesome  road 
Doth  walk  Id  Itor  and  dread. 
And  having  once  tniu'd  round  walks  on, 
And  turns  no  more  his  Itead ; 
Because  he  knows,  a  n-igbtful  Ooud 
Doth  close  behind  him  tniad. 

But  soon  there  breathed  a  wind  on  me. 


It  ralBeit  ray  hair,  It  fluui'd  my  cheek. 
Like  a  meadow-gate  of  Spring, — 
It  mingled  strangely  with  mylbara. 
Yet  It  felt  like  a  welcoming. 


7  The  Mariner  b 
.ranoe ;  for  Iho  ange 
'CBsel  to  drive  nortt 


tb  been  cast  into  a 
vard  faster  than  hu. 
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BtreetlT,  Bwcetl;  blew  ttie  brecie,  — 

On  mo  sloDti  it  blew. 

O,  dicam  of  Joy  I  is  thi a  Indcci) 


ir.bay  waa  clear  as  gliBS. 


TbB  rock  Bbone  brigh^  (he  kirk  Di>  Icea, 
That  ataDila  aboTo  Ihs  rock ; 
Tho  moonlight  sleep'd  la  slleubioas 
The  Bleady  weathercock. 

And  the  bay  waa  white  with  gllent  U^t, 


Eacb  corse  lay  flat,  liteleai  and  flat. 
And,  by  tlio  holy  roodl 
A  nkan  all  lig:ht,  a  B<!rapli.inan, 
On  evei7  corse  there  stood. 
This  acroph-band  each  waved  hia  hnu< 
Itwae  a  heavenly  elgbtl 
They  stood  ag  signals  to  the  land, 
Each  one  a  loTcly  light; 
This  seraph-band  each  iraTcd  bis  tinui 
No  voico  did  they  impart,  — 
No  TOico ;  lint,  O !  the  Blleocu  sauk 
Like  music  on  my  heart- 
But  soon  I  heard  the  daah  of  oara, 
I  hoard  UiB  Pilofs  ohoer; 
My  head  vras  tum'd  perforce  away, 
And  I  saw  a  boat  appear. 
Olie  Pilot  and  the  nlot's  hoy, 
I  beard  tliein  coiuibB  Ost: 
Dear  Lord  in  Hoaren  t  Itwaaajoy 
Tbe  dead  men  conld  not  blast. 


He  singeth  lood  bis  godl;  bj^au 
That  be  makes  in  tbe  wood. 

'II  shrive  my  aool,  he'lJ  wash  auraj 
The  AlbatroBB'a  blood." 


"  This  Hermit  Rood  ' 
Which  alopca  down  t 
Bow  loudly  liie  ewee 

loves  to  talk  Willi 

it  como  from  a  Hu 

kneiils  at  mom  end  noo3  and  ( 

hath  a  cushion  plump. 
II  ia  the  mosa  that  wholly  hides 
The  rutted  old  oak-stomp. 


tard  tbem  talk. 


The  akiff-hoal  near'd : 

Where  are  those  lisbCs  eu 
Tbat  signal  made  Uutnow?' 
Strange,  by  my  teitbl'the  Kermitaaid, 
And  Ihey  answer'd  not  onr  cheer! 
The  planka  look'd  naip'd  I  and  see  tho«« 
Bow  thin  chey  ore  and  aere  1  [eaile, 

I  never  saw  augbC  Uke  to  tbcm. 
Unless  perchance  it  were 
Brown  skeletons  of  leaves  that  lag 
Uy  fbrest-brcHik  along ; 


When 


with  SI 


'  Dear  Lord  t  it  hath  a  flendish  iDOk.' 

The  Pilot  mode  reply, 

'  I  am  albarM,'— ■  Push  an, push ODl' 

Said  tbe  Bermit  cheerily. 

Tbe  boat  come  closer  to  the  ship, 

But  I  nor  sp^e  Dor  Btirr'd ; 

Tbe  boat  came  doao  beneath  the  oiiip. 

And  Btialgbt  a  sound  was  heard. 

Under  the  water  it  rumbled  on. 

Still  louder  and  more  dread : 

It  reached  the  ship,  it  split  the  bay ; 

The  ship  went  down  like  lead. 

Stunn'd  by  that  loud  and  dreadful  sonud 

Wblch  sky  and  ocean  smote, 

Like  one  Chat  both  l>eeD    aeren  dajn 

My  body  lay  afloat ;  (drownl 

Bnt.  swift  as  dreams,  myself  I  Ibund 

Within  the  Pilot's  boat. 


THE  ANCISHT  HABINBB. 


I  movud  my  llpa,  —  tho  Pilot  Blirlok'il 
And  fell  down  in  s  fit; 
Tbe  holy  Hermit  raised  his  c^ea. 
And  pray'd  nlier«  be  did  Bit. 

I  took  the  aan :  the  Pilot's  boy. 

Who  now  doth  cr»iy  go, 

Laiish'd  load  and  long,  and  all  the  wblle 


1  BCood  on  the  Orm  load  I 

The  Hermit  Hepp^  rorth  mm  tbe  boat, 

And  scarcely  he  could  stand. 

'  O,  sbriTe  me,  shrive  me,  holy  mani'  — 
The  Hermit  croaB'd  hia  broir.  -~ 
'Sftyqnick,' quothhe, 'I bid  thoeaay,— 
What  manner  of  man  art  thon?' 

Forthwith  Uua  frame  ofmiue  was  wreuch't 
With  a  wofnl  agony, 
Which  forced  mo  to  begin  my  tale; 
And  then  it  left  me  free. 

Since  then,  at  an  nncertain  tuna, 
Tliat  agony  relums; 
And,  till  my  ghaetly  tale  is  told, 
Tbifl  heart  within  mo  bom  a. 


And  bride-maids  singing  arc ; 
And,  harkl  the  little  vesper  bell. 
Which  biddelh  mo  to  pruyor  I 

O  Wedding.GuestI  this  bouI  hath  lieea 
Aiono  OD  a  wide  wide  sea : 
So  lonely  ■tnag,  that  God  himself 
Scarce  leemM  there  to  be. 

O,  sweeter  than  the  raarriage-tbaet, 

TiB  sweeter  ftr  to  me. 

To  walk  together  to  the  kirk 


To  wnlk  together  to  tb*  Utk, 
And  all  together  pray, 

WhUti  each  to  his  great  Father  bends, 
Old  men,  and  batxis,  and  loving  Irienda, 
And  youths  and  maidens  gay  I 

Farewell,  br«weU!  but  this  I  toll 
To  thee,  thon  Weddlng-Guost,  — 
He  prayeth  well,  who  loveth  well 
Both  man  and  bird  and  beast. 


For  the  dear  Ood  wbo  lovelh  uB, 

He  made  and  lavetli  alL" 

The  Mariner,  whose  eye  is  bright, 

Whose  beard  with  age  Is  hoar, 

IB  gone :  and  now  the  Weddlng^^nest 

Torn'd  ITom  the  bridegroom's  door. 

He  went  like  one  that  both  been  Btonu'd, 

And  lu  of  sense  fbrlorn : 

A  sadder  and  a  wlsermau. 

Ho  rose  tho  morrow  morn.' 

CnSISTABEL. 
[Prom  Ou  Pbefacg  prifiied  to  tim  sitift«B 

o/iaia.] 
The  first  part  ofthefailowiDg  poem  wu 
..TiUen  in  the  year  1T97,  ul  Slowcy  in  the 
coonty  of  Somerset :  the  second  part,  af- 
ter my  return  IW>m  Uertoany,  in  the  year 
■■"IpatKeswlck,  Cumberland.    Since  Ibe 
or  dale,  my  poetic  powers  have  been, 
very  lately,  in  a  stale  of  suspended 
jnation,    Butoe,  in  my  very  Ural  con- 
ception of  the  tale,  I  had  the  whole  pros- 
ent  to  my  mind,  with  tho  wholenets,  no 


Them 


10  Clinitabci  is 


■ly  speaking,  irrwnlar,  thougli  it  loii] 
tm  so  n-om  its  bemg  Ibuiuled  on  a  uen 
principle;  namely,   lliat  of  caunllng   ' 
each  line  tho  accents,  not  the  eyl^l 
Though  the  latter  may  vary  IVom  ' — 


>lUb 


found  to  be  only  four,   Neverthe- 

B  nivjieionfll  variation  in  number 

int  introduced  wantonly. 


*syl 

>i  tor  the  mere  ends  < 
.n  correspondence  wltn  some  irnnsiHc 
tho  nature  of  the  imagery  or  passion. 


S'« 


wanuipiy, 
ilenco,  but 
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Tistbemlditleoruightbylbeeutle  eloek, 
And  [he  owSs  hsTB  awsken'd  the  CTOwioa 

Tq— whiM Tu  — whool  [ei   ' 

And  hark,  agulnl  the  cronlug  cock, 
Bon  ilruwaily  It  crevi. 
SirLeollnc,  the  Baron  rich. 
Hstb  a  toottaleu  nustiff  bitch ; 
From  her  kennel  beneath  the  rock 
She  nuUielh  (iniwer  to  the  rlook,     fhi 
Four  far  the  quarters,  and  twelve  fbr  the 
Ever  anil  aye,  by  Rhine  and  ehoirer, 
BixCccn  short  howle,  not  over  lond : 
Some  aay,  she  eeea  my  lady's  ehrond. 
la  the  nieht  chUly  and  dukr 
The  night  Is  chll^,  but  not  dark : 
The  thin  grey  cloud  Is  spread  on  high, 
It  covern  bat  not  hidet  the  >ky  : 
The  Mood  is  behind,  and  at  the  mil ; 
And  yet  she  looks  both  small  and  dull. 
The  night  Is  chill,  the  cloud  is  grey : 
Tis  amonth  before  the  month  of  May, 
And  the  Spring  comes  slowly  ap  this  way. 
The  lovely  lady,  Christabel, 
Whom  her  (kther  lores  so  well. 
What  raakee  her  in  the  wood  so  late. 
A  furlong  from  the  casUo  gale? 
She  had  dreama  all  yesternight 
Of  her  own  betrothtd  kulghti 
And  she  in  the  nidnlgbt  wood  will  pray 
Forthenealofherlovertbat's  faraway. 
She  stole  along,  she  DOthlng  spoke, 
The  sighs  she  beared  were  sen  and  low. 
And  nooght  was  green  upoD  the  oak 
But  moss  and  rarest  mlsletoe ; 
She  kneels  beneath  the  huge  oak  tree. 
And  in  silence  prayeth  she. 


But  what  U  is,  Bbe  cannot  tell.  — 
On  the  other  side  It  seems  to  be, 
or  the  huge,  broad-breasteil,  old  oak  tree. 

The  night  la  chill;  the  fbreat  bare : 
Is  it  the  nlnd  lliat  moaneU)  bleak? 
There  is  Dot  wind  enough  In  the  air 
To  move  away  the  ringlet  curt 
From  the  lovely  lady's  cheek ;  — 
There  la  not  wind  enough  to  twirl 
TliG  one  rail  leaf,  the  last  oflts  clan, 
TImt  dances  ns  oRen  as  dance  it  can. 


1,'heatuig  heart  of  ChrisUbelT 
Jean,  Haria,  ahleld  her  well  I 
9he  folded  her  arms  beneath  her  cloak. 
And  stole  to  the  other  side  of  the  oak. 
What  sees  she  there? 

There  she  sees  a  damsel  bright, 
Drest  In  a  silken  robe  of  while. 
That  shadowy  Id  the  moonlight  shoDe: 
The  neck  that  made  that  white  robe  waoi 
Her  stiitely  neck,  and  arms  were  bare ; 
Her  bluo-veln'd  fsel  Dnsaudalt'd  were. 
And  wildly  glltter'd  here  and  there 
The  gemn  entangled  In  her  hair. 
I  guess  'twas  ftigbtfol  theie'to  tee 
A  lady  so  richly  clad  as  she,  — 
BeaotifUl  exceedingly  1 

Said  ChrlsUbel, "  and  who  art  thon?  " 
The  lady  strange  made  answer  meet. 
And  her  voice  was  fftlnt  and  ewcet : 
"  Have  pity  on  my  sore  distress. 
I  scarce  can  speak  tot  weariness. 
Stretch  forth  thy  hand, and  have  no  fSar  I  ■ 
Said   Christabel,    "  How   cam'st   thoa 
here?  ■  (sweet. 

And  the  lady,  whose  Tolea  was  Ciiut  and 
Did  thua  pursue  Iter  answer  meet: 

"  My  tire  Is  of  a  noble  line. 

And  my  name  Is  Geraldlne : 

Five  warriors  seized  me  yeatermom. 

Me,  even  me,  a  moid  forlorn : 

They  choked  my  cries  with  force  and 

AndtledmeonapBlOeywhite:    {fright. 

The  paUrej  was  aa  Beet  u  wind. 

And  they  rode  (brlonsly  behind,  [white; 

They  ipnrr'd  amain,  their  steeds  wen 

And  once  we  cross'd  the  shade  of  night. 

As  sure  as  Heaven  shall  rescne  me, 

I  have  no  thought  what  man  they  be; 

Nor  do  I  know  how  long  it  is 

<Par  1  have  lain  entrancod  I  wis) 

Since  one,  the  tallest  of  the  ave, 

Took  me  IVom  Uie  palfrey's  back, 

A  weary  woman,  scarce  alive. 

Some  multer'd  words  bi  s  comrades  spate  : 

He  placed  me  undemeatb  this  oak ; 

He  swore  they  wonid  return  with  baato; 

Whllhcr  they  went  I  canuot  tell,  — 

I  thought  I  heard,  aome  niinulea  paat. 
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Aoondiuof  a  cattle  bell. 

Utretcb  forth  thy  bnniil,"  (bus  ended  shl, 

"  And  belp  a  wreldied  nuUd  to  flee." 

Then  Christabel  atrelcb'd  IbrCta  her  band 

And  comlbrtcd  &ir  Gvr&ldmc ; 

*'  O,  well,  brlgbt  dame,  ma;  ;ou  commauil 

Tlie  serrlce  of  Sir  Lcollne : 

Aad  glndlj  oar  stoat  chiralrf 

Will  he  tend  farUi  and  Mends  wlttul 

To  golde  and  gaard  ;ou  ente  and  ft'se 

Home  to  four  noble  bther'e  hall." 

Bberose:  audtorthirlthslepstheypaie'd 

That  BtiOTe  M  be,  and  were  not;  that. 

Hergracians  etars  the  lad;  bleet, 

IB  spake  on  aireot  Chrlatabel : 


The  ' 


"AUoi 


The  halt  ai 

Sir  IiSoline  is  weak  la  health 

And  may  not  well  awalun'd  be; 

But  we  will  moTD  aa  if  in  etealth; 

And  I  beseech  your  ooarlesy, 

This  night,  to  share  your  uoocb  with  me." 

Tber  CHMS'd  the  moat,  and  Chrletabel 

Took  the  key  that  fitted  well; 

A  little  door  she  open'd  straight. 

All  in  the  middle  of  the  gate;  [oat, 

The  gale  that  was  iron'd  within  and  wiHi- 

Where  an  army   In  battle    array    bad 

The  lady  sank,  belike  throngh  pain. 

And  Cbriatabel  wiUi  might  and  main 

Lifted  her  np,  a  weary  welgbt, 

Overthe  -    - 

Thent 

Andm 

So  free  from  danger,  free  Horn  fear, 

They  crosa'd  the  ouart:  right  glad  they 

And  Christabel  devoutly  cried       [were. 

To  Uie  lady  by  her  side, 

"Fraiae  we  Uie  Virgin  all  divine 

Who  hathreacaed  thee  tVam  thy  distress  t " 

■•Alas,  alas  1 "  said  Geraldinc, 


Oalfide  her  kennel,  the  mastilT  old 
Lay  fast  asleep,  la  moonshine  cold. 
The  mastiff  old  did  not  awake, 
Tct  she  an  angry  moan  did  mate  I 
And  what  can  ail  the  mastiff  bitch? 
Never  till  now  she  otler'd  yell 
Beneath  the  eye  of  Christabel. 


le  lady  rose  agal 


inds  w 


isyoa 


villi 


[dying, 


lid  their  own  white  aehes  lying; 
But,  wbea  the  lady  pass'd,  there  came 
A  ton^e  of  light,  a  tit  of  flame ; 
And  ChiiBtabcl  saw  the  lady^s  eye, 
Aad  nothing  else  saw  she  thereby,   (tall, 
Save  thebosB  of  the  shield  of  8IrLeollae 
Which  huag  la  a  murky  old  niche  in  the 
O,  sofUy  tread,"  said  Christabel,  [wall. 
My  ttitber  seldom  ileepeth  well." 
Sweet  Christabel  her  Ceet  dotli  bare ; 
And,  Jealoua  of  the  listening  air. 
They  eleal  their  way  ftwm  stair  to  stair. 
Now  In  glimmer,  and  now  in  gloom, 
they  pass  the  Daron's  roomi 
B  death  with  atUled  breath  I 
have  reach'd  herchumber  door; 
doth  Ueraldine  press  down 
es  of  the  cliamber  floor. 
The  Hoon  shines  dim  In  the  open  atr. 
And  not  a  moonbeam  enters  here. 
Bat  they  wlcbout  Its  llgtit  can  see 
The  chamber  carved  so  curiously, 

id  with  figures  fltranga  anil  Biveet 
ade  out  of  the  carver's  broia, 
lady's  chamber  meet : 
The  lamp  with  twofold  silver  chain 
ta  Qiscea'd  to  na  angel's  feet. 
The  silver  lamp  bums  deail  and  dim ; 

"      the  lamp  will  trim. 

s  lamp,  anil  made  it  bri^ta 
And  left  it  swinging  to  aad  IW, 
While  Getaldine,  in  wretched  plight. 
Sank  down  upon  the  floor  below. 
O,  neary  lady,  Geraidioe, 
pray  you,  drink  this  cordial  wiucl 
:isa  wine  of  virtuoDS  powers ; 
Hy  mother  made  it  of  wild  flowers." 
"  And  will  yonr  mother  pity  me. 
Who  am  a  maiden  most  Ibrlom  i'  " 
Christabel  answer'd,  ~-  "  Woe  is  mel 

died  the  honr  that  I  was  bom. 
I  have  heard  the  grey-halr'd  Ctiar  tell, 
-  leath-bod  she  did  say 

That  she  should  hear  the  casUc  bell 
ike  twelve  upon  my  wedding  day.  ~ 
aather  dear,  that  thoa  wert  here  I " 
would,"  said  Geraldin^  "sbe  weisl* 
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Bat  won  witb  alMr'd  Toloe  Bsid  she,— 
"OCwuideriiigmotber)  Feak ami iilnet 
I  have  power  W  bid  tbee  flee." 
Alaat  what  sUk  poor  Geraldine? 
Why  fltareg  she  with  unsettled eje ? 
Qui  Blie  the  IxHlilese  dead  espy  ? 
And  why  wlUl  bollowTolco  erics  ahe,— 
"OS.  woman,  olll  this  hour  la  mine,— 
llioiigh  thou  ber  goardlan  spirit  be. 
Off,  woman,  offi  -Us  given  lo  me." 
Tbed  Cbrtstabel  knelt  by  Ibe  lady's  Bide. 
And  raited  to  bearen  bO' eyes  so  bine, — 
"  AUsf"  said  she,  "  tbls  ghastly  ride— 
Dear  lady.  It  biKb  wUder'd  you  I " 
'  The  lady  wiped  her  moist  cold  brow. 
And  faintly  said,  "  Tls  OTer  now  I  " 

Again  the  wild-flower  viae  ahediuik; 
Bee  Diir  large  eyes  'gan  glitter  bright, 
And  from  the  floor  nbereon  ebe  sank, 
Tbe  loRy  lady  stood  npright ; 
She  was  most  beautiriil  to  see, 
Idke  a,  lady  of  a  Ikr  conntrto. 

And  thns  tbe  lofty  lady  spake,  — 
"  Ail  Ibey  who  iiye  in  the  upper  sky 
Da  lore  yon,  boly  Ghrislabell 
And  yon  loye  tbem,  and  for  their  sake. 
And  Ibr  the  good  whl<:h  me  befell. 
Even  lib  my  degree  wUl  try, 
Pair  maiden,  to  reqnlle  you  well. 
But  now  nnrobe  yourself;  tor  I 
Must  pniy,  ere  yet  In  bed  1  lie." 

Quoth  Christabel,  "  So  let  It  l>e  I " 
And  as  the  lady  bade,  did  she. 
Her  gentle  limba  did  she  nndress. 
And  lay  dowu  In  her  loveliueas. 
But,  throngh  her  brain,  of  weal  and  woe 
So  many  thoughts  moved  to  aud  tto, 
TbatTOln  it  were  ber  I  ids  to  close; 
So  balT-wuy  tram  Ibe  bed  she  rose, 
And  on  ber  elbow  did  recline 
To  look  at  the  lady  Qenldine. 

Beneath  tbe  lamp  the  lady  bow^ 
And  slowly  roll'd  her  eyes  around; 
TbCT,  drawing  in  ber  breath  alonil. 
Like  one  that  shuddered,  she  unbound 
The  cincture  fhim  beneath  her  breast: 
Her  silken  robe,  and  Inner  feet, 
Dropt  to  her  ftet,  and  full  In  view, 
Behold  I  her  bosom  and  half  her  side  — 
A  sight  to  dream  of.  not  lo  («tl  I 
O,  shield  berl  ahield  sweet  Christabel  I 


Tet  Geraldine  nor  speaks  nor  stirs: 
Ahr  what  a  stricken  look  was  hers! 
Deep  ttom  within  she  seems  bolf-waj 
~    ■""  weight  witb  aick  assay, 

And  eyes  the  maid  aod  seeks  lielay ; 
Then  Burtdenly  bb  one  deflorl 


CoUeci 


And  lay  down  by  tbe  maiden's  side; 
And  la  her  arms  the  maid  ahe  took, 

well-a^day  I 
And  with  low  TOira  and  dolefbl  look 

These  words  did  say:  [a  ap^ 
Id  Uie  touch  orUilsboBOm  there  worked) 
Wliiob  Is  lord  of  thy  utterance.  ChristabclT 
Tbon  knowcst  to-ulgbt.  and  wilt  kuow 
[sorrow: 
This  mark  of  my  shame,  tbia  eeal  of  my 


self  in 


Isiso 


lein 


Thy  power  to  declare. 

That  In  tbe  dim  forest 
Thou  heard'stalow  moaning,     [fiilr; 
d  fonnd'st  a  bright  lady,  surpassingly 
And  didst  bring  her  home  with  tbee  la 

love  and  in  charity. 
To  shield  her  and  shelter  her  Ado  the 
damp  air." 


THE  COHCurSIOK  TO  PABT  I. 

rss  a  lovely  sight  to  see 
lady  ChriaUhel,  wlHin  sbe 
Was  praying  at  Uie  old  oak  tree. 

Amid  the  Jagged  aiiadowa 

Of  mossy  leafleea  boogha. 

Kneeling  in  tbe  moonlight. 

To  make  her  genlle  tows  ; 

:er  slender  palma  together  prest, 

[saving  sometimes  on  tier  breast; 

:er  face  resigned  to  bliss  or  bale,  — 
Her  face.  O,  call  It  fair  not  pale  1 
And  both  blue  eyes  more  bright  than  cb 
~    '  about  to  have  a  tear. 

With  open  eyes,  (sb,  woe  te  met) 
Asleep,  and  dreaming  ftorfully, 
FeartHilly  dreaming,  yet,  J  wis. 
Dreaming  that  alone  which  la  — 

rrow  and  shame  1    Can  this  besli 
The  lady,  who  knelt  M  the  old  oak  tco 
And.  lo  I  the  worker  of  these  harms. 
That  holds  the  maiden  in  her  anns. 
Seems  to  slumber  etill  and  mild, 
Aa  ■  mother  with  her  <:hild. 
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A  Mar  halh  tat,  a  (tnr  hath  Hbgu, 
O  Gcnildiiie  I  since  anaa  of  thine 
,  Har«  been  tlie  loTBly  ladf '«  prlsun. 
OGcraldJDdl  one  hoar  was  thine, — 
IhOD'sl  hail  thy  Willi  Bytam*  udrill. 
The  Digbt-binls  all  that  hoar  wem  Btill: 
BdC  how  the;  nrejublhuit  aoetr,   [whoo 
From  cliff  anil  tower,  tu  —  wbool  ta  — 
Ttt-^whoo  I  to— wboo  1  fnm  wood  uiil  Ml ! 
ADd  seel  the  Isily  ChrlBtabel 
Gathers  herself  from  out  her  trance; 
Her  limba  relax,  her  conatenonce 
Gn>WB  sul  and  soft;  the  Bmoolb  thin  llde 
Cloae  o'er  her  eyes;  and  tears  eho  sheds,— 
I^rse  tesra  that  leave  the  lashes  brigbtl 
And  oft  the  while  she  seems  to  smile, 
Ab  inbnla  at  a  sadden  lijtMl 
Tea,  she  iloth  smile,  and  she  doth  weep, 
I.ikc  a  youthnil  bermitess, 
BeanUons  in  a  wlldemees, 
Whu,  praying  always,  prays  in  sleep. 
And,  if  she  move  unqnletiy, 
Penzance 'tis  but  the  blood  so  tree. 
Cornea  liacli  and  tingles  in  her  liset. 
So  doubt,  she  hath  a  lieion  sweet. 
Whatlf  hcrguai<dian  spirit 'twero? 
What  IT  sbc  knew  her  mother  near  ? 
Bat  this  sho  Imons,  In  Joys  and  woos, 
That  saints  will  aid  if  men  wiU  caU ; 
For  the  blue  sty  bends  over  alll 


Each  matin  bell,  the  Bainn  salth. 
Knells  us  back  to  a  world  of  doalh. 
These  wonls  Sir  Leollne  Oiat  said, 
When  tie  rose  and  fbnnd  bis  lady  dead : 
These  wonls  Sir  Leoline  will  say, 
Uany  B  mom  tu  bis  dying  day  t 
And  bence  the  custom  and  law  began, 
That  still  at  dawn  the  sacristan. 
Who  dnly  pulls  the  tieavy  bell, 
Five-and-ibrty  beads  must  (ell 
Betirees  each  stroke,  —  a  warning  knell, 
Wliiuh  not  a  soul  can  choose  but  bear 
From  Bratha-Head  to  VVindermeni. 
dttith  Bracy  Ibo  bard, "  So  let  it  knolll 
And  let  tbe  drowsy  saoilstan 
Still  coont  OS  slowly  as  be  can  I 
There  is  no  hick  of  sacb,  I  ween, 
As  well  Bll  up  the  apace  between. 
In  Langdale  Pike  and  Wilch-s  Lair. 


And  Dnngeon-gliyU*  so  fbolly  ren^ 
With  ropes  of  rock  and  bells  of  air 
Three  slDTnl  seilons'  gltosts  lUe  pent, 
Who  ail  give  back,  one  alter  t'other. 
The  deuh.nole  to  their  living  brother; 
And  oR  too,  by  the  knell  olT^nded. 
Just  as  tbelr  one,  two,  three,  is  cudeil, 
The  Devil  mocks  tbe  doleful  tale 
With  a  merry  peal  f^m  Borrowdale." 
The  air  is  stllll  through  mist  and  cloud 
That  merry  peal  comes  ringing  lond ; 
And  Oeroldlne  shakes  off  her  dread. 
And  rises  lightly  from  the  bod ; 
Puts  on  her  silken  vestments  while. 
And  tricks  lier  hair  in  lovely  plight. 
And  nothing  doubting  of  her  spell 
Awakens  the  lady  ChrlsCabel : 
"Sleep  yon,  sweet  lady  Chrlstabel  ? 
I  trust  that  yon  have  rested  veil." 
And  Chrislabel  awoke  and  spied 
The  same  who  lay  down  liy  hoi  aide, — 

B^sed  up  benea^  the  old  oak  treel 
Nay,  foirer  yetl  and  yet  mare  telrl 
For  she  beUke  hath  drooken  deep 
Of  all  the  bleasednesa  of  sleep  I 
And,  while  she  spake,  her  locrita,  her  abr 
Such  gentle  IbankAitiiess  declarv. 
That  (SO  it  aeem'd)  her  girded  vests 
Grew  Ught  beneath  her  heaving  Imiasts. 
"  Sure  I  have  sinn'dl "  said  Cliristabcl, 
"Now  Heaven  be  praised  if  all  lu  wcUI' 
And  In  low  (idtcring  times,  yet  sweet, 
Did  ate  the  lotty  lady  greet 
With  such  perplexity  of  mind 
As  dreams  too  lively  leave  behind. 
So  qnldtly  she  rose,  and  quickly  arrayM 
Her  maiden  limbs,  and  having  pray'd 
That  He  who  on  the  cross  did  groan 
Might  wash  away  her  Bins  unknown. 
She  Ibrthwlth  led  bir  Geraidlne 
To  meet  her  sire.  SirLeollne. 
Tbe  lovely  maid  and  the  lady  toll 
Are  pacing  both  Into  tbe  hall. 
And  pacing  on  through  page  and  groom 
Enter  the  Buron's  presenee.room. 


used  in  Cumberland  and  We9Uiii>reland 

of  places  in  CumlH'rlan'l.  aa  tlio  aulhoi 
at  the  t:me  of  writing  tho  eccnud  Piirl 
waa  reaidiuy  at  Keswick,  In  that  uounty. 
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The  Buran  roio.  and  wblle  he  prMt 
His  graitle  dfingbler  to  hla  broast. 
With  chGcrflil  wonder  in  hie  eyea 
The  lady  (.ieraldine  espies. 
Anil  gave  Each  velcome  to  Uis  umo, 
Ab  might  beseDin  so  bright  a  damo  I 

Bnt  when  lie  henrd  the  I.'idy'a  talc, 
And  when  eha  Call)  her  tethei'B  uume, 
Why  wax'd  Sir  Leollne  bo  pale. 
Hunnaiing  o'er  Che  name  asaln, 
Lord  Balanil  de  Vans  aF  Trrormalne  ? 

Alas  I  Iher  had  been  friends  in  ;oath ; 
Bat  whispei'laK  tongues  can  poison  (rath ; 
And  con stanc/ lives  In  teabna  above; 
Andlifbia  thorny:  and  youth  is  vain; 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love, 
Doth  work  like  madness  in  Uie  brain. 
And  thus  It  cbBDced,  as  1  divine, 
With  Boland  uud  Sir  Leoline. 
Each  spakH  words  of  high  diedMu 
And  iasnlt  to  bis  heart's  best  brother: 
Thoy  parted.  —  ne'er  to  meet  again  I 

To  IVee  the  hollow  heart  f^om  paining;  — 
They  stood  aloof,  the  scars  remaining. 
Like  cliCTs  which  had  been  rent  asunder; 
A  dreary  sea  new  flows  between ;  — 
But  neither  heat,  nor  Qrost,  nor  tbnnder. 
Shall  wholly  do  away,  I  ween, 
Tbe  marks  of  that  which  once  hath  been. 


Stood  gaiing  on  the  aamsel's  Oiee ; 
And  the  youtliTul  iJird  ot  Tryennalne 
Came  back  upon  his  heart  again. 

O,  then,  the  Baron  ftirgot  bis  age, 

His  noble  heart  awell'd  high  with  rage; 

Ue  swore  by  the  wounds  la  Jet 


Andn< 


in  his  a 


And  fondly  in  his  ai 
Fair  Geraldlne.  who  met  the  embraoe. 
Prolonging  It  with  Joyous  look. 
Which  when  she  vlew'd,  a  vision  ibil 
Upon  the  sool  of  Cbristabel. 
The  vision  of  fear,  the  touch  an<1  p^iia  I 
She  shrook  and  ^ndder'd.  and  saw  again, 
(Ah, woe  is  me!  waBitforlbec, 
Thou  gentle  maid!  such  sights  to  sbj?) 
Again  slid  saw  that  bosom  old. 
Again  she  tblt  that  bosom  cold,     [soond: 
And  drcwln  her  breath  with  a  liissiii( 
Thereat  the  Knight  tum'd  wildly  r  >iiud, 
.od  nothing  saw  but  his  own  swoct  riaid 
i'ith  eyes  upraised,  as  one  that  pruyM. 
'he  tonch,  the  sight,  bad  pass'd  away. 
ind  in  Its  stead  that  vision  bleat 
Which  comforted  her  after-rest, 

the  lady's  arms  she  lay. 
Had  put  a  rapture  in  her  breast, 

her  tips  and  o'er  her  eyea 
Spread  smiles  like  Ughtl 

With  new  suinirlw, 
my  belovM  child?  " 
The  Baron  said.  — His  daughter  mild 
Uade  answer.  "  All  will  yet  be  well  I " 

3  no  poiver  to  lell 
Aught  else:  so  mighty  was  the  spelL 

he,  who  saw  this  Geraldlne. 
Had  decm'd  her  sure  a  thing  divine; 
:li  sorrow  with  such  grace  she  blended, 
if  she  rear'd  she  had  offended 
eet  Chrislabel.  that  gentle  maldl 
d  with  such  lowly  tones  she  prayM 
'  '  ■  ■  ithont  delay 


Homt 


ide. 

Ho  would  proclaim  it  [Sr  and  wide 
With  trump  and  solemn  heraldry, 
That  they  who  thus  had  wrong'd  the  dame 
Were  base  as  apottwl  intemyl 
"And  If  they  dare  deny  the  same, 
Uy  herald  shall  appoint  a  week. 
And  let  the  recreant  traitors  sock 
My  tnumey  court,  —  that  there  and  then 
1  may  dislodge  their  reptile  sonla 
From  the  boiliea  and  forma  of  men!  " 
He  spake:  bis  eye  in  lightning  rolls  I 
For  the  lady  was  rutblessly  seized;  and 

he  kenn'd 
m  the  beautiful  lady  the  child  of  hit 

IMendt 


Kay  I 

.bymysoull"  said  Leoline. 

0 1  Bracy  the  banl.  the  charge  be  thine  | 
Go  thou,  with  music  sweet  and  loud, 
A  nd  take  two  steeds  with  trappl  nge  proud. 
And  lake  the  yonth  whom  thoulov'^t  li.-st 
To  boiu-  thy  harp,  and  learn  thy  eoog. 
And  clothe  yon  both  In  solemn  vest. 
Anil  over  the  mouDtalns  basic  along. 
Lest  wandering  folii,  that  are  abroad. 
Detain  you  on  tho  valley  road. 
And  n-hon  he  has  croBs'd  the  Irthing  flood, 
.My  merry  banl!  hehasleahe  hitsteu 
Up  Knorren  Moor,   throng  llnlogarlh 

Which  stands  and  threatens  Scotland^ 
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CHRISTABEL. 


"  BudBiacr  t  bard  Bracf  I  )^nr  boraea  >rs 

fleet, 
Te  must  tide  up  the  ball,  your  muiio  « 

Vara  loud  than  yoai  borscs'  ccbalng  teet  I 
And  load  and  load  to  Lord  Boland  call, 
Th?  dsngbter  li  sate  in  Langdale  hall  I 
Tby  beautiful  ilan^ter  1b  safe  and  tree : 
Sir  I.eoUnD  greets  thM  thni  tbrongh  me. 
He  bids  thee  come  withont  delay 
With  all  thy  numerous  array ; 
And  take  Uij  lovely  danghter  home : 
And  he  will  meet  thee  on  the  iray 
With  all  bis  numeroDS  array 
White  with  tbelr  panting  palIlreyB>  Ibani : 
And,  by  mine  honour!  Iwlllsay, 
That  I  rapeut  oie  of  the  day 
When  I  spako  words  of  flerce  disdain 
To  Kuluid  do  Vaux  oTTryermalaBl  — 
For.  sinoe  that  erll  hour  luUh  flown, 
Uany  aSommcr'aSanluthBhone: 
Yet  ne'er  Itiund  I  a  Mend  again 
Like  Roland  de  Vaui  of  Tryermalua.'' 
The  lady  fell,  and  clssp'il  Ma  knees, 
Hot  thco  npralncd.her  eyes  o'erOiin  ing; 
And  Bracj  ropllBd,  with  frilleriuK  lOicc, 
His  gracious  hail  oa  ullbei^Iowing: 
"Thy  words,  thou  sire  of  Chrietabel, 
Are  sweeter  than  my  harp  can  tell; 
Tet,  mightl  gain  a  boon  ofthee. 
This  day  myjonmey  should  not  be. 
So  strangB  a  dream  hatb  come  to  mo; 
That  I  had  vow'd  with  music  loud 
To  clear  yon  wood  fram  thing  miblestt 
Wam'd  bj-  a  Tision  In  my  resti 
For  In  my  sleep  I  saw  that  dove. 
That  gentle  bird  whom  thou  dost  lore. 
And  cBll'Bt  by  thy  uwu  daughter'aname,— 
Sir  Leollne  f    I  saw  the  same, 
Flnttering,  and  attoring  fearfiil  moan, 
Amonglhegreen  herbs  In  the  IbMBtnione, 
Which  when  I  saw  anil  when  I  heard, 
1  wondet'd  wbat  might  ait  the  liird; 
Tot  nothing  near  it  coald  I  see. 
Save  the  grass  and  green  herbs  under- 
neath the  old  tree. 
"  And  in  my  dream  methought  I  went 
To  search  ont  what  might  there  iKi  foimd ; 
And  what  the  sweet  bird's  trouble  meant. 
That  thus  lay  fluttering  on  the  ground. 
I  went  and  peer'd,  and  could  descrj- 
No  cause  tor  her  dlstressftil  ery ; 
But  yet  for  her  dear  lady's  sake 
J  atoop'd,  methought,  ibe  dore  to  take, 


a  bright  green  make 
Coil'd  around  Its  wings  and  neek,  — 
Gieen  as  the  herbs  on  whieh  It  coacli'd. 
Close  by  the  dove's  lt«  head  It  crouch''!; 
And  with  the  dove  it  beaves  awl  rtin, 
Swelling  Its  neck  a*  sbe  aweli'd  benil 
I  woka ;  it  was  the  midnight  boar. 
The  clock  was  echoing  In  the  tower  i 
1  my  slamber  was  gone  by, 
I  It  would  not  pass  away.  — 
live  upon  my  eye! 
And  thence  I  vow'd  this  seif-anme  day 
With  music  stn>ag  and  saintly  sing 
To  wander  through  the  rarest  liiire, 
Leat  aught  unholy  loiter  tbere." 
ThQsBracysaid:  the  Boron,  the  while, 
Half-Iisfalng  heard  blm  with  n  smile; 
Then  tnni'd  to  Lady  Geraldine, 

■  wonder  noil  love ; 
And  said  In  courtly  accentd  flne, 
"Sweet  maid,  l^rd  Poland's  boaut 


[sooj. 
ms   more   strong  than  harp  vr 
and  I  will  crush  the  snake  I  " 
!  her  forehead  as  he  spukc. 
And  Gcraldlne,  in  maiden  wise, 

1  her  large  liriglil  eyes, 
With  blushing  rhoak  and  coorlesy  Hue, 

rftom  Sir  Leoiinu; 
SoIUy  galher'd  np  hai  train, 
That  o'er  her  rlgbl  ana  fell  again ; 

I  fblded  her  arms  across  her  clioat. 
And  Goueh'd  her  head  niwo  her  breast, 

1  askance  at  ChristabHl.— 
Jesu,  Maria,  shield  her  welll 

ike's  small  eye  blinks  dull  and  shy. 
And  the  lady's  eyoa  they  shnink  in  lie^r 

head, 
Ilach  shrunk  up  to  a  serpeuf  a  eye, 

III  with  BOmewbat  of  malive,  nnd  more 

of  dread. 
Chrislebcl  slio  look'd  askanrcl  — 
One  moment,  —  and  the  sight  wss  ned  I 
But  Christobel  in  diiiy  trance, 
Stumbling  on  the  unsteady  ground, 
Shndder'd  aloud,  with  a  hlBsing  sound ; 

GeraldloB  a^nln  turo'il  i-ound. 
And,  like  n  thing  (hut  sought  rolicf. 
Foil  of  wonder  and  flill  of  grief, 
e  roll'd  her  large  bright  eyes  divine 
ildlyonSlrLeoline. 
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The  mstd,  devoid  of  gnUe  and  aln, 
I  know  not  how,  lu  Ibftrfdl  wiM 

Bo  deeply  hail  she  dniiiken  la 

That  all  her  reatores  were  rcalgo'd 
To  this  sole  image  In  her  mind ; 
And  passively  did  imluta 
Hut  look  of  dull  and  trsuoheroUB  haCe  I 
And  thos  idle  stood,  lo  dlii;  trnncc, 
StUl  picturing  that  loob  askance, 
With  farced  nnoonacions  Bjmpath; 
Full  befoFO  bee  ltither>B  view, — 
As  fiir  as  such  a  look  eonld  be, 


And,  tnmlDg  (h>m  hia  own  awx 
The  BsM  kDlgbt,  Sir  I^coilne, 
Led  italta  the  lady  Genldlne  I 


10  inn 


and  bino 


And,  when  the  tninoe  was  o'er,  the  Kal4 
Paused  awbllc,  and  Inly  pray'd ; 
Then  foiling  at  her  nitber's  Ibet, 
"  By  my  molher's  sonl  Jo  I  entreat 
That  thou  this  woman  send  away  t' 
She  salit;  and  more  Bbe  could  not  say; 
For  what  she  knew  she  could  not  tell, 
-O'or-maater'd  by  ihe  mighty  spell. 

Why  Is  thy  cheek  so  wan  and  wltd, 
SlrLeoliDe?    Thy  only  child 
Lies  at  thy  feet,  thy  Joy,  tby  pride, 
So  hir,  BO  innocent,  so  mild; 
The  game  for  whom  thy  lady  died  f 
O,  by  the  pangs  of  her  dear  mother. 
Think  thou  no  evil  of  tliy  child! 
For  her,  anil  thee,  and  for  no  other, 
Slie  pray'd  the  moment  ore  ebe  died : 
Pray'd  that  the  Iwbo  tor  whom  ehe  died 
Mightprovc  hcrdcarlord'sjoy  and  pride! 
That  prayer  her  deadly  pangs  beguiled. 

Sir  Leoline  I 
And  wouid'st  thon  wrong  thy  only  child. 

Her  child  and  Uilne? 
Wilhbi  the  Baron's  heart  nod  brain 
If  tbonghts,  like  these,  hndaoy  Btmre, 
They  only  swell'd  his  rage  and  pain, 
And  did  hut  work  conniBioD  there. 
His  licartwnsclen  with  pain  nndmgCi 
His  chicks  they  qufTBTM,  hla  eyes  were 
DiahononrM  thns  in  his  old  age;      [wild. 
DlBhouoDi'd  by  hig  only  child. 
And  all  his  hoBpitnltty 
To  the  wrong'd  <taiighCer  of  his  fHend 


UTTU  Child,  a  limber  elf. 
Singing,  dancing  to  Itaelf, 
A  fUry  Ihing  with  red  round  cheeka. 
That  alH^s  flnds,  and  never  seeks. 
Hakes  such  a  vision  lo  the  eight 
As  Alls  a  thther's  eyes  with  light; 
Anil  pleasure  a  flow  In  so  thick  and  Ikst 
Upon  his  heart,  that  he  at  last 
Host  needs  eKpress  hla  lore's  exeesa 
With  words  of  unmeant  bittcnieas. 
Perhaps  tls  pretty  to  fame  togcltiar 
Thon^ts  so  all  nnltke  each  olber ; 

Id  mock  a  broken  vhaim. 
To  dally  with  wrong  that  does  no  barm. 
Perhaps  'liB  lender  too  and  pretty 
'  .  each  wild  word  to  feel  wllhin 
.  recoil  of  love  and  pity. 


Andw 


t  if.  In  a 


UllSi 


'gjealon 


Brought  thna  to  a  lUsgraceftil  end, — 
Ha  roil'd  his  eye  with  stern  regard 
Upon  the  gentle  minstrel  banl, 
And  said  in  tones  abrupt,  austere, 
"  Why,  Bracy  I  dost  Uion  loittt  here? 
Ibadetbcebeneel*   The  batd  obeyM, 


(O,  sorrow  and  Bhnmc  should  this  be  true  I) 
Snch  giddiness  of  heart  anil  brain 
Comes  seldom  save  ftem  rage  and  pain. 
So  talks  as  it's  most  used  to  do.' 

-   1  regret,  as  was  natural,  baa 

been  lelt,  that  Uiia  strange  poem  waa  not 
"  ished;  and  vorioaa  oonleatnrct  have 

^ntbrown  out.  Rata  bow  It  would  bava 

ended,  had  the  anlhor  carried  throng  hla 
dCBlgn.   Some  have  rather  thought  the 

naturally  incapable  of  being  com* 

1.  imd  thHt  as  instinct  of  gonina  to 

ilreaUykepttEeaDlbor 

ling  CD,  though  without  his  bclnr 

•f  It.   But  there  ippcars  no  bud- 

.  jtsoD  toi)uea(ion  that  ha  hail  a  de- 

plnn  in  hia  miud,  and  saw  his  war 

jy  to  a  completion  of  the  story ;  ana 

it  is  said  that,  sometimes,  on  being  asked 

subst^intlally  as   follows:    "Oernhliue, 

—' ins  wholly  evil  and  Bnnernatuml  by 

nlllanca  with  the  Devil,  waa  to  ala 
i-olnorChristabelbytaklnKTarloM 

,.  -Si  first,  as  we  boo  her  la  the  poem. 

aRerw:ird8  as  Chriatabel'a  absent  lover, 
the  power  or  dolDg  eotirelT' 
...»  certain  biileonsneFB  wbkB 
ieenlodunderb«Hrdi«SB.  Thowod. 
igbt  was  to  draw  on,  and  Itw  poets 
flnilo  happily  by  the  advent  of  the 
real  lover  rcturomg  home." — The  myate- 
louB  witchery  that  hangs  abont  Ihli 
iloce  wholly  ibscinales  and  saraewbat  be- 


iivay  with  a 
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ODE  TO   THE  DEPAETIUfG  YEAR.* 


AbsHhent.  —  The  Ode  commeDCCS  with  an  Addresslo  thflDlvlne  PTovMeont, 
private  Joys  anil 


that  reKUlalee  into  one  vaet  honnoDy  all  the  evealg  of  time,  bowevcr  cslamitoui 
Bomu  of  them  mn;  appcHr  to  mortals.    The  secoDd  Strophe  calls  on  men  to  «u«peacl 


in  ^ueral.    The  first  Epode  speaks  of  Oie  Eiupreis  or  RdhIb,  ir  ho  died  or  an 

apopleiyontho  17tb  of  November,  1W8;  havliig  jnal  conclu.lBrt  a  (ubBlilidjv  treaty 
with  this  KinRs  combined  again  Btrraoce.  The  drat  aod  eecund  Aatistroptie  desuritn 
the  Inuwe  of  the  Departing  Tear,  Ac.,  aa  In  a  Tialon.  Tbe  aecoad  propbeilM,  In  an- 
SniBh  or  Bpliit,  the  downlkQ  of  this  conDtry. 

Spihit  who  Bweepest  the  wild  harp  of  Time, 

It  is  most  hard,  with  an  nutrouoled  ear 

Thy  dark  inwoven  harmoniea  to  hoarl 
Yet,  mine  eye  fix'd  on  Heaven's  nnchanging  clime, 
Long  had  I  listen'd,  free  from  mortal  fear, 

With  inward  Btillness,  and  a  bowfid  mind ; 

When,  lo  1  its  folds  fur  waving  on  the  wind, 
I  saw  the  train  of  the  departing  year! 

Starting  from  my  silent  sadness 

Then  with  no  nnholy  madness. 
Ere  yet  the  enter'd  cloud  foreclosed  my  sight, 
I  raised  th'  impetnous  song,  and  solemnized  his  Sight. 

Hither,  from  the  recent  tomb, 
From  the  prison's  direr  gloom, 
From  distemper's  midnight  anguish; 
And  thence,  where  poverty  doth  waste  and  languish ; 

Or  where,  his  two  bright  torches  blending, 
Love  illumines  manhood's  maze ; 

Or  where-o'er  cradled  infants  bending 
Hope  has  flx'd  her  wishful  gaze ; 
Hither,  in  perpleiM  dance. 
Ye  Woes,  ye  joung-eyeil  Joys,  advance  1 
By  Time's  wild  harp,  and  by  the  hand 
Whose  indefatigable  sweep 
Baiseg  its  fateful  strings  from  sleep, 
I  bide  you  haste,  a  mix'd  tumultuous  band  I 
From  every  private  bower, 

And  each  domestic  hearth. 
Haste  for  one  solemn  hour; 
And  with  a  loud  and  yet  a  louder  voice. 
O'er  Nature  strngeling  in  portentous  birth, 

Weep  ana  rejoice! 
Still  echoes  the  dread  name  that  o'er  the  Earth 
Let  slip  the  storm,  and  woke  the  brood  of  Hell : 

1    ma  Odewna  composed  on  the24tli,ZSth.and2etta  days  ofDecember.lTM;  and 
wu  Unt  potilUhed  on  the  last  da;  ot  that  year. 


And  now  advance  in  saintly  iabilee 
Justice  and  Truth  I    They  too  nave  heard  thy  spell, 
They  too  obey  thy  name,  divincst  Liberty! 

I  mark'd  Ambition  in  his  war-array  I 

I  heard  the  mailed  Monarch's  troublous  cry,  — 
"  Ah  I  wherefore  does  the  Northern  Conqueress  stay  ? 
Groans  not  her  chariot  on  its  onward  way?" 

Fly,maili5d  Monarch,  fly ! 
Stnnn'd  hy  Death's  twice  mortal  mace, 
No  more  on  murder's  lurid  face 
Th'  insatiate  hag  ehall  gloat  with  drunken  eye ! 

Manes  of  th"  uunnmher'd  slain  1 

Ye  that  gasp'd  on  Warsaw's  plain! 
Te  that  orat  at  Ismail's  tower, 
When  human  ruin  choked  the  streams, 

Fell  in  conquest's  glutted  hour, 
'Mid  women's  shrieks  and  infants'  screams  I 
Spirits  of  th'  uncoffin'd  slain, 

Sudden  blasts  of  triumph  swelling, 
Oft,  at  night,  in  misty  train, 

Uush  around  her  narrow  dwelling! 
Th'  exterminating  fiend  ia  fled, — 

(Foul  her  life,  and  dark  her  doom,) 
Mighty  armies  of  the  dead 

Dance  like  death-fires  ronud  her  tomb! 
Then  with  prophetic  song  relate 
Each  some  tyrant-murderer's  fate  I 

Departing  Year,  'twas  on  no  earthly  shore 

My  soul  beheld  thy  Tisionl    Where  alone. 

Voiceless  and  stern,  before  the  cloudy  throne. 
Aye  Memory  sits:  thy  robe  inscribed  with  gore, 
With  many  an  unimaginable  groan 

Thou  storied'st  thy  sad  hours  I     Silence  ensned. 

Deep  silence  o'er  th'  ethereal  multitude, 

Whose  locks  with  wreaths,  whose  wreaths  with  glories  shone. 

Then,  his  eye  wild  ardonrs  glancing, 

From  the  choired  Gods  advancing, 

The  Spirit  of  the  Earth  made  reverence  meet. 

And  stood  up,  beantifnl,  before  the  cloudy  seat. 

Throughout  the  blissful  throng, 
Hush'd  were  harp  and  song: 
Till  wheeling  ronnd  tlie  throne  the  Lampads  seven 
(The  mystic  Words  of  Heaven) 
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PermissiTe  signal  make: 
The  fervent  Spirit  boVd,  then  spread  his  wings  and  spiike: 
"  Thou  in  stormy  blackness  throning 

Love  and  nncreated  Light, 
By  the  Earth's  nnsolaced  groaning, 
Seize  thy  terrors,  Arm  of  might  I 
By  Peace  with  proffer'd  insnlt  scared. 
Masked  hate  and  enrytng  acorn ; 
By  years  of  havoc  yet  unDorn, 
And  hunger's  bosom  to  the  froeb-winds  bared; 
Bat  chief  by  Afric'a  wrongs. 
Strange,  hoirible,  and  foul; 

By  what  deep  gnilt  belongs 
To  the  deaf  Synod,  'fall  of  gifts  and  lies ; ' 
By  wealth's  insensate  laagh,  by  torture's  howl, — 
Avenger,  rise! 
For  ever  shall  the  thankless  Island  scowl. 
Her  qaiver  full,  and  with  unbroken  bow  ? 
Speak !  from  thy  stoim-black  Heaven,  0,  speak  aloud  I 
And  on  the  darkling  foe 
Open  thine  eye  of  fire  from  some  uncertain  cloud  I 

0,  dart  the  flash !     0,  rise  and  deal  the  blow  1 
The  Past  to  thee,  to  thee  the  Future  cries ! 

Hark  !  how  wide  Nature  joins  her  groans  below  I 
Eise,  God  of  Nature,  rise ! " 

The  voice  had  ceased,  the  vision  fled ; 
Yet  still  I  gasp'd  and  reel'd  with  dread. 
And  over,  when  the  dream  of  night 
Renews  the  phantom  to  my  sight, 
Cold  sweat-dropa  gather  on  my  limbs ; 

My  ears  throb  hot;  my  eye-oalis  start; 
My  brain  with  horrid  tumult  swims; 

Wild  is  the  tempest  of  my  heart ; 
And  my  thick  and  struggling  breath 
Imitat^  the  toil  of  death ! 
No  stranger  agony  confounds 

The  soldier  on  the  war-field  spread. 
When  all  fordone  with  toil  and  wounds. 

Death-like  he  dozes  among  heaps  of  dead! 
(The  strife  is  o'er,  the  day-light  fled. 

And  the  night-wind  clamours  hoarsel 
See!  the  starting  wretch's  head 

Lies  pillow'd  on  a  brother's  corse!) 
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Not  yet  enslave*!,  not  wholly  tUo, 
0  Albion  1    0  tny  mother  lele  I 
Thy  valleyB,fair  as  Eden's  bowers. 
Glitter  green  with  snnny  showei-s ; 
Thy  grassy  nplands'  gentle  swells 

Echo  to  the  bleat  of  flocks ; 
(Those  grassy  hills,  those  glittering  dells 

Proudly  ramparted  with  rocks ;) 
And  Ocean  'mid  his  uproar  wild 
Speaks  safety  to  his  island-child. 

Hence  for  many  a  fearless  age 

Has  social  Quiet  loved  thy  snore; 
Nor  ever  prond  Invader's  rage 
Or  sack'd  thy  towers,  or  stain'd  thy  fields  with  gore. 

Abandon'd  of  Heaven  1  mad  Avarice  thy  gnide. 
At  cowardly  distance,  yet  kindling  with'  pride,  — 
'Mid  thy  herds  and  thy  corn-fields  secure  thou  hast  stood. 
And  joiu'd  the  wild  yelling  of  famine  and  blood! 
The  nations  curse  thee!    They  with  eager  wondering 
Shall  hear  Destruction,  like  a  vulture,  scream! 
Strange-eyed  Destruction  I  who  with  many  a  dream 
Of  central  fires  through  nether  seas  npthuudering 

Soothes  her  fierce  solitude;  yet  as  she  lice 
By  livid  fount,  or  red  volcanic  stream. 

If  ever  to  her  lidless  dragon-eyes, 

0  Albion !  thy  predestined  ruins  rise, 
The  fiend-hag  on  ner  perilous  couch  doth  leap, 
Muttering  distemper'd  triumph  in  her  charmed  sleep.     , 

Away,  my  soul,  away  I 
In  vain,  in  vain  the  birds  of  warning  sing,— 
And,  hark  I  I  hear  the  famiah'd  brood  of  prey 
Flap  their  lank  pennons  on  the  groaning  wind  I 
Awa^,  my  soul,  away ! 
I  unpartakiQg  of  the  evil  thing, 
With  daily  prayer  and  daily  toil 
Soliciting  for  food  my  scanty  soil. 
Have  wail'd  my  country  with  a  loud  Lament. 
Now  I  recentre  my  immortal  mind 

In  the  deep  sabbath  of  meek  self-content; 
Cleansed  from  the  vaporous  passions  that  bedim 
Qod's  Image,  sister  of  the  Seraphim. 
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Ye  ClondB,  that  far  above  me  float  and  panse, 
Whose  pathless  march  no  mortal  may  control  I 
Ye  Ocean- Waves,  that,  whereeoe'er  ye  roll, 

Yield  homage  ooly  to  eternal  laws  I 

Ye  Woods,  that  listen  to  the  mght^birde  sinking, 
Midway  the  smooth  and  periloaa  slope  reclined. 

Save  when  your  own  impenona  branches  swinging 
Have  made  a  solemn  mnsic  of  the  wind ! 

Where,  like  a  man  beloved  of  God, 

Throngh  glooms,  which  never  woodman  trod. 
How  oft,  pnrsning  fancies  holy, 

My  moonlight  way  o'er  flowering  weeds  I  wonnd. 
Inspired,  beyond  the  gness  of  folly. 

By  each  mde  shape  and  wild  nnconqnerable  sound! 

0  ye  lend  Waves  I  and  0  ye  Forests  nigh  1 
And  0  ye  Clonds  that  far  above  me  soar'd! 

Thon  rising  SnnI  thon  bine  rejoicing  Sky! 
Yea,  every  thing  that  is  and  will  be  freel 
Bear  witness  for  me,  wheresoe'er  ye  he, 
With  what  deep  worship  I  have  still  adored 
The  spirit  ofdivineet  Liberty. 

When  France  in  wrath  her  giant  limbs  oprear'd. 

And  with  that  oath  which  smote  air,  earth,  and  sea, 

Stamp'd  her  strong  foot,  and  said  she  wonld  be  free. 
Bear  witness  for  me,  how  I  hoped  and  fear'd ! 
With  what  a  joy  my  lofty  gratnlation 

TToawed  I  sang,  amid  a  slavish  band : 
And  when,  to  wnelm  the  disenchanted  nation. 

Like  fiends  embattled  by  a  wizard's  wand. 
The  Monarchs  mareh'd  in  evil  day. 
And  Britain  join'd  the  dire  array ; 

Thongh  dear  her  shores  and  circling  ocean. 
Though  many  friendahips,  many  youthful  loves 

Had  Bwoln  the  patriot  emotion. 
And  flung  a  magic  light  o'er  all  her  hills  and  groves; 
Yet  still  my  voice,  unalter'd,  sang  defeat 

To  all  that  braved  the  tTrant-qnelling  lance. 
And  shame  too  long  delay  d  and  vain  retreat  I 
For  ne'er,  0  Liberty!  with  partial  aim 

1  dimm'd  thy  light  or  damp'd  thy  holy  flame ; 
Bat  hlesa'd  the  pseans  of  deli^er'd  France, 

And  hung  my  head  imd  wept  at  Britain's  name. 
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"And  what,"  I  said,  "though  Blasphemy's  loud  ecream 

With  that  sweet  masic  of  deliveraDce  strove ! 

Though  all  the  fierce  and  drunken  passions  wove 
A  dance  more  wild  than  e'er  was  maniac's  dream ! 

Ye  storms,  that  round  the  dawning  East  assembled. 
The  Sun  was  rising,  thongh  ye  hid  his  ligbtl" 

And  when,  to  soothe  my  soul,  that  hoped  and  trembled. 
The  dissonance  ceased,  and  all  seem'd  oalm  and  bright; 

When  France  her  front  deep-scarred  and  gory 

Conceal'd  with  clustering  wreaths  of  glory; 
^.  When,  insupporiably  advancing, 

Her  arm  made  mockery  of  the  warrior's  tramp; 
While  timid  looks  of  fury  glancing. 

Domestic  treason,  cmsh'd  beneath  her  fatal  stamp. 
Writhed  like  a  wounded  dragon  in  his  gore ; 

Then  1  reproach'd  my  fears  that  would  not  flee; 
"  And  soon,"  I  said,  "  shall  Wisdom  teach  her  lore 
In  the  low  huts  of  them  that  toil  and  groan  I 
And,  conquering  by  her  happiness  alone. 

Shall  France  compel  the  nations  to  be  free. 
Till  Love  and  Joy  look  round,  and  call  the  Earth  their  own." 

Forgive  me.  Freedom!     0,  forgive  those  dreunsl 

I  near  thy  voice,  I  hear  thy  loud  lament. 

From  bleak  Helvetia's  icy  caverns  sent,  — 
I  hear  thy  groans  upon  her  blood-staln'd  streams! 

Heroes,  that  for  your  peaceful  country  perish'd. 
And  ye  that,  fleeing,  spot  your  mountain-snows 

With  bleeding  wounds;  forgive  me,  that  I  cherish'd 
One  thought  that  ever  bless'd  your  cruel  foes! 

To  scatter  rago  and  traitorous  guilt, 

Where  Peace  her  jealous  homo  nad  built ; 
A  patriot-race  to  disinherit 
Of  all  thai  made  their  stormy  wilds  so  dear; 

And  with  ineKpiablc  spirit 
To  taint  the  bloodless  freedom  of  the  mountaineer, — 
0  France,  that  mockcst  Heaven,  adulterous,  blind, 

And  patriot  only  in  pernicious  toils ! 
Are  these  thy  boasts,  Champion  of  human  kind  ? 
To  mix  with  Kings  in  the  low  lust  of  sway, 
Yell  in  the  hunt,  and  shiire  the  murderous  prey? 
To  insult  the  shrine  of  Liberty  with  spoils 
From  freemen  torn  i'  to  tempt  and  to  betray  ?  ' 

B  Coleridge's  TViWa  Tmt,  ander  date  Jalf  73, 1833,  has  tha  fbUowlntt ;  "  Sa  nin 
WSB  more  enthnaiastic  thnn  I  wu  I'or  France  sDd  Uio  ReTOlatiani  It  had  all  mj 
wiahWinODeofmyexiiaclslion*.   BeCore  1TW>  I  clearly  uw,  uiij  oftea  enoagta  Btat 
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The  Senenal  and  the  Dark  rebel  in  vaiu, 
Slaves  by  their  own  compulsion  I     In  mad  game 
They  bnrst  their  manacles  and  wear  the  name 

Ot  Freedom,  graven  on  a  heavier  chain ! 
0  Liberty !  with  profitless  endeavour 
Have  I  pursued  thee,  many  a  weary  honr; 

Bnt  tnoa  nor  swell'st  the  victor's  strain,  nor  ever 
Didst  breathe  thy  soul  in  forms  of  human  power. 
Alike  from  all,  howe'er  they  praise  thee, 
(Not  prayer,  nor  boastful  name  delays  thee,) 

Alike  from  Priestcraft's  harpy  minions, 

And  factious  Blasphemy's  obscener  slaves. 

Thou  speedest  on  thy  subtle  pinions. 

The  gnide  of  homeless  wmds,  and  playmate  of  the  waveet 

And  there  I  felt  thee!  —  on  that  sea-chfl's  verge. 

Whose  pines,  scarce  travcll'd  by  the  breeze  above. 

Had  made  one  murmur  with  the  distant  surge ! 

Yes,  while  I  stood  and  gazed,  my  temples  bare. 

And  shot  my-being  through  earth,  sea,  and  air. 

Possessing  all  things  with  intensest  love, 

0  Liberty  I  my  spirit  felt  thee  there. 

JkdkvaBI,  1197. 
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{WriUenia  April.  1799,  ilurina  fAs  oJarm  .i/nn  IBMjiM.) 

A  QBEEN  and  silent  spot,  amid  the  hills, 
A  small  and  silent  dell!     O'er  stiller  place 
No  singing  sky-lark  ever  poised  liimself. 
The  hiUs  are  heathy,  save  that  swelling  slope, 
Which  hath  a  gay  and  gorgeous  covering  on. 
All  golden  with  the  nevcr-bloomless  furze. 
Which  now  blooms  most  profusely :  but  tlie  dcU, 


As  vernal  corn-field,  or  the  unripe  flax, 

«d  In  pnbUc,  the  horrid  dalnBion,  the  Tile  mociery  of  the  whole  nfllldr."— The  >t)l^ 

ntiou  or  Swltierland  wna  loDg  a  fSTOUrite  object  with  O: .....i™—.™  j™.  t.. 

France.    MichinfttioBs  (o  thai  end  were  begun  as  early  i 
1193,  the  National  ConvcoUon  unanlmonalf  p.isecil  a  ai- 
openly  at  war  with  all  established  govemnuiita.    Amilit 

soon  Ibllowed :  aud  the  sanguluarf  work  wns  conlinaetL  uvm  ivu  w  luw  •■—  ••—> 
when,  at  lenstti  the  Fccncb  carried  throogb  their  purpose.    This  wanton  and  onpro- 
yoked  asunlt  on  the  uudent  n»edom  and  IndopBDilense  ot  the  SwIH  dlseniAsirtM 
many  of  the  grmpsthiBera  with  the  French  cause,  both  In  Bngland  and  elsewliera. 
Sii  Jamea  Mackintosh  denoonoed  it  as  "  an  net  in  comparison  wlfll  which  all  flie 
deeilg  of  nplne  and  bloodshed  perpetrated  in  the  world  ans  innocence  ItselC'    Bnt 
the  Swiss  did  not  at  that  time  stny  coiiqucml;  and  the  floal  oxtinctlon  of  their  old 
Confederacy  did  not  take  place  till  ie02.    Peii  ~        ....  ... 

earned  onr  thauka,  In  havIuK  prompted  the  a 
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When,  throngh  its  balf-tranaparent  Btalks,  at  ©ye. 
The  level  sunshine  glimmera  with  green  light. 
O,  'tis  a  quiet  spirit-healing  nook  1 
Which  all,  methinks,  would  love ;  but  chiefly  he, 
The  humble  man,  who,  in  his  youthful  veara. 
Knew  just  so  much  of  folly,  as  had  made 
Hia  early  manhood  more  securely  wise  I 
Here  he  might  lie  on  fern  or  witber'd  heath. 
While  from  the  singing  lark,  (that  sings  unseen 
The  minstrelsy  that  solitude  loves  bea^) 
And  from  the  San,  and  from  the  breezy  air, 
Sweet  influencea  trembled  o'er  his  frame ; 
And  he,  with  mtaiY  feelinga,  many  thoughts. 
Made  ap  a  meditative  joy,  and  found 
Seligious  meanings  in  the  forms  of  Nature! 
And  so,  his  senses  gradually  wrapt 
In  a  half  sleep,  he  dreams  of  better  worlds. 
And  dreaming  heara  thee  etill,  0  singing  lark. 
That  singest  like  an  angel  in  the  cloudaT 

My  Goal  it  ia  a  melancholy  thin^ 
For  such  a  man,  who  would  full  fain  preserve 
Hia  sou!  in  calmneaa,  yet  perforce  must  feel 
Por  all  his  human  brethren,  —  0  my  God! 
It  weighs  npon  the  heart,  that  he  maat  think 
What  uproar  and  what  strife  may  now  he  stirring 
This  way  or  that  way  o'er  these  ailent  hills, — 
Invasion,  and  the  thunder  and  the  about. 
And  all  the  crash  of  onset ;  fear  and  rage. 
And  undetermined  conflicl^  —  even  now. 
Even  now,  perchance,  and  in  hia  native  isle: 
Carnage  and  groans  beneath  this  blessed  Son  I 
We  have  oftended,  0  my  countmnen ! 
We  have  offended  very  grievously. 
And  been  most  tyranuons.    From  East  to  West 
A  groan  of  accusation  pierces  Heaven  1 
The  wretched  plead  i^ainst  us ;  multitudes 
Countless  and  vehement,  the  sons  of  God, 
Our  brethren  I    Like  a  cloud  that  travels  on, 
Steam'd  np  from  Cairo's  swamps  of  pestilence. 
Even  so,  my  countrymen,  have  we  gone  forth 
And  borne  to  distant  tribes  slavery  and  pangs, 
And,  deadlier  far,  onr  vicea,  whose  deep  taint 
With  slow  perdition  murders  the  whole  man. 
His  body  and  his  soul!     Meanwhile,  at  home. 
All  individual  dignity  and  power 
EugulTd  in  courts,  committees,  institutions, 
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Assooiatiims  and  societies, 

A  Tain,  speech-mouthing,  speech-reporting  guild, 

One  beuefit-clnb  for  mutual  flattery, 

We  have  drunk  up,  demure  as  at  a  grace. 

Pollutions  from  the  brimming  cup  of  w^th  ; 

Contemptuous  of  all  honourable  rule. 

Yet  bartering  freedom  and  the  poor  man's  life 

For  gold,  as  at  a  market  1    The  sweet  words 

Of  Christian  promise,  words  that  eyen  yet 

Might  stem  destruction,  were  they  wisely  preach'd, 

Are  mutter'd  o'er  by  men  whose  tones  proclaim 

How  flat  and  wearisome  they  feel  their  trade ; 

Eank  scoSers  some,  but  most  too  indolent 

To  deem  them  falsehoods  or  to  know  their  truth. 

0,  blasphemous !  the  book  of  life  is  made 

A  superstitious  instrument,  on  which 

"We  gabble  o'er  the  oaths  wo  mean  to  break; 

For  all  must  swear,  —  all  aud  in  every  place, 

College  and  wharf,  council  and  justice-court ; 

All,  all  must  swear,  the  briber  and  the  bribed. 

Merchant  aud  lawyer,  senator  and  priest, 

The  rich,  the  poor,  the  old  man  and  the  young ; 

All,  all  make  up  one  scheme  of  perjury, 

That  faith  doth  reel;  the  very  name  of  God 

Sounds  like  a  juggler's  charm ;  and,  bold  with  joy. 

Forth  from  his  dark  and  lonely  hiding-place, 

(Portentous  sight  t)  the  owlet  Atheism, 

Sailing  on  obscene  wings  athwart  the  noon, 

Drops  his  blue-f  ringbd  lids,  and  holds  them  close. 

And,  hooting  at  the  glorious  Snn  in  heayen, 

Cries  out,  "  Where  is  it  ?  " 

Thankless  too  for  peace, 
(Peace  long  preserved  by  fleets  and  perilous  seas,) 
Secure  from  actual  warntre,  we  have  loved 
To  swell  the  war-whoop,  passionate  for  war! 
Alasl  for  ages  ignorant  of  all 
Its  ghastlier  workings,  (famine  or  blue  plague. 
Battle,  or  siege,  or  flight  through  wintry-snows,) 
We,  this  whole  people,  have  been  clamorous 
For  war  and  htoodsned ;  animating  sports, 
The  which  we  pay  for  as  a  thing  to  talk  of. 
Spectators  and  not  combatantsT    No  gnesa 
Anticipative  of  a  wrong  unfelt. 
Mo  speculation  or  contingency, 
However  dim  and  vague,  too  vague  and  dim 
To  yield  a  justifying  cause ;  and  forth 
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(Stuffd  out  with  big  preamble,  holy  uamea, 

And  udjumtions  of  the  God  in  Ueaveii) 

We  send  oor  mandates  for  tlie  certain  death 

Of  thousands  and  ten  tliouBands!     Boys  and  girl% 

And  women  that  would  groan  to  see  a  child 

Pall  off  an  insect's  leg,  all  read  of  war, 

The  beat  amnsement  for  our  morning  meal  1 

The  poor  wretch,  who  haa  learnt  his  only  prayers 

Prom  curaes,  who  knowa  scarcely  words  enough 

To  ask  a  blessing  from  hie  Heavenly  Father, 

Becomes  a  fluent  phraaeman,  absolute 

And  technical  in  yictories  and  defeats. 

And  all  our  dainty  terms  for  fratricide ; 

Terma  which  we  trundle  amoothly  o'er  our  tongues 

Like  mere  abstractions,  empty  sounds  to  which 

We  join  no  feeling  and  attach  no  form  I 

Aa  if  the  soldier  died  without  a  wound ; 

As  if  the  iibrea  of  thia  godlike  frame 

Were  gored  without  a  pang ;  as  if  the  wretch 

Who  tell  in  battle,  doing  bloody  deeds, 

Fass'd  off  to  Heaven,  tranalated  and  not  kill'd; 

As  though  he  had  no  wife  to  pine  for  liim,^,: 

No  God  to  judge  him !     Therefore  evil  da;^ 

Are  coming  on  ua,  0  my  countrymen! 

And  what  if  all-avenging  Providence, 

Strong  and  retributive,  ^onld  make  us  know 

The  meaning  of  our  words,  force  us  to  feel 

The  desolation  and  the  agony 

Of  our  fierce  doings! 

Spare  ns  yet  awhile, 
Father  and  God!  0,  epai-e  us  yet  awhile  I 
0,  let  not  English  women  drag  their  flight 
Fainting  beneath  the  burthen  of  their  babes. 
Of  the  sweet  infants,  that  but  yesterday 
Laugh'd  at  the  breast !    Sons,  brothers,  husbands,  all 
Who  ever  gazed  with  fondness  on  the  forms 
Which  grew  up  with  you  round  the  same  fire-side^ 
And  all  who  ever  heard  the  sabbath-bolls 
Without  the  infidel's  scorn,  make  yoni-selvea  purel 
Stand  forth !  bo  men !  repel  an  impious  foe, 
Impious  and  false,  a  light  jet  cruel  race, 
Wlio  laugh  away  all  virtue,  mingling  mirth 
With  deeds  of  mui-der;  and  still  promising 
Freedom,  themselves  too  sensual  to  bo  free, 
Poison  life's  amities,  and  cheat  the  heai-t 
Of  faith  and  quiet  hope,  and  all  that  soothes 
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And  all  that  lifts  the  spirit!    Stand  we  forth; 
Bender  them  back  upon  th'  insulted  ocean, 
Aod  let  them  tuss  as  idly  on  its  waves 
As  the  vile  sea-wccd,  which  some  moantain-blust 
Swept  from  onr  shores !     And,  0,  may  we  retnm 
Not  with  a  dmnken  triumph,  but  with  fear, 
Bepontiug  of  the  wrongs  with  which  wc  stung 
80  fierce  a  foe  to  frenzy ! 

I  have  told, 
0  Britons !  0  my  brethren !  I  have  told 
Most  bitter  truth,  bnt  without  bitterness. 
Nor  deem  my  zeal  or  factious  or  mis-timed; 
For  never  can  true  courage  dwell  with  them 
Who,  playing  tricks  with  conscience,  dare  not  look 
At  their  own  vices.    We  have  been  too  long 
Dupea  of  a  deep  delusion  1    Some,  belike. 
Groaning  with  restless  enmity,  espect 
All  change  from  change  of  constituted  power; 
As  if  a  Government  had  been  a  robe. 
On  which  our  vice  and  wretchedness  were  tagg'd 
Like  fancy-i»inta  and  fringes,  with  the  robe 
PuU'd  off  at  pleasure.     Fondly  these  attach 
A  radical  causation  to  a  few 
Poor  drudges  of  chastising  Providence, 
.   Who  borrow  all  their  hues  and  c[nalities 
From  our  own  folly  and  rank  wickedness. 
Which  gave  them  birth  and  nursed  them.    Others,  meanwhile, 
Dote  with  a  mad  idolutry;  and  all 
Who  will  not  fall  before  their  images, 
And  yield  them  worship,  they  are  enemies 
Even  of  their  country! 

Such  have  I  been  deem'd 
But,  0  dear  Britain!  0  my  Mother  Isle! 
Needs  must  thou  prove  a  name  most  dear  and  holy 
To  me,  a  son,  a  brother,  and  a  friend, 
A  husband,  and  a  father;  who  revere 
All  bonds  of  natural  love,  and  find  them  all 
Within  the  limits  of  thy  rocky  shores, 
O  native  Britain  1  0  my  Mother  Isle ! 
How  ahouldst  thou  prove  aught  else  but  dear  and  holy 
To  me,  who  from  thy  lakes  and  mountain-bills, 
■  Thy  clouds,  thy  quiet  dales,  thy  rocks  and  seaa, 
Have  drunk  in  all  my  intellectual  life, 
A11  sweet  sensations,  all  ennobling  thoughts. 
All  adoration  of  the  God  in  Nature, 
All  lovely  and  all  honourable  things, 

r.ni-iMvGoOglc 


53$  COLEBIDGE. 

WhatcTer  makes  this  mortal  spirit  feel 
The  joy  and  greatDess  of  its  future  being? 
There  lives  nor  form  nor  feeling  in  my  soul 
ITuborrow'd  from  my  conntry.     0  divine 
And  heanteoas  island !  thoa  hast  been  my  sole 
And  most  magnificent  temple,  in  the  which 
I  walk  with  awe,  and  sing  my  stately  songs. 
Loving  the  God  that  made  me  I 

May  my  fears, 
My  filial  fears,  be  vain  I  and  may  the  raonts 
And  menace  of  the  vengeful  enemy 
Pass  like  the  gust,  that  roar'd  and  died  away 
In  the  distant  tree!  which,  heard,  and  onlyliewrd. 
In  this  low  dell,  bow'd  not  the  delicate  grass. 
But  now  the  gentle  dew-fall  sends  abroad 
The  frait-like  perf nme  of  the  golden  furze : 
The  light  has  left  the  summit  of  the  hill. 
Though  still  a  ennny  gleam  lies  beautiful. 
Aslant  the  ivied  beacon.    Now  farewell, . 
Farewell,  awhile,  0  soft  and  silent  spot! 
On  the  green  sheep-track,  up  the  heatliy  hill. 
Homeward  I  wind  my  way;  and,  lo!  recall'd 
From  bodings  that  have  well  nigh  wearied  me^ 
I  find  myseli  npon  the  brow,  and  pause 
Startled !    Am^  after  lonely  soionming 
In  such  a  quiet  and  Burrouuded  nook, 
This  hurst  of  prospect,  here  the  shadowy  main. 
Dim  tinted,  there  the  mighty  majesty 
Of  that  huge  amphitheatre  of  rich 
And  elmy  fields,  seems  like  society, — 
Conversing  with  the  mind,  and  giving  it 
A  livelier  mipnise  and  a  dance  of  thought. 
And  now,  helovfid  Stowey,  I  behold 
Thy  church-tower,  and,  methinks,  the  fonr  hage  elms 
Clustering,  which  mark  the  mansion  of  my  friend; 
And  close  behind  them,  hidden  from  my  view. 
Is  my  own  lowly  cottage,  where  my  babe 
And  my  babe's  mother  dwell  in  peace.    With  li^t 
And  qnicken'd  footsteps  thitherward  I  tend, 
Bemembering  thee,  0  g^en  and  silent  dell! 
And  grateful,  that  by  Nature's  qnietness. 
And  solitary  musings,  all  my  heart 
Is  Boften'd,  and  made  worthy  to  indulge 
Love,  and  the  thoughts  that  yearn  for  namao  kind. 
KsTauB  SrowBT,  April  38,  1798. 
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HYMN  TO  MONT  BLANO. 


HYMN  BEFORE  STJN-EISE,   IN  THE  ¥ALB   OF 
CHAMOUNY.' 


BaiideB  the  BlTftn  Ani  and  Arveiran,  whlcli  bave  (heir  Bonicea  In  the  foot  of 

Moat  Blanc.  Ave  iwnspicuouB  toirenta  rush  down  iCa  allies;  and.  irlthln  albw  pmcn 
at  the  Glaclen.  the  G«&tluui  HaJot  growB  in  Immense  aumbera,  with  Ita  "  Aoiren 
of  loveliest  blue.' 

Hasi  thoa  a  charm  to  stay  the  morning-star 
Id  his  steep  conrse  ?    So  long  he  seems  to  pause 
On  thy  bald  awful  head,  0  sovran  Blanc ! 
The  ArvS  and  Arveiron  at  tliy  base 
Save  ceaselessly ;  but  thou,  most  awful  Form, 
Bisest  from  forth  thy  silent  sea  of  pines, 
How  silently!    Around  thee  and  ahove 
Deep  is  the  air  and  dark,  substantial,  black. 
An  ebon  mass:  methinks  thou  picrcest  it. 
As  with  a  wedge !     But,  when  I  look  again. 
It  is  thine  own  calm  home,  thy  crystal  shrine, 
Thy  habitation  from  eternity. 

0  dread  and  silent  Mount!  I  gazed  upt)n  thee. 
Till  thou,  still  present  to  the  bodily  sense, 

Didst  vanish  from  my  thought:  entranced  in  prayer, 

1  worshipp'd  the  Invisible  alone. 

Yet,  like  some  sweet  beguiling  melody, 
So  Bweet,  we  know  not  we  are  listening  to  it, 
Thoa,  the  meanwhile,  wast  blending  with  my  thought. 
Yea,  with  my  life  and  life's  own  secret  joy: 
Till  the  dilating  Soul — enrapt,  transfused. 
Into  the  mighty  Vision  passing—  there, 
As  in  her  natural  form,  swell'd  vast  to  Heaven  I 

Awake,  my  soul!  not  only  passive  praise 
Thou  owest;  not  alone  these  swelling  tears, 
Mut«  thanks,  and  secret  ecstasy.    Awake, 
Voice  of  sweet  song  !    Awake,  my  Heart,  awake  I 
Green  vales  and  icy  cliffs,  all  join  my  Hymn. 

Thou  first  and  chief,  solo  sovran  of  the  Vale  ! 
0,  struggling  with  the  darkness  all  the  night, 
And  visited  all  night  by  troops  of  stars. 
Or  when  they  climb  the  sky  or  when  they  sink; 

a  It  having  been  meattooed  toHr.  Wordairorth,  that  Coleridge  had  uld  a  vlalt  to 
Hie  battle-fleld  of  Mamthon  waolit  raise  in  him  ho  kindling  emotion,  Wordawortli 
replied  as  follows :  "  O,  that  was  mere  brarsdo  for  the  purpose  of  astonishing  his 
liearers !  And  yet  it  miKht  In  somo  sense  lie  true,  Dir  Cnlortdgo  was  not  under  the 
influence  of  exlomal  objecte.  He  had  extfaonlinary  powers  of  summaniuie  up  an 
image  or  series  of  Images  In  his  own  mind;  and  It  might  be  that  he  meant  tiiat  his 
idea  of  Marathon  was  so  vivid,  that  no  risible  obeei-vation  could  malte  it  more  so. 

* bible  Instance  of  this  Is  his  poem,  said  to  bo  compoaed  In  the  Tale  of  Cbb 
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Companion  of  the  morning-star  at  dawn, 
Thyself  Earth's  rosy  star,  and  of  the  dawn 
CoJierdld  ;  wake,  0,  wuke,  and  utter  praise  I 
Wlio  sank  thy  sunless  pilliirs  deep  in  Earth  ? 
■\Vho  fill'd  thy  countenance  with  rosy  light  ? 
Whu  made  thee  parent  of  perpotnal  streams  ? 

Ar.d  you,  yc  live  wild  torrents  fiercely  glad! 
"Who  call'd  you  forth  from  night  and  utter  death. 
From  dark  aud  icy  caverns  call'd  you  forth, 
Down  those  precipitous,  hlack,  jiiggod  rocks. 
For  over  shatter'd  and  the  same  for  ever  ? 
Who  gave  you  your  invulnerable  life, 
Your  strength,  your  speed,  your  fury,  and  yonr  joy. 
Unceasing  thunder  and  eternal  foam  ? 
And  who  commanded,  (and  tlic  silence  came,) 
Here  let  the  billows  stiffen,  and  have  rest? 

Ye  ice-falls !  ye  that  from  the  mountain'a  brow 
Adown  enormous  ravines  slope  amain, — 
Torrents,  methinks,  that  heard  a  mighty  Voice, 
And  stopp'd  lit  once  amid  their  maddest  pinnge  I 
Motionless  torrents  I  gilent  cataracts  ! 
Who  made  you  glorious  as  the  gates  of  Heaven 
Beneath  tlie  kocii  full  Moon  ?     Who  bade  the  Sun 
Clothe  yon  with  rainbows?     \Vho,  with  living  fiowera 
Of  loveliest  blue,  spread  garlands  at  your  feet?  — 
Godl  let  the  torrents,  like  a  shout  of  nations 
Answer !  and  let  the  ice-plains  echo,  God  I 
God!  sing  ye  meadow-streams  with  gladsome  voice  I 
Yc  pine-groves,  with  your  soft  and  aoul-like  eonndsl 
And  tliey  too  have  a  voice,  yon  piles  of  snow. 
And  in  their  perilous  fall  sliall  thunder,  God! 

Ye  living  flowers  that  skirt  th'  eternal  frost ; 
Ye  wild  goats  sporting  round  the  eagle's  nest; 
Ye  eagles,  play-mates  of  the  mountain-storm; 
Ye  lightnings,  the  dread  arrows  of  the  clouds; 
Ye  signs  and  wonders  of  the  element, — 
Titter  forth  God,  and  fill  the  hills  with  praisel 

Thou  too,  hoar  Mount,  with  thy  sky-pointing  peaks. 
Oft  from  whose  feet  the  avalanche,  unheard, 
Shoots  downwai-d,  glittering  through  the  pure  serene 
Into  the  depth  of  elouds,  that  veil  thy  breast, — 
Thou  too  again,  stupendous  MonntainI  thon 
That,  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bow'd  loir 
In  adoration,  upward  from  thy  base 
Slow  travelling  with  dim  eyes  sufEnsod  with  t«anii, 
Solemnly  scemest,  like  a  vapoury  cloud, 
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To  rise  before  mo,  —  rise,  0,  ever  rise. 
Rise  like  a  cload  of  iaceDBc,  from  the  EarthI 
Thou  kingly  Spirit  throned  among  the  hills, 
Thou  dread  ambassador  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 
Great  hierarch  I  tell  thoa  the  sileot  Sky, 
And  tell  the  stars,  and  tell  yon  rising  Snn, 
Earth,  with  her  tbousaad  voices,  praises  God. 


THE  EOLIAN  HARP. 

lO/tnpatei  at  Omedaa,  SotntrulMn.) 

Mt  pensive  Sara!  thy  soft  cheek  reclined 

Thus  on  mine  arm,  most  soothing  sweet  it  is 

To  sit  beside  onr  cot,  our  cot  o'ergrown 

With  white-flower'd  jasmin  and  the  broad-leaved  myrtle^ 

(Keet  emblems  they  of  Innocence  and  Love!) 

And  watch  the  clouds,  that  late  were  rich  with  light, 

Slow  saddening  round,  and  mark  the  star  of  eve 

Serenely  brilliant  (sach  should  wisdom  be) 

Shine  opposite  I    How  exquisite  the  scents 

Snatch'd  from  yon  bean-Seld !  and  the  world  so  hush*d  I 

The  stilly  mni-mur  of  the  distant  sea 

Tells  ns  of  silence. 

And  that  simplest  lute. 
Placed  lengthways  in  the  clasping  casement,  harki 
How  by  the  desultory  breeze  caress'd, 
Xiike  some  coy  maid  naif  yielding  to  her  lover. 
It  pours  ench  sweet  upbraiding  as  must  needs 
Tempt  to  repeat  the  wrong!    And  now,  its  strings 
Boldlier  swept,  the  long  sequacious  notes 
Over  delicious  surges  sink  and  rise, — 
Such  a  soft  floating  witchery  of  sound 
As  twitiglit  Elfins  make,  when  they  at  eve 
Voyage  on  gentle  gales  from  Fairy-Land, 
Where  Melodies  round  honey-dropping  flowers, 
Eootlcss  and  wild,  like  birds  of  Paradise, 
Nor  pause,  nor  perch,  hovering  on  untamed  wingl 
0,  the  one  life  within  us  and  abroad. 
Which  meets  all  motion  and  becomes  its  soul, 
A  light  in  sound,  a  sound-like  power  in  light, 
Ehythm  in  all  thought,  and  joyance  everywhere.  — 
Methinks  it  should  have  been  impossible 
Not  to  love  all  things  in  a  world  so  fill'd ; 
Where  the  breeze  warbles,  and  the  mute  still  air, 
Is  Music  slumbering  on  her  instrument. 
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And  thns,  my  love!  as  on  the  midway  slope 
Of  ponder  hill  I  sti'etch  my  limbs  at  noon, 
Whilst  throDgh  my  half-closed  eyelids  I  behold 
The  sunbeams  dunce,  like  diamonds,  on  the  main. 
And  tranquil  muse  npon  tranquillity; 
Fnll  many  a  thought  ancall'd  aud  nndetaia'd. 
And  many  idle  flitting  phantasies, 
Traverse  my  indolent  and  passive  brain, 
As  wild  and  varioas  as  the  random  gales 
That  swell  and  flutter  on  this  subject  Intel 

And  what  if  all  of  animated  nature 
Be  bat  organic  harps  diversely  framed. 
That  tremble  into  thought,  as  o'er  them  sweeps. 
Plastic  and  vast,  one  intellectual  breeze. 
At  once  the  Soul  of  each,  and  God  of  All  ? 

But  thy  more  serious  eye  a  mild  reproof 
Darts,  O  oelovSd  woman  1  nor  such  thoughts 
Dim  and  nnhallow'd  dost  thou  not  reject. 
And  biddest  me  walk  humbly  with  my  God. 
Meek  daughter  in  the  family  of  Christ! 
Well  hast  thou  said  and  holily  dispraised 
These  shapings  of  the  unregenerate  mind ; 
Bubbles  that  glitter  as  they  rise  and  break 
On  vain  Philosophy's  aye-babbling  spring. 
For  never  guiltless  may  I  speak  of  Him, 
Th'  Incomprehensible  I  save  when  with  awe 
Ipraise  Htm,  and  with  Faith  that  inly  feels; 
Wno  with  His  saving  mercies  healdd  me, 
A  sinful  and  most  miserable  Man, 
Wildered  and  dark,  and  gave  me  to  possess 
Peace,  and  this  cot,  and  thee,  heart-honour'd  Maid  I 


EEFLECTIONS  ON  HAVING  LEFT  A  PLACE   OP 
RETIREMENT. 

Low  was  onr  pretty  Cot:  our  tallest  rose 
Peep'd  at  the  chamber-window.    We  conld  hear 
At  silent  noon,  and  eve,  and  early  mom. 
The  sea's  faint  murmur.     In  the  open  air 
Our  myrtles  bloeaom'd ;  and  across  the  porch 
Thick  jasmins  twined :  the  little  landscape  roand 
Was  green  and  woody,  and  refresh'd  the  eye. 
It  was  a  spot  which  ;^on  might  aptly  call 
The  Valley  of  Seclusion !    Once  I  saw 
(Hallowing  his  Sabbath-day  by  quietness) 
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A  wealthy  son  of  commerce  saunter  by, 
Bristowa  8  citizen ;  methonght  it  calm'd 
His  tbirst  of  idle  gold,  and  made  him  muse 
With  wiser  feelings :  for  he  paused,  and  look'd 
With  a  pleased  e;^ness,  and  gazed  all  aronnd. 
Then  eyed  oar  Cottage,  and  guzed  round  again. 
And  dgli'd,  and  said  it  was  a  Blessed  Place. 
And  we  wers  blessed.     Oft  vith  patient  ear 
Long-listening  to  the  viewless  sky-lark's  note, 
{Viewless,  or  haply  for  a  moment  seen 
Gleaming  on  snnny  wingSj)  in  whiaper'd  tonra 
I've  said  to  my  beloved,  "  Such,  sweet  girl !    " 
The  inobtruBiTO  song  of  happiness, 
Unearthly  minstrelsy  1  then  only  heard 
When  the  sonl  seeks  to  bear;  when  all  is  hush'd. 
And  the  heart  listens  I " 

Bat  the  time,  when  first 
Prom  that  low  dell  steep  up  the  stony  mount 
I  climb'd  with  perilons  toil,  and  reacn'd  the  top,  ■ 
O,  what  a  goodly  scene!    Here  the  bleak  mount. 
The  bare  bleak  mountain  speckled  thin  with  sheep; 
Grey  clouds,  that  shadowing  spot  the  sunny  fields; 
And  river,  now. with  bushy  rocks  o'erbrow'd, 
Now  winding  bright  and  fall,  with  naked  banks; 
And  seats,  and  lawns,  the  abbey,  and  the  wood. 
And  cots,  and  hamlets,  and  faint  city-spire ; 
The  Channel  there,  the  Islands  and  white  sails. 
Dim  coasts,  and  cloud-like  hills,  and  shoreless  Ocean,— 
It  stem'd  like  Omnipresence!    God,  methonght. 
Had  built  Him  there  a  temple:  the  whole  World 
Seem'd  imaged  in  its  vast  circamference. 
Ko  wish  profaned  my  overwhelmM  heart. 
Blest  hour  1     It  was  a  Luxury;  —  to  be ! 

Ah,  quiet  dell,  dear  Cot,  and  mount  sublime  I 
I  was  constrain'd  to  quit  you.     Was  it  right. 
While  my  nnnumber'd  brethren  toil'd  and  bled. 
That  I  should  dream  away  th'  entrusted  hoars 
On  rose-leaf  beds,  pampering  the  coward  heart 
With  feelings  all  too  delicate  for  use? 
Sweet  is  the  tear  that  from  some  Howard's  oy6 
Drops  on  the  cheek  of  one  he  lifts  from  earth : 
And  he  that  works  me  good  with  unmoved  face 
Does  it  bat  half :  he  chills  me  while  he  aids, 
My  benefactor,  not  my  brother  man ! 
Yet  even  this,  this  cold  beneficence. 
Praise,  praise  it,  0  my  Soul !  oft  as  thou  scann'st 
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The  sluggard  Pity's  Tision-weaving  tribe! 

Who  sigli  for  wretchedness,  yet  sliun  the  wretched, 

N'nrsiug  Id  some  dehcious  sohtude 

Their  slothful  loves  and  duinty  sympathies! 

I  therefore  go,  and  join  head,  heart,  and  liand. 

Active  and  tirni,  to  fight  the  bloodless  figlit 

Of  science,  freedom,  and  the  truth  iu  Ghnst. 

Yet  oft  when  after  honourable  toil 
Beets  the  tired  miad,  and  waking  loves  to  dream. 
My  spirit  shall  revisit  thee,  dear  Cot! 
Thy  jasmin  and  thy  window -peeping  rose, 
And  myrtles  fearless  of  the  mild  sea-air. 
And  I  shall  sigh  fond  wishes,  —  sweet  abode! 
Ah  I  —  bad  none  greater !    And  that  all  had  such  I 
It  might  be  so,  —  but  the  time  is  not  yet. 
Speed  it,  O  Father!    Let  Thy  kingdom  oomel 


THIS  LIME-TKEE  BOWER  MT  PRISON. 

i  TlBlt  to  tbft  Aatho   .  _ 
■a  Bcddent,  which  iHaabled 
it  blm  fof  ft  taw  hoim,  he  composed  tbe  foUowlnfUiiea  In  (he  GanW-Bower. 

Well,  they  are  gone,  and  here  must  I  remain. 

This  lime-tree  bower  my  prison  1    I  have  lost 

Beauties  and  feelings,  such  as  would  have  been 

Most  sweet  to  my  remembrance  even  when  age 

Had  dimm'd  mine  eyes  to  blindness!    They,  meanwhile 

Friends,  whom  I  never  more  may  meet  agaio. 

On  springy  heath,  along  the  hill-top  edge, 

Wander  in  gladness,  and  wind  down,  perchano^ 

To  that  still-i-oaring  doll  of  which  I  told; 

The  roaring  dell,  o'erwooded,  narrow,  deep. 

And  only  speckted  by  tbe  mid-day  Sun; 

Where  its  slim  trunk  the  ash  from  rook  to  rock 

Flings  arching  like  a  bridge ;  —  that  branchless  ash, 

Unsunn'd  and  damp,  whose  few  poor  yellow  leaves 

Ne'er  tremble  in  the  galf,  yet  tremble  still, 

Fann'd  by  the  water-fall!  and  there  my  friends 

Behold  the  dark  green  file  of  long  lank  weeds,* 

Ttiat  all  at  once  (a  most  fantastic  sight!) 

T  The  Asr!<!Tiliiin  ScolopeDdrimn,  called  IQ  Bome  conotries  the  Adders  Tonnn.la 
thera  the  lliut'H  Toa^c:  but  Withering  glreg  the  Adder's  Tongue  oa  Itae  tdittl 
sme  of  Uie  OphioglOBsmn  only. 


MT  UME-TBEE  BOWEB.  ( 

Still  nod  and  drip  beneath  the  dripping  edge 
Of  the  blue  claj-stone. 

Now,  my  friends  emerge 
Beneath  the  wide  wide  heaven,  —  and  view  again 
The  manj-steepled  track  maguificent 
Of  hilly  fields,  and  meadows,  and  the  sea. 
With  some  fair  bark,  perhaps,  whose  soils  light  np 
The  slip  of  smooth  clear  blue  betwixt  two  Isles 
Of  purple  shadow.    Yes!  they  wander  on 
•Id  glamiess  all;  but  thou,  methinks,  most  glad. 
My  gentle- hear  ted  Charles  1  for  thou  hast  pined 
And  hunger'd  after  Nature,  many  a  year. 
In  the  great  City  pent,  winning  thy  way, 
With  sad  yet  patient  soul,  through  evil  and  pain 
And  strange  calamity.     Ah  1  slowly  sink 
Behind  the  western  ridge,  thou  glorious  Sun! 
Shine  in  the  slant  beams  of  the  sinking  orb. 
Ye  purple  heath-flowers !  richlier  burn,  ye  cloadsl 
Live  in  the  yellow  light,  ye  distant  groves ! 
And  kindle,  thoa  blue  ocean  I     So  niy  Friend 
Struck  with  deep  joy  may  stand,  as  I  have  stood. 
Silent  with  Ewimming  sense;  vea,  gazing  round 
On  the  vide  landscape,  gaze  till  all  doth  seem 
Less  gross  thau  bodily ;  and  of  such  hues 
Ab  veil  th'  Almighty  Spirit,  when  He  makes 
Spirite  perceive  His  presence. 

A  delight 
Gomes  sudden  on  my  heart,  and  I  am  glad 
As  I  myself  were  there!    Nor  in  this  bower. 
This  little  lime-tree  bower,  have  I  not  mark'd 
Much  that  has  soothed  me.    Pide  beneath  the  blaze 
Hung  the  transparent  foliage ;  and  I  watch 'd 
Some  broad  and  sunny  leaf,  and  loved  to  see 
The  shadow  of  the  leaf  and  stem  above 
Dappling  its  sunshine.    And  that  waluut-tree 
Was  richly  tinged,  and  a  deep  radiance  lay 
Tall  on  the  ancient  ivy,  which  usurps 
Those  fronting  elms,  and  now  with  blackest  mass 
Makes  their  dark  branches  gleam  a  lighter  hue 
Through  the  late  twilight:  and  though  now  the  bat 
Wheels  silent  by,  and  not  a  swallow  twitters. 
Yet  still  the  solitary  humble-bee 
Sings  in  the  bean-flower!     Henceforth  I  shall  know 
That  Nature  ne'er  deserts  the  wise  and  pure; 
No  plot  so  narrow,  be  but  Nature  there. 
No  waste  so  vacant,  but  may  well  employ 
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Each  facttit;  of  sense,  and  keep  the  heart 
Awake  to  Love  and  Beant; !  and  Bometimes 
'Tis  well  to  be  bereft  of  promised  gnod, 
That  we  ma^  lift  the  Soul,  and  contemplate 
With  lively  joy  the  joys  we  cannot  share. 
My  gontie-hearted  Charlea !  when  the  laat  rook 
Beat  its  atraight  path  along  the  dusky  air 
Homewards,  I  bleat  it;  deeming,  its  black  wing 
(Now  a  dim  speck,  now  vanishing  in  tight) 
Had  cross'd  the  mighty  orb's  dilated  glory. 
While  thoD  stood'st  gazing;  or,  when  all  was  still, 
Flew  oreeking  o'er  thy  head,*  and  had  a  charm 
For  thee,  my  gentle-heart«d  Charles,  to  whom 
No  sonnd  is  dissonant  which  tells  of  life. 


TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

(Qxiyimi  «■  the  iitgU  itfUr  kU  rmdHiaii  cfa  rbem  an  Ot  OnmOt  irfa^  hdipidm^  ja^ 

Friend  of  the  Wise,  and  Teacher  of  the  Good  1 
Into  mv  heart  have  I  received  that  lay 
More  than  historic,  that  prophetic  lay 
Wherein  (high  theme  by  thes  first  snng  aright) 
Of  the  fonndatioDs  and  the  bnilding  np 
Of  a  Human  Spirit,  thou  hast  dared  to  tell 
What  may  be  told,  to  th'  nnderetanding  mind 
Revealable;  and  what  within  the  mind 
By  vital  breathings,  like  the  secret  sonl 
Of  vernal  growth,  oft  quickens  in  the  heart 
Thoughts  all  too  deep  for  words; — 

Theme  bard  as  high, 
Of  smiles  spontaneous,  and  mysterious  fears, 
(The  first-bom  they  of  Reason  and  twin-birth ;) 
Of  tides  obedient  to  external  force, 
And  currents  self-determined,  as  might  seem. 
Or  by  some  inner  power;  of  moments  awfnl. 
Now  in  thy  inner  life,  and  now  abroad, 
When  power  stream'd  from  thee,  and  thy  sonl  received 
The  light  reflected,  as  a  light  bestow'd ; 
Of  fancies  fair,  and  milder  hours  of  youth, 
Hjblean  murmurs  of  poetic  thought 

B   Some  idodUib  after  I  bad  irrltten  Ibis  line.  It  nve  me  pteaanro  (n  obaerve  that 

BaitrniD  hadobseiTCiI  the  same  clrcumstiiDce  of  the  Savaann  crane.  "Wbeii  tbeM 
BIrde  move  tt\e\i  winss  In  flight,  tbelr  Btrakea  are  plan-,  mndenUe,  and  rernlari  and 
■• ■-pnnsaerablo  distance  or  high  above  iis,  ivo  plainly  hear  theqaUU 


their  shaDa  and  webs  upon  one  anatber  orcck  as  th 
a  lempcBtDooa  aea." 
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Lidaata-ioDB  in  its  joy,  Id  vales  and  glens 
NatJTe  or  ontland,  lakes  and  famoas  hills ; 
Or  on  the  lonely  high-road,  when  the  stare 
Were  rising;  or  by  eecret  mountain -streams, 
The  guides  and  the  companions  of  thy  way, 
Of  more  than  Fancy,  of  the  Social  Sense  ■ 
Distonding  wide,  and  man  beloved  as  man, 
Where  Franco  in  all  her  towns  lay  vibrating 
Like  some  becalmed  bark  beneath  the  burst 
Of  Heaven's  immediate  thnnder,  when  no  cloud 
Is  visible,  or  shadow  on  the  main. 
For  thon  wert  there,  thine  own  brows  garlanded. 
Amid  the  tremor  of  a  realm  aglow, 
Amid  a  mighty  nation  jubilant. 
When  from  the  general  heart  of  human  kind 
Hope  sprang  forth  like  a  full-bom  Deity !  — 
Of  that  dear  Hope  afflicted  and  struck  down. 
So  summon 'd  homeward,  thenceforth  calm  and  etm. 
From  the  dread  watch-tower  of  man's  absolute  sel^ 
With  light  nnwaning  on  her  eyes,  to  look 
Far  on,  —  herself  a  glory  to  benold, 
The  Angel  of  the  vision!    Then  (last  strain) 
Of  Duty,  chosen  laws  controlling  choice. 
Action  and  joy !  —  An  Orphic  song  indeed, 
A  song  divine  of  high  and  passionate  thoughts 
To  their  own  music  chanted ! 

0  great  Bardl 
Ere  vet  that  last  strain  dying  awed  the  air, 
With  steadfast  eye  I  view'd  fliee  in  the  choir 
Of  ever-endnring  men.    The  truly  great 
Have  all  one  ^e,  and  from  one  visible  space 
Shed  influence  I     They,  both  in  power  and  act^ 
Are  permanent,  and  Time  is  not  with  them. 
Save  aa  it  worketh  for  them,  they  in  it. 
Nor  leas  a  sacred  roll  than  those  of  old. 
And  to  be  placed,  as  they,  with  gradnal  fame 
Among  the  archives  of  mankind,  thy  work 
Hakes  andible  a  linked  lay  of  tmtb. 
Of  truth  profound  a  sweet  continuous  lay, 
Not  learnt,  hut  native,  her  own  natural  notes! 
Ah  I  as  I  listen'd  with  a  heart  forlorn 
The  pulses  of  my  Being  beat  anew : 
And  even  as  life  returns  upon  the  drown'd, 
Life's  joy  rekindling  roused  a  throng  of  pains,— 
Keen  pangs  of  love,  awakening  as  a  bubo 
Tnrbnlen^  with  an  outcry  in  the  heart; 
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And  feara  self-will'd,  that  shunn'd  the  eye  of  hope; 
And  hope  that  Bcarco  wuiild  know  itself  from  fear; 
Sense  of  past  joutli,  and  manhood  come  in  vain. 
And  geniua  given,  and  knowledge  won  in  vain ; 
And  all  which  I  !iad  cull'd  in  wood-walks  wild, 
And  all  which  piitient  toil  had  reard,  and  all, 
Commune  with  thee  had  opened  oat,  —  but  Flowers 
Strcw'd  on  my  corse,  and  borne  upon  my  bier, 
In  the  same  coffin,  for  the  self-same  grave! 

That  way  no  more !  and  ill  beseems  it  me, 
"Who  came  a  welcomer  in  herald's  guise. 
Singing  of  glory  and  futurity. 
To  wander  hack  on  such  unhealthful  road, 
Plucking  the  poisons  of  self-harm!    And  ill 
Such  intertwine  beseems  triumphal  wreaths 
Strew'd  before  thy  advancing! 

Nor  do  thon, 
81^  Bard !  impair  the  memory  of  that  hour 
Of  thy  communion  with  my  nobler  mind 
By  pity  or  grief,  already  ,felt  too  long  1 
TSoT  let  my  words  import  more  blamo  than  needs. 
The  tumult  rose  and  ceased:  for  peace  is  nigh 
Where  wisdom's  voice  baa  found  a  listening  heart 
Amid  the  howl  of  more  than  wintry  storms. 
The  halcyon  hears  the  voice  of  vernal  hours 
Already  on  the  wing. 

Eve  following  eve, 
Dear  tranquil  time,  when  the  sweet  sense  of  home 
Is  sweetest!  moments  for  their  own  sake  hail'd. 
And  more  desired,  more  precious  for  thy  song, 
In  silence  listening,  like  a  devout  child, 
Mj^  soul  lay  passive,  by  thy  various  strain 
Driven  as  in  surges  now  beneath  the  stars, 
With  momentary  stars  of  my  own  birth. 
Fair  constellated  foam,*  still  darting  off 
Into  the  darkness ;  now  a  tranq^uil  sea. 
Outspread  and  bright,  yet  swelling  to  the  Moon. 

And  when  —  0  Friend !  my  comforter  and  gaide,  — 
Strong  in  thyself,  and  powerful  to  give  strength  I  — 
Thy  long-sustained  Song  finally  closed. 
And  thy  deep  voice  had  ceased,  —  yet  thon  thyself 
Wort  still  before  my  eyes,  and  round  us  both 

"  A  1)e(iiitinil  irhlle  clnnd  of  toam  at  mamentary  tntervala  conrscil  ^yv  ttw 
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That  happy  vision  of  beloved  Faces, — 
Scarce  conscious,  and  yet  conscious  of  its  close* 
I  sate,  my  being  blended  in  one  thought, 
(Thonght  was  t  ?  or  aspiration  P  or  resolve  ?) 
Absorb'd,  yot  hanging  still  upon  the  souiiil; 
And  when  I  rose,  I  found  myself  in  prayer. 


THE  NIGHTINGALE; 
A  CONVERSATION  POEM.     APEIL,  1798. 
No  cloud,  no  relique  of  the  sunken  day 
Distinguishes  the  West,  no  long  thin  slip 
Of  sullen  light,  no  obscure  trembling  hues. 
Come,  we  will  rest  on  this  old  mossy  bridge  1 
You  see  the  glimmer  of  the  stream  lieneath. 
But  bear  no  murmuriDg :  it  flows  silently, 
O'er  its  soft  bed  of  verdure.    All  is  still, 
A  balmy  night !  and  though  the  stars  be  dim. 
Yet  let  us  think  upon  the  vernal  showers 
That  glailden  the  greea  earth,  and  we  shall  find 
A  pleasure  in  the  dimness  of  the  stars. 
And,  hark!  the  Nightingale  begins  its  song, 
"Most  musical,  most  melaneholy"  birdl" 
A  melancholy  bird  ?    0,  idle  thought! 
In  Nature  there  is  nothing  melancnoly. 
But  some  night- wandering  man,  whose  heart  was  pierced 
With  the  remembrance  of  a  grievous  wrong. 
Or  slow  distemper,  or  neglected  love, 
(And  so,  poor  wretch  I  fiU'd  all  things  with  himself. 
And  made  all  gentle  sounds  tell  back  the  talc 
Of  his  own  sorrow,)  he,  and  snch  as  he, 
Eirst  named  tliese  notes  a  melancholy  strain : 
And  many  a  poet  echoes  the  conceit; 
Poet  who  hatn  been  building  up  the  rhyme 
When  he  had  better  far  have  stretch'd  his  limbs 
Beside  a  brook  in  mossy  forest-dell, 
By  sun  or  moon  light,  to  the  influxes 
Of  shapes  and  sounds  and  shifting  elements 
Surrendering  his  whole  spirit,  of  his  song 
And  of  his  &me  forgetful :  s^^  his  fame 
Should  share  in  Natui-c's  immortality, 
A  venerable  thing!  and  so  his  song 

10  HdSBUaagelniHllbiD  poswaua  on  eicellencc  flvenpertorto  that  of  mere  d»- 
■cripHon.  It  Is  spokeo  In  the  character  of  the  mcliuichol;  mnn.  and  has  tlierefbre  a 
dramatlo  propriety.  The  aiilhor  mnheg  this  rcmiirk,  to  rearue  himself  ftnm  the 
charge  of  oaTliig  alluded  with  levitf  to  a  lino  iu  Milton.  ~  Sec  page  lie,  notoT. 
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Shonld  make  al]  Nature  lorelier,  and  itself 
Be  loved  like  Natni'e  I     But  'twill  not  be  so ; 
And  youths  and  maiden  a  most  poetical 
Who  lose  the  deepening  twilights  of  the  Spring 
In  hall-roomH  and  hot  theatres,  they  etill 
Fall  of  meek  sympathy  must  heave  their  sighs 
O'er  Philomela's  pity-pleading  strains. 

My  Friend,  and  thou,  oar  Sister!  we  hare  leamt 
A  different  lore :  we  may  not  thns  profane 
Nature's  sweet  voices,  ulwaya  fall  of  love 
And  joyance  I     'Tis  the  merry  Nightingale 
That  crowds,  and  hurries,  and  precipitates 
With  fast  thick  warble  his  delicious  notes, 
As  he  were  fearful  that  an  April  night 
Would  be  too  short  for  him  to  utter  forth 
His  love-chant,  and  disburthen  his  full  soul 
Of  all  iU  music! 

And  I  know  a  grove 
Of  large  extent,  hard  by  a  castle  huge. 
Which  the  great  lord  inhabits  not;  and  so 
This  grove  is  wild  with  tangling  underwood. 
And  ^e  trim  walks  are  broken  u]p,  and  grass. 
Thin  grass  and  king-cups  grow  within  the  paths. 
But  never  elsewhere  in  one  place  I  knew 
So  many  nightingales;  and  far  aud  near. 
In  wood  and  thicket,  over  the  wide  ffiove. 
They  answer  and  provoke  each  others  song. 
With  skirmish  and  capricious  paasagings, 
And  murmurs  musical  and  swift  jug  juff. 
And  one  low  piping  sound  more  sweet  than  all ; 
Stirring  the  air  with  such  a  harmony, 
That,  aliould  you  close  yonr  eyes,  yon  might  almost 
Forget  it  was  not  day!     Go  moon-lit  bushes. 
Whose  dewy  leaflets  are  hut  half  disclosed. 
You  may  perchance  behold  them  on  the  twigs. 
Their  bright,  bright  eyes,  their  eyes  both  bright  and  full. 
Glistening,  while  many  a  glow-worm  in  the  sliade 
Lights  up  her  love-torch. 

A  most  gentle  Maid, 
Who  dwelleth  in  her  hospitable  home 
Hard  b^  the  castle,  and  at  latest  eve 
(Even  like  a  Lady  vow'd  and  dedicate 
To  something  more  than  Nature  in  the  grove) 
Glides  through  the  pathways;  she  knows  all  their  note^ 
That  gentle  Maid  I  and  oft  a  moment's  space. 
What  time  the  Moon  was  lost  behind  a  cloud, 
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Hath  beard  a  pause  of  sileDce ;  till  the  Moon, 
Emerging,  ham  awaken'd  eartii  and  sky 
With  one  aenaation,  and  these  wakeful  birds 
Have  all  burst  forth  in  choral  minstrelsy, 
Ab  if  some  sudden  gale  had  swept  at  once 
An  hundred  airy  harps  I     And  she  hath  watcfa'd 
Many  a  nightingale  perch'd  giddily 
■  On  blossomy  twig  still  swinging  from  the  breeze, 
And  to  that  motion  tune  his  wanton  song, 
like  tipsy  joy  that  reels  with  tossing  head. 
Farewell,  O  Warbler  1  till  to-morrow  eve, 
And  yon,  my  friends,  farewell,  a  short  farewell! 
We  hare  been  loitering  long  and  pleasantly, 
And  now  for  our  dear  nomes.  —  That  strain  again  f 
Full  fain  it  would  delay  mel    My  dear  babe 
Who,  capable  of  no  articulate  sonnd 
Mars  all  things  with  his  imitative  lisp. 
How  he  would  place  his  hand  beside  his  ear, 
Uis  little  band,  the  small  forefinger  np, 
And  bid  us  listen !     And  I  deem  it  wise 
To  make  bim  Nature's  play-mate.     He  knows  well 
The  evening-star ;  and  once,  when  he  awoke 
In  most  distressful  mood,  (some  inward  pain 
Had  made  up  that  strange  thing,  an  infant's  dream,) 
I  harried  with  him  to  our  orchard-plot, 
And  he  beheld  the  Moon,  and,  huah'd  at  once, 
Saspeuds  his  sobs,  and  langhs  most  silently, 
While  his  fair  eyes,  that  swam  with  undropp'd  tears. 
Did  glitter  in  the  yellow  moonbeam !    Well  1  — 
It  is  a  father's  tale :  Bnt  if  that  Heaven 
Should  give  me  life,  his  childhood  shall  grow  np 
Familiar  with  these  songs,  that  with  the  oigbt 
He  may  associate  joy  I     Once  more  farewell. 
Sweet  Nightingale  t    Once  more,  my  friends,  farewell  I 


FROST  AT  MIDNIGHT. 

The  frost  performs  its  secret  ministry, 
Unhelp'd  by  any  wind.     The  owlet's  cry 
Came  lond,  —  and,  hark,  again !  loud  as  before. 
The  inmates  of  my  cottage,  all  at  rest. 
Have  left  me  to  that  solitude  which  suits 
Abstruser  musings;  save  that  at  my  side 
My  cradled  infant  slumbers  peacefully. 
'TIS  c^m  indeed  I  so  calm,  that  it  disturha 
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And  Texes  meditatioa  with  its  Btrange 

And  oxtremG  Bilentness.    ^a,  hill,  and  -wood. 

This  popnioua  village!  —  sea,  and  hill,  and  wood, 

Witli  all  the  DiimborleBs  guiogg-on  of  life, 
Inaudible  us  dreams  1  the  thin  blae  flame 
Lies  on  my  low-burnt  fire,  and  quiTera  not : 
Only  that  film  which  flntter'd  on  the  grate 
Still  flutters  there,  the  sole  unquiet  thing. 
Methinks  its  motion  in  this  hush  of  Katnre 
GivOB  it  dim  sympathies  with  me  who  live, 
Making  it  a  companionable  form. 
To  which  the  living  spirit  in  our  frame. 
That  loves  not  to  behold  a  lifeless  thing. 
Transfuses  its  own  pleasures,  its  own  will. 

How  oft,  at  school,  with  most  believing  mind, 
Presageful,  have  I  gazed  npon  the  bars. 
To  watch  that  fluttering  stranger  1  and  as  oft. 
With  unclosed  lids,  already  had  I  dreamt 
Of  my  sweet  birth-place,  and  the  old  church-tower. 
Whose  bells,  the  poor  man's  only  mnsie,  rang 
Prom  mom  to  evening,  all  the  hot  Fair-day, 
So  sweetly,  that  they  stirr'd  and  haunted  me 
With  a  wild  pleasure,  falling  on  mine  ear 
Most  like  articulate  sounds  of  things  to  cornel 
So  gazed  I,  till  the  soothing  things  I  dreamt 
LnU'd  me  to  sleep,  and  sleep  prolong'd  my  dreams; 
And  BO  I  brooded  all  the  following  morn, 
Awed  by  the  stern  preceptor's  face,  mine  eye 
Fix'd  with  mock  study  on  my  swimming  book ; 
Save  if  the  door  half  open'd,  and  I  snatch'd 
A  hasty  glance,  and  still  my  heart  leap'd  up. 
For  still  I  hoped  to  see  the  stranger's  face. 
Townsman,  or  aunt,  or  sister  more  beloved. 
My  play-mate  when  we  both  were  clothed  alike. 

Dear  babe,  that  aleepest  criidlDd  by  my  side. 
Whose  gentle  breathings,  heard  in  this  deep  cialm, 
Fill  up  the  interspersed  vacancies 
And  momentary  pauses  of  the  thought ; 
My  babe  so  beautiful !  it  thrills  my  heart 
With  tender  gladness,  thus  to  look  ut  thee. 
And  think  that  thou  shalt  leara  far  other  lore 
And  in  far  other  scenes!     For  I  was  rear'd 
In  the  great  city,  pent  'mid  cloisters  dim, 
And  saw  nought  lovely  but  the  sky  and  stars. 
But  thou,  my  babe,  shalt  wander  like  a  breeze 
By  lakes  and  sandy  shores,  beneath  the  crags 


Of  aacient  mountain,  and  beneath  the  cloads, 
Which  image  in  their  balk  both  lakes  and  shores 
And  monntain  crags:  a<j  shalt  thou  sec  and  hear 
The  lovely  Bhapes  and  sounds  intelligible 
Of  that  eternal  langu^e  which  thy  God 
Utters,  who  from  eternity  doth  teach 
Himself  in  all,  and  all  things  in  Himself. 
Great  universal  Teacher,  He  shall  mould 
Thy  spirit,  and  by  giving  make  it  ask- 

Therefore  all  seasons  shall  be  aveet  to  thee, 
Whether  the  Summer  clothe  the  general  earth 
With  green neea,  or  the  redbreast  sit  and  sing 
Betwixt  the  tufts  of  snow  on  the  bare  branch 
Of  mosey  apple-tree,  while  the  nigh  thatch 
Smokes  in  the  sun-thaw ;  whether  the  eve-drops  fall, 
Heard  only  in  the  trances  of  the  blast, 
Or  if  the  secret  ministry  of  frost 
Shall  hang  them  up  in  silent  icicles, 
Qaietly  sMning  to  the  quiet  Moon. 


DEJECTION:    AN  ODE. 

Late,  late  vestKen  I  saw  the  new  Moon, 

Witb  Uie  old  Moon  in  her  arms ; 

Audi  fear,  I  fear,  my  Master  dsarl 

We  shall  have  a  deadly  Btarm.  —  SiC  Patbick  SpEmCB. 

WellI    If  the  Bard  was  weather-wise,  who  made 
The  grand  old  ballad  of  Sir  Patrick  Spenee, 
This  night,  so  tranquil  now,  will  not  go  hence 
Unronsed  by  winds,  that  ply  a  busier  trade 
Than  those  which  mould  yon  cloud  in  lazy  flakes. 
Or  the  dull  sobbing  draft,  that  moans  and  rakes 
Upon  the  strings  of  this  jEolian  lute. 
Which  better  far  were  mute. 
For,  lo  1  the  new  Moon  winter-bright. 
And  overspread  with  phantom  light, 
(With  swimming  phantom  light  o'erapread. 
But  rimm'd  and  circled  by  d  silver  thread,) 
I  see  the  old  Moon  in  her  lap,  foretelling 

The  coming  bn  of  rain  and  squally  blast. 
And  0,  that  even  now  the  gust  were  swelling. 

And  the  slant  night-shower  driving  loud  and  fast! 
Those  sounds  which  oft  have  raised  me  whilst  they  awed, 

And  sent  my  soul  abroad, 
Might  now  perhaps  their  wonted  impulse  give. 
Might  gtartle  this  dull  pain,  and  make  it  move  and  livel 
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A  grief  without  a  pang,  void,  dark,  and  drear, 
A  stifled,  drowsy,  nnimpaesion'd  grief, 
Which  flndH  no  nataral  outlet,  no  relief, 
In  word,  or  sigh,  or  tear, — 

0  lady  1  in  this  wan  and  heartleas  mood. 
To  other  thonghta  by  yonder  throstle  woo'd 

All  this  long  eve,  ao  balmy  and  seren^ 
Have  I  been  gazing  on  the  weatem  sky. 

And  its  peculiar  tint  of  yellow  green: 
And  still  I  gaze,  —  and  with  how  blank  an  eye ! 
And  those  thin  clouds  above,  in  flakes  and  liars. 
That  give  away  their  motion  to  the  stars ; 
Those  stars,  that  glide  behind  them  or  between. 
Now  sparkling,  now  bedimm'd,  but  always  seen ; 
Ton  crescent  Moon,  as  fix'd  as  if  it  grew 
In  its  own  cloudless,  starless  lake  of  blnej 

1  see  them  all  so  excellently  fair, 

I  see,  not  feel  how  beantifnl  they  are  1 

My  genial  spirits  fail ; 

And  what  can  these  avail. 
To  lift  the  smothering  weight  from  off  my  breast? 

It  wei-e  a  vain  endeavour. 

Though  I  Bhonld  gaze  for  ever 
On  that  green  light  that  lingers  in  the  West: 
I  may  not  hope  from  oatwanl  forms  to  win 
The  passion  and  the  life,  whose  fountains  are  within. 

0  Lady!  we  receive  but  what  we  give. 
And  in  onr  life  alone  does  nature  live: 
Ours  ia  her  wedding-garment,  ours  her  shroud ! 

And  would  we  aught  behold,  of  higher  worth. 
Than  that  inanimate  cold  world  allow'd 
To  the  poor  loveless  ever-anxions  crowd. 

Ah  I  from  the  soul  itself  must  issue  forth 
A  light,  a  glory,  a  fair  luminous  cloud 

Enveloping  the  Earth ; 
And  from  the  soul  itself  must  thdre  be  seat 

A  sweet  and  potent  voice,  of  its  own  birth, 
Of  all  sweet  sounds  the  life  and  element  1 

0  pure  of  heart  I  thou  need'st  not  aak  of  me 
What  this  strong  music  in  the  soul  may  be  j 
What,  and  wherein  it  doth  exist. 
This  light,  this  gloir,  this  fair  luminous  miat^ 
This  b^utif  ul  and  beauty-making  power. 
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Joy,  virtuona  Lady!  Joy  that  ne'er  was  given, 
Save  to  tlio  pnre,  and  in  tteir  purest  hour. 
Life,  and  Life's  effluence,  cloua  at  once  and  shower; 
Joy,  Lady  1  ia  tho  spirit  and  the  power 
Which  wedding  Kature  to  ua  givea  in  dower, 

A  new  Earth  and  new  Heaven, 
Undreamt  of  hy  the  sensual  and  the  proud, — 
Joy  is  the  aweet  voice,  Joy  the  luminous  clond,  — 

We  in  oni-selveB  rejoice! 
And  thence  flows  all  that  charms  or  ear  or  sight, 

All  melodies  the  echoes  of  that  voice, 
All  colours  a  sufEusion  from  that  light. 

There  was  a  time  when,  though  my  path  was  rough. 
This  joy  within  me  dallied  with  distress. 

And  all  misfortunes  were  but  as  the  stuff 

Whence  fancy  made  me  dreams  of  happtnesB: 

For  hope  grew  round  me,  like  the  twining  vine, 

And  fruits  and  foliage,  not  my  own,  seem  d  mine. 

But  now  afflictions  bow  me  down  to  earth ; 

Nor  cure  I  that  they  rob  me  of  my  mirth: 
But  0 !  each  visitation 

Snapends  what  Nature  gave  me  at  my  birth. 
My  shaping  spirit  of  Imagination. 

For  not  to  think  of  what  I  needs  must  feel. 
But  to  be  still  and  patient  all  I  can ; 

And  haply  hy  abstruse  research  to  steal 
Prom  my  own  nature  all  the  natural  man,  — 
Thia  was  my  solo  resource,  my  only  plan ; 

Till  that  which  suits  a  part  infects  the  whole, 

And  now  is  almost  grown  the  habit  of  my  souL 

Hence,  viper  thoughts,  that  coil  around  my  mind, 

Reality's  dark  dream  I 
I  turn  from  yon,  and  listen  to  the  wind, 
Which  long  has  raved  unnoticed.     What  a  scream 
Of  agony  by  torture  lengthen'd  out 
That  Inte  sent  forth  1     Tliou  Wind,  that  rav'at  without. 

Bare  crag,  or  mountain-tam,  or  blasted  tree, 
Or  pine-grove  whither  woodman  never  clomb. 
Or  lonely  house,  long  held  the  witches'  home, 

Mcthinka  were  fitter  instrumenta  for  thee. 
Mad  Lutaniat!  who  in  this  month  of  showei-s. 
Of  dark  brown  gardens,  and  of  peeping  flowers, 
Mak'st  Devils'  yule,  with  worse  tliuu  wintry  song. 
The  blossoms,  buds,  and  timorous  leaves  among. 
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Thou  Actor,  perfect  in  all  tragic  sounds  t 
Thou  mighty  Poet,  e'en  to  frenzy  bold ! 
What  tell'st  thou  now  about? 
'Tia  of  the  rushing  of  a  host  in  rout, 
With  groans  of  trampled  men,  with  smarting  wounds, — 
At  once  they  groan  with  pain,  and  shudder  with  the  coldl 
But,  hush  !  there  ia  a  pause  of  deepest  silence; 

And  all  that  noise,  as  of  a  rushing  crowd. 
With  groans,  and  tremulous  shudderings,  —  all  is  over, — 
It  tells  another  tale,  with  sounds  less  deep  and  loud  I 
A  tale  of  less  affright. 
And  temper's  with  delight, 
Aa  Otway's  self  had  framed  the  tender  lay; 
'Tia  of  a  little  child 
Upon  a  lonesome  wild. 
Not  far  from  home,  but  she  hath  lost  her  way; 
And  now  moans  low  in  bitter  grief  and  fear. 
And  now  screams  loud,  and  hopes  to  make  her  mother  hear. 

Tis  midnight,  but  small  thoughts  have  I  of  sfeep: 
Full  seldom  may  my  friend  such  vigils  keep! 
Visit  her,  gentle  Sleep!  with  wings  of  healing, 

And  may  this  storm  be  but  a  mountain -birth, 
Majf  all  the  stars  hang  bright  above  her  dwelling. 

Silent  as  though  they  watch'd  the  sleeping  £ai'thl 
With  light  heart  may  she  rise, 
Gay  fancy,  cheerful  eyes, 

Joy  lift  her  spirit,  ]oy  attune  her  voice; 
To  her  may  all  things  live,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Their  life  the  eddying  of  her  living  soulf 

0  simple  spirit,  guided  from  above. 
Dear  Lady  1  friend  devou test  of  my  choice. 
Thus  mavst  thou  ever,  evermore  rejoice! 


TO  A  YOTJTfG  MAN  OF  FOETUlfE 

WHO  ABANDOITED  HIMSELF  TO  AN  INDOLENT  AND  CAUSEUai 

MELANCHOLY. 

Hence  that  fantastic  wantonness  of  woe, 

0  Youth  to  partial  Fortune  vainly  dear! 

To  plunder'a  waot's  halt-shelter'd  hovel  go, 

Go,  and  some  hunger-bitten  infant  hear 

Moan  haply  iu  a  dying  mother's  car : 

Or  when  the  cold  and  dismal  fog-dampa  brood 

O'er  the  rank  church-yard  with  scar  elm-leaves  etrew'd. 
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Pace  rotiad  aome  widow's  gruTe,  whoae  (iearcr  part 

Waa  slaiigliter'd,  where  o'er  hia  uncoffiri'rt  limbs 

The  flocking  flesh-birdB  scream'd  I     Then,  while  thy  heart 

Groans,  and  thine  eye  a  fiercer  sorrow  dims, 

Know,  (and  the  truth  shall  kindle  thy  young  mind,) 

What  Nature  makes  thee  mourn,  she  bids  thee  heal  I 

0  abject!  if,  to  sickly  dreams  resign'd, 

All  eflortless  thou  leave  life's  common-weal 

A  prey  to  tyrants,  murderers  of  mankind. 


10  A   FBIEKD    WHO    A3KED,    HOW  I  FELT  WHEN    THE    NURSE 
FIBST  FBESENTED   MT    INFANT  TO  MB. 

Charles  I  my  slow  heart  was  only  sad,  when  first 
I  ecann'd  that  face  of  feeble  infancy : 
For  dimly  on  my  thoughtful  spirit  barst 
All  I  had  been,  and  all  my  child  might  bel 
But  when  I  saw  it  on  its  mother's  arin. 
And  hanging  at  her  bosom,  {she  the  while 
Bent  o'er  ita  features  with  a  tearful  smile,) 
Then  I  was  thrill'd  and  melted,  and  most  warm 
Impress'd  a  father's  kiss:  and,  all  beguiled 
Of  dark  remembrance  and  presageful  fear, 
I  seem'd  to  see  an  angel-form  appear,  — 
'Twas  even  thine,  beloved  woman  mild  1 
So,  for  the  mother's  sake  the  child  waa  dear. 
And  dearer  was  the  mother  for  the  child. 


TO  THE  EIVER  OTTER. 

Deae  native  brook !  wild  streamlet  of  the  West  I 

How  many  various-fated  years  have  past, 

What  happy,  and  what  moumfnl  hours,  since  laat 

I  skimm'd  the  smooth  thin  stone  along  thy  breast. 

Numbering  ita  light  leaps  1  yet  so  deep  imprest 

Sink  the  sweet  scenes  of  childhood,  that  mine  eyes 

I  never  shut  amid  the  sunny  ray. 

But  straight  with  all  their  tints  thy  waters  rise. 

Thy  crossing-plank,  thy  marge  with  willows  grey, 

And  bedded  sand  that,  vein'd  with  various  dies, 

Gleam'd  through  thy  bright  transparence !     On  my  way. 

Visions  of  childhood!  oft  have  ve beguiled 

Lone  manhood's  cares,  yet  waking  fondest  sighs : 

Ah  I  that  once  more  I  were  a  earless  child ! 
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WOEK  WITHOUT  HOPE. 

All  Katnre  seems  at  work.     Stags  leave  their  lair  — 

The  bees  are  stirring — birds  are  on  the  wing, 

And  Winter,  slumbering  in  the  open  air, 

Wears  on  his  smiling  face  a  dream  of  Spring  I 

And  I,  the  while,  the  sole  nnbnsy  thing. 

Nor  honey  make,  nor  pair,  nor  build,  nor  sing. 

Yet  well  I  ken  the  banks  where  amaranths l)low. 
Have  traced  the  fount  whence  streams  of  nectar  Sow. 
Bloom,  O  ye  amaranths  I  bloom  for  whom  ye  may, 
For  me  ye  bloom  not !    Glide,  rich  streams,  away  I 
With  lips  nnbrighten'd,  wreathless  brow,  I  Btroll: 
And  wonid  you  leam  the  spells  that  drowse  my  soul? 
Work  without  hope  draws  nectar  in  a  sieve. 
And  hope  without  an  object  cannot  live.  [1837. 


LOVE,  HOPE,  AND  PATIENCE  IN  EDUCATION. 

O'eb  wayward  childhood  wouldst  thou  hold  firm  rule. 
And  sun  thee  in  the  light  of  happy  faces ; 
Love,  Hope,  and  Patience,  these  must  be  thy  graces 
And  in  thiuo  own  heart  letthem  first  keep  school. 
For,  as  old  Atlas  on  his  broad  neck  places 
Heaven's  starry  globe,  and  there  sastains  it,  so 
Do  these  upbear  the  little  world  below 
Of  Education,  —  Patience,  Love  and  Hope. 
Methinks  I  see  them  group'd,  in  seemly  show, 
The  straighten'd  arms  upraised,  the  palms  aslope, 
And  robes  that,  touching  as  adown  they  flow, 
Distinctlv  bleed,  like  snow  emboss'd  in  snow. 
0,  part  tnem  never  I    If  Hope  prostrate  lie, 

Love  too  will  sink  and  die. 
But  Love  is  subtle,  and  doth  proof  derive 
From  her  own  life  that  Hope  is  yet  alive; 
And,  bending  o'er  with  soul-transfusing  eyes, 
And  the  soft  murmurs  of  the  mother  dove, 
Woos  back  the  fleeting  spirit,  and  half-supplies: 
Thus  Love  repays  to  Hope  what  Hope  first  gave  to  Love. 
Yet  haply  there  will  come  a  weary  day, 

When  overtask'd  at  length 
Both  Love  and  Hope  beneath  the  load  give  way. 
Then  with  a  statue  s  smile,  a  statue's  strength, 
Stands  the  mute  sister.  Patience,  nothing  loth. 
And,  both  supporting,  does  the  work  of  both. 


ROBERT     BURNS: 

SKETCH  OF  HIS  LIFE 


RoBBRT  Bimna,  the  greatest  of  Scotland's  po«[a.  va»  bora  the  SSch  of  Jan- 
nary,  1759,  in  a  cla^-built  cottage,  raisecl  by  his  father's  own  hands,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Doon,  in  (he  dislrict  of  Kj'le,  and  counlf  of  Ayr.  Ho  was  the 
eldest  of  seven  diildrcn,  the  next  after  him  being  Giibert,  whose  name  is  ottea 
met  wirb  in  connection  with  the  poet's.  At  the  time  of  his  birth,  and  for  some 
seven  years  after,  his  folhcr  was  in  the  employment  of  a  Mr.  ITergnson  as  gar- 
dener and  overseer;  living  all  the  while,  however,  in  his  own  house,  his  wife 
managing  her  fomily,  and  her  little  dairy,  which  consisleil  of  two  or  three 
cows.  In  this  service  be  won  the  entire  respect  and  confidence  of  Mr.  Fer- 
gosoD  ;  who  accordingly  leased  him  a  brm  of  aboat  ninety  English  acres  at 
Moant  <!>liphant,  in  the  parish  of  Ayr ;  and  also  lent  him  a  hundred  pounds 
to  aid  in  slocking  the  farm.  To  this  place  he  removed  in  the  Spring  of  1766. 
At  the  age  of  six  years,  Robert  was  sen  t  by  his  father  to  a  school  ut  Alloway, 
abont  a  mile  distant,  taught  by  Mr.  John  Murdoch.  Under  his  instruction, 
Kobert  and  Gilbert  pursued  (heir  stndies  together,  and  with  much  success ; 
their  father's  "dearest  wish  and  prayer  being,  that  he  misht  have  it  in  his 
power  to  keep  his  children  under  his  owa  eye  till  (hey  could  discern  between 
good  and  evil."  '■  At  (hose  years,"  saya  thb  poet,  "  I  was  by  no  means  a  &- 
vunrile  with  anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted  f(>r  a  retentive  memory,  a 
etabbom,  sturdy  something  in  mj  disposition,  and  nn  enthusiastic  idiot  piety. 
I  say  idiot  piety,  because  I  was  then  but  a  child.  Though  it  cost  the  schoot- 
masler  some  thrashings,  I  made  an  excellent  English  scholar,  and  by  the  time 
I  was  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  I  was  a  critic  in  substantives,  verbs,  and  par- 
ticles." 

The  forming  at  Mount  Oliphant  did  not  prosper ;  the  land  Mnis  poor,  and 
Tarions  itdverairiea  falling  npon  the  family.  I  qnoie  from  Gilbert  Burns :  "  To 
the  bnlTetinga  of  misfortune  we  could  only  oppose  hard  labour  and  the  most 
rigid  economy.  We  lived  very  sparingly.  For  several  years  butcher's  meat 
was  a  stranger  in  the  liouse,  while  all  the  members  of  the  family  exerted  (hem- 
setvea  to  the  utmost  of  their  strei^th,  and  rather  beyond  it,  in  the  labours  of 
tbe  &rm.  My  brother,  at  the  age  of  thirteen,  assisted  in  threshing  the  crop 
of  corn,  and  at  fifteen -was  the  principal  labourer  on  the  farm,  for  we  had  no 
hired  servant,  male  or  female."  —  By  the  terms  of  the  lease,  the  lessee  had  a 
right  to  throw  it  np,  if  he  chose,  at  the  end  of  every  sisih  year.  Ue  tried  to 
better  himself  at  the  end  of  the  first  six  years,  but,  foiling  in  this,  he  continned 
there  six  more :  he  then  took  the  farm  of  Iioiihlea,  130  acres,  in  the  parish  of 
Tarbolton,  and  removed  thither  in  the  Spring  of  1777.  As  the  contract  was 
not  in  writing,  a  misunderstanding  arose,  the  decision  of  which  involved  the 
lessee's  a^rs  in  ruin.  There  the  poet's  father  died  in  February,  1784,  alt^ 
an  occupancy  of  about  seven  years. 

The  acquisitions  which  Burns  made,  and  the  poetical  talent  he  displayed, 
under  the  pressure  of  early  and  incessant  toil,  showat  once  the  extraordinary 
force  and  activity  of  his  mind.  In  the  various  labours  of  the  farm,  he  ex- 
celled all  his  competitors,  liia  brother  Gilbert  says  that  in  mowing,  the  exer- 
cise that  tries  all  the  mneclei  most  severely,  Bobert  was  the  only  maa  that,  ^t 
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the  end  of  k  Sammer'B  day,  he  wa<  ever  obliged  to  acknowledge  as  hii  mutn. 
But  while  the  poet  ga>e  bia  powere  o(  hoA^  lo  the  laboara  of  the  &nn,  hii 
thougliis  were  elsewhere.  Whether  "  following  hia  plough  along  the  moan- 
tain-eiiie,"  or  wielding  hie  scythe  in  the  hay-Held,  he  was  huioming  the  songs  of 
hia  counlry,  mubing  on  the  deeds  of  ancient  valour,  or  rapt  in  the  illusions  of 
fancy.  On  Sundays  he  was  wont  (o  indulge  in  free  inteecourse  willi  the 
charms  of  Nature.  It  waa  his  delight  to  wander  atone  on  the  bank*  of  tilt 
Ayr,  and  listen  Ut  the  song  of  the  blackbird  at  the  close  of  (he  Sammer's  day. 
But  Btill  greiiter  was  hia  }>lessure,  aa  he  himself  informs  ns^  in  walking  on  the 
eheltereil  side)  of  a  wood,  in  a  cloudy  winter  day,  and  heanag  the  stonn  rare 
amung  the  trees ;  and  more  elevated  still  his  delight  to  ascend  some  eminence 
dnring  the  anilations  of  nature,  to  stride  along  its  snmmic  while  the  lightning 
flashcil  arunnd  him,  and,  amidst  the  bowlings  of  the  tempest,  to  aposiropbiie 
the  spirit  of  tlie  storm.  Such  situations  he  declares  most  bvonrable  to  devo- 
tion— "  Rapt  in  enthusiasm,  I  seem  to  ascend  towards  Him  wJht  iniJibt  en  lie 
wiMt  of  Ihe  tBindl " 

Id  the  Snmmerof  IT8I,  as  his  liither  had  concluded  to  trr  flax-growing,  the 
poet  went  to  Inlne  to  learn  the  trade  of  dressing  flax.  Wliile  thus  at  woik, 
his  fbod  consisledchiefly  of  oatmeal  sent  to  him  from  bis  father's  fkmilj.  Even 
there  misfbrtnne  pursued  him.  "  As  we  were  giving,"  says  be,  "  a  welcome 
caroui^l  to  the  new  year,  (he  shop  took  fire  and  burnt  to  ashes,  and  I  wac 
left,  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth  a  sixpence."  —  Soon  after  their  father's  death, 
the  poet  and  his  brother  collected  together  what  little  pniperty  law  and  mil- 
fortune  bad  spared,  and  took  the  fkrm  of  Mosagiel,  118  acres.  Their  mother 
superintended  the  dairy  and  the  household,  while  they  undertook  for  the  relt. 

It  appears  that  luve  and  poetry  shot  up  t<^ther  in  (he  soni  of  Boms  ;  tni 
that  the  lovc-fhootH  came  pretty  early  in  life.  It  was  at  the  age  of  fifteen  that  b* 
fir^t  lirgan  lo  leel  the  power  of  "de^r,  deluding  woman,"  bia  Famassos  at  that 
time  being  a  s(nbble-ncld,  and  hia  inspirer  a  fair-haired  girl  from  wlioso  hands 
he  picked  the  tbistle-stinga.  And  so  onward  the  Muses  from  whom  be  caught 
his  inspirations  were  varioas  "lasses"  who  came  within  the  circle  erf  hi* 
acquaintance.  "My  heart,"  says  ho,  "was  complatoly  tinder,  and  was  ete^ 
nally  lighted  up  bj  some  goddess  or  other ;  and,  as  in  every  other  warfare  in 
this  world,  Eometimea  1  was  received  with  &vour,  and  someCimea  mortified 
with  repulse."  One  of  these  heroines  was  a  servant  iu  the  family  of  Oeneral 
Stewart,  of  Aflon :  Bums,  during  a  visit  with  David  Billar,  is  said  to  have 
left  one  of  his  songs,  which  was  aeon  chanted  in  bower  and  hall,  and  attracted 
the  notice  of  Mrs.  Stewart,  a  hcantifhl  and  accomplished  lady,  who  sent  for  tin 
poet  on  bia  next  vlail,  and  by  her  remarks  and  praise  confirmed  his  iDclinatkHi 
to  lyric  verse. 

t^ns,  befbrc  the  r 
Bum  .  .  .... 

harrow,  and  with  the  reaping-hook  in  hia  hand;  and  eominonlv  had  several 
poems  in  progress,  tnkint;  them  op  as  his  mood  of  mind  suited  tlie  theme,and 
laying  them  down  aa  h^  k"^"  carelesa  or  tired. 

Meanwhile  a  bad  form  of  evil  was  working  itself  deeply  into  his  haluls. 
Many  farmers  on  the  sea-coast  were  engaged  in  contraband  trade ;  and  Bams, 
though  perhaps  taking  no  part  in  the  ttnfflc,  associated  with  those  who  carried 
it  on ;  thinking,  apparently,  thnt  insight  into  new  ways  of  life,  and  human 
character,  would  more  than  compensate  the  risk.  But,  as  Cunningham  ob- 
serves, in  his  Li/i  of  Burnt,  "  it  is  dangerous  for  a  bare  hand  to  pluck  a  lily 
from  among  nettles ;  men  of  few  virtues  and  many  folliea  are  unsaid  compan- 
ions." Gilbert  tells  us  that  at  Irvine  hia  brother  "had  contracted  some  ac- 
quaintance of  a  freer  manner  of  thinking,  whose  society  prepared  him  Ibr  over- 
leaping the  bounds  of  rigid  virtue  which  hod  hitherto  restrained  him."  This 
evil  tendency  was  no  doubt  strengthened  by  the  lierce  thet^ogic  war&re  whieh 
was  agitating  the  Kirk  between  the  two  ftctions  known  as  the  Old  Light  ami 
the  New  Light.    Bums  himself  sided  with  the  latter;  and  as  be  was  gifted 
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with  n,  Tein  of  the  mo 

wit  too  invitin);  for  h  _  _ 

infected  with  Ihe  worst  venom  of  thwlo^c  rancour:  tlio  poems  in^whichTie 
baiTowed  the  UI<1  Lij;ht  arc  indeed  lerrible  fur  their  satire,  but  their  wit  does 
not  redeem  their  profnnii}'.  "  1  now  be^n,"  savs  Burns  himself. "  to  be  known 
in  the  neighbourhood  aa  a  maker  of  rliymes.  The  first  of  my  poetic  offspring 
that  saw  the  light  was  a  biirlcaqac  lamcnlation  on  a  quarrul  between  two  rev- 
erend Calvinibts,  both  of  Ihein  dratiiatis  pertomB  in  my  Ilolg  Fair." 

The  poet's  first  serious  love-passa^,  so  tar  as  we  know,  was  with  her  whom 
his  divine  sonjc  To  Mary  in  Heaoen  lias  [au|;ht  us  to  reverence  so  lenderlv. 
This  pri  was  Mar;  Campbell,  a  peasant's  daughter,  who.  at  the  time  she  ca|>- 
tirated  Bums,  was  scrvin);  in  the  humble  capacity  of  dairymaid  in  the  Caslie 
of  Montgomery.  She  was  beautiful,  but  she  had  sumctliing  Iwller  than  beauty- 
She  returned  the  poet's  affection  with  the  fervour  of  innocence  and  youth. 
"  Afler  a  preity  long  Irial,"  says  Burns,  "  of  the  most  ardent  reciprocal  affec- 
tion, we  met,  hy  appoinimcnt,  on  the  second  Sunday  of  May,  in  a  sequestered 
spot  on  the  hanks  of  the  Ai-r,  where  we  spent  a  day  m  taklaiia  farewell,  bcfont 
she  should  embark  fur  llie  West  Highlands,  to  arrange  matters  among  her 
friends  for  our  projected  ehange  of  lifij.  At  thecloseof  the  Anturan  following, 
she  crossed  the  sea  to  meet  me  at  Greenock,  where  she  had  scarce  landed,  whui 
she  was  seized  with  a  naliKntuit  fever,  which  huniud  my  dear  girl  to  tier  gran 
in  a  linr  days,  befbie  I  could  even  learn  of  her  illness.''  How  deep  and  (rue 
was  his  religion  towards  this  gentle  creature,  is  shown  bj  the  songs  whereio  be 
celebrates  so  pnlhelically  her  person  and  her  virtues. 

He  had  another  love-em rancement  in  which  Jean  Armour  was  the  heroine. 
Jean's  father  was  exceedingly  rigid  in  his  piety,  and  a  staunch  lieliuver  in  the 
glory  of  the  Old  Light,  and  she  was  hie  favourite  child.  He  would  not  tolerate 
the  addresses  of  "  a  profane  scoffer ; "  and  so  the  lovers  had  recourse  lo  stolen 
meetings  under  the  cloud  of  night,  and  twilight  interviews  under  the  green- 
wood tree.  This  perilous  conrtsbip  resulted  in  the  poet's  being  likely  to  he- 
come  "  a  father  before  ho  was  a  husband."  The  father,  on  learning  his  daugh- 
ter's condition,  was  overwhelmed  with  grief;  and  when,  on  her  knees  before 
him,  she  implored  forgiveness,  and  showed  "  the  marriage  lines," — as  the  pri- 
vate acknowledgment  of  marriage,  without  the  sanction  of  the  Kirk,  was 
called,  —  he  snatched  the  certificate  from  her,  threw  it  into  the  fire,  and  com- 
manded  lier  to  think  herself  no  longer  the  poet's  wife.  Joan  trembled  and 
oliejed  :  fon^tting  that  Bums  was  siill  her  husband  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
and  according  to  the  laws  i>f  man  also,  she  refused  to  sco  lilm,  or  listen  to 

nosi  crushing  nfliictinn  ;  at  times  he  taiiXy 
ic  from  the  eflects  of  it.  Du'yi  however,  and  affiT.tion  alike  held 
him  true  and  slead^t  to  Jean  Armour.  Some  time  after  her  sickness,  he  went 
to  visit  her,  and  was  received  with  dae  dvility.  Jean  held  up  a  preity  female 
infant  to  him  :  he  took  it  lovingly  in  his  arms,  and  after  a  white  returned  it  to 
the  mother,  asking  the  blessing  of  God  upon  lier  and  her  inliiul-  lie  was 
turning  away  to  converse  with  other  people  present,  when  Jean  said  archly, 
"But  this  is  not  all,  —  here  is  another  Intby,  and  handed  him  a  male  child 
bom  at  the  same  time.  He  was  much  surprised,  but  took  that  child  loo  in  hia 
arms,  aud  repeated  his  blessing  upon  it.  On  a  later  occasion,  when  the  Ar- 
mours were  doing  their  utmost  to  exclude  him,  he  made  hia  way  into  the  house, 
and  flew  to  the  bed  where  the  mother  and  infants  were  lying,  and,  putting  his 
cheek  to  Jean's,  and  then  lo  those  of  the  sleeping  babes,  wept  bitterly-  All 
this  shows  conclusivelr  what  stuff  ihe  poet's  heart  was  made  of. 

Some  time  before,  liums  had  made  arrangements  for  publishing  a  volume  of 
his  poems  ;  and  now,  amidst  all  these  miseries  and  sufferings,  he  brought  out 
that  volume  which  first  told  the  world  that  a  new  and  mighty  poet  hod  risen  in 
the  land.  The  volume  made  its  appearance  in  July,  1 786,  ana  the  poems  were 
eveiTwhere  received  with  the  most  eager  admiration  and  delight 
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At  thiy  timo  Burns  wns  m  despair  of  being  able  to  lire  in  Scotland,  and  lud 
determined  on  seeking  rcfnge  in  the  Wesllndics.  where  lie  had  engaged  to  servo 
M  oTCrscer  on  nn  estalo  belonsing  to  Dr.  Douglas.  The  poems  were  now 
bringinj;  liim  some  considerable  returns  in  money ;  and  as  soon  as  he  was  niM- 
ter  ur  nine  gnintuiu,  llic  price  of  carrying  him  oeross  the  Atlantic,  ho  look  a 
stcera^  passage  on  (be  first  ship  that  was  to  siul  Trom  tbe  Cljde.  But  it  so 
happened  at  this  time  that  tbe  Kcr.  Mr.  Laurie,  minister  of  I.oiuloan,  &  kind 
and  stcadfost  friend  ofBums,  had  sent  a  cop,v  of  the  poems  to  (he  blind  poet. 
Dr.  Blnckiock,  of  ICdinhnrgh,  This  drew  a  letter  from  Blacktoeh,  which  gave 
a  now  turn  to  aliiiir?.    I  mast  give  the  matter  in  tbe  poet's  own  words ; 

"]  had  bccnforsomcdaysskulkingfromcovcrt  to  covert,  under  at)  the  terrors 
of  ajnil,  as  some  ill-advised  people  had  unconplcd  the  merciless  pack  of  the  Uw 
at  mj  heels.  I  hnd  taken  the  last  farewell  of  my  few  tViends ;  inv  chest  was  on 
the  road  to  Greenock ;  I  hod  composed  the  last  song  I  sbould  ever  measure  in 
Caledonia,  —  'The  Kloomy  night  is  gathering  fast,'  —  ivhcn  a  letter  fW>m  Dr. 
Blacklock  to  a  friend  of  mme  overthrew  all  my  schemes  by  opening  new  pros- 
pects to  my  poetic  ambition.  Tho  Doctor  belonge<l  to  n  set  uf  critics  for 
whose  applnnse  I  had  not  dnied  to  hope.  His  opinion  that  I  should  meet  with 
encouragement  in  Edinburgh  for  a,  second  edition  lired  me  so  much,  that  away 
I  posted  f()r  Iliat  city,  miihoal  s  single  acquaintance,  or  a  sing:lo  letter  of  iatr»- 
dnctioii." 

Bnms  Eet  ont  for  Edinburgh  in  November,  ITS6,  and  arrived  the  second  dsj 
after,  having  performeil  (he  journey  on  foot.  Within  a  month  after  his  arrival, 
he  was  in  (he  niidst  of  the  lirst  society  both  for  rank  and  talent.  Jane,  Duch- 
ess of  Gordon,  then  the  lender  of  feshion  in  the  Scotch  mciropolia,  appreciated 
his  j)oeiry,  and  eagerly  palroniicd  him.  JjOrd  Monboddo,  Dr.  Robertson,  Dr. 
Blair,  Dr.  Gregory,  Dr.  Adam  Ferganon,  Mackenzie  the  novelist,  and  Mr. 
Fraser  Tytter,  all  extended  to  the  rustic  ])oet  the  wannest  and  most  geaeroaa 
enconraj^mcnt. 

Nor  was  he  a  whit  spoiled  by  all  this  homage.  His  native  good  sense  carried 
him  through  it  nnhurt.  Nothing  could  be  mure  manlj  and  dignified  than  the 
manner  in  which  he  received  the  praises  and  altcniionsof  fkjr  ladies  and  learned 
divines.  No  thought  of  forsaking  his  original  calling  appears  to  have  entered 
his  mind.  He  relumed  gladly  to  tlio  home  and  friends  of  his  yonlh.  He  re- 
ceived £S00  for  the  Edinburgh  edition  of  his  poems,  and  was  thus  enabled, 
soon  after,  to  take  a  form,  called  Ellisland,  on  the  banks  of  tho  Nilli,  and  also 
to  tend  his  brother  GilberiiflSO  to  enab)e  him  to  support  the  family  on  that  of 
Hossgicl. 

He  was  no  sooner  possessed  of  a  house  of  his  own  than  he  made  the  only 
reparation  he  could  to  Jean  Armour.  He  privately  married  her  the  latter  end 
of  April,  17B8,  and  tho  next  month  took  her  lo  his  new  dwelling-place.  But 
misfortune  still  dogged  his  steps.  The  farm  proved  a  ruinous  undertaking. 
But^s  was  finally  compelled  to  give  it  up,  and  remove  into  the  town  of  Dum- 
fries, where  ho  remained  till  his  death.  He  supported  his  fomiiy  on  his  income 
as  an  cscifeman,  —  ;£50  per  annum,  —  the  only  appointment,  under  Govern- 
ment, which  his  friends  had  been  able  to  procure  him.  Debt  and  difficalties 
gathered  round  his  path;  and  an  accidental  circumstance,  which  occurred  in 
Jannary,  1T9G,  hronght  phvsicat  suffering  also  on  the  sad  struKling  jcars  of 
the  great  Scottish  poet.  Ae  had  sat  late  one  evening  at  the  Globe  Tavern, 
and  on  his  return  home,  overcome  by  drowsiness,  and,  ains  1  slightly  intoxi- 
cated, he  sank  down  on  the  suow,  and  slept  for  some  hours  in  the  open  air.  A 
severe  cold,  from  the  efftcis  of  which  ho  never  recovered,  followed.  Change  of 
air  and  sea-bathing  were  tried  for  tbe  restoration  of  his  health  in  \aiu.  On  the 
ISth  of  Julv  he  bMumc  unable  to  stand.  His  mind  sank  into  delirium,  unless 
when  roused  by  conversation ;  the  fbver  increased  rapidly,  and  on  the  fourlll 
day  "  the  sufferings  of  this  great  but  ill-laied  genins  terminated,  and  a  lift  wai 
closed  in  which  virtue  and  passion  bad  been  at  perpetual  Tariance." 
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THE  COTTER'S   SATURDAY  NIOHT. 


KorgranSvarhi 
Tbo  ehon  but 

1  Mt  loved,  my  lionour'd.mncli  respected  friend  I* 
No  merceniiry  bard  his  liomuge  pays ; 

With  honest  pride  I  scorn  each  selfish  end: 
My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise: 
To  you  I  sing,  in  simple  Scottish  lays, 
The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequester'd  scene ; 
The  native  feelings  strong,  the  guileless  ways; 
What  Aiken  in  u  cottage  would  have  been ; 
Ah  1  though  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  there,  I  ween. 

2  November  chill  blaws  lond  wi'  angry  sugh ; 
The  shortening  winter-day  is  near  a  close; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  plengh ; 
The  blacKening  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose; 
The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  hia  labour  goes. 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end, 
Collects  hia  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes, 
Hoping  the  morn  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend. 

And,  weary,  o'er  the  moor  his  course  docs  hameward  bead. 

3  At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view, 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  ag^d  tree; 

Th'  expectant  wee-things,  toddlin',  stachor  throngh 
To  meet  their  Dad,  wi'  flichterin'  noise  an'  glee. 
Hia  we  bit  ingle,  blinkin'  bonnily, 
Hie  clean  hearth-stane,  his  thriftie  wifie'a  smile. 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  hia  knee, 
Does  a'  his  weary  carking  cares  beguile, 
An'  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  an'  hia  toil. 
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4  Beljre  the  elder  bairns  come  drapping  in, 
At  Bervice  out,  amang  the  farmers  roun', 
Some  ca'  the  pleugh,  some  herd,  some  tentie  ria 
A  cannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town : 
Their  eldest  hope,  their  Jenny,  woman  grown. 
In  yonthfn'  bloom,  love  sparkling  in  her  e'e. 
Comes  liame,  perhaps  to  shew  a  braw  new  gown. 
Or  deposite  her  sair-won  penny-fee, 

To  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship  be. 

6  Wi'  joy  unfeign'd  brotliers  and  slaters  meet, 
And  each  for  other's  weelfare  kindly  spiers: 
The  social  hours,  swift-wing'd,  nnnoticed  fleet; 
Each  tells  the  uncos  that  ho  sees  or  hears ; 
The  parents,  partial,  eye  their  hopefol  years; 
Anticipation  forward  points  to  view. 
The  mother,  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  shears, 
Gars  aiild  claes  look  amaist  as  weel's  the  nev: 

The  father  mixes  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 

6  Their  masters'  an'  their  mistresses'  command. 
The  younkers  a'  are  warned  to  obey ; 

An'  mind  their  labours  wi'  an  eydent  hand, 
An'  ne'er,  though  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  or  play: 
"An'  0!  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alway! 
An'  mind  your  duty  duly,  mom  an'  night! 
Xiest  in  temptation  s  patn  ye  gang  astray. 
Implore  His  counsel  and  assisting  might : 
They  never  sought  in  vwn  that  sought  the  Lord  aright  I" 

7  But,  harkl  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door; 
Jenny,  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same. 
Tells  how  a  neebor  lad  cam'  o'er  the  moor. 
To  do  some  ^rrands,  and  eonroy  her  hame. 
The  wily  mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 
Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  cheek; 
With  heart-struck  anxious  care  inquires  his  name, 
While  Jenny  hafflins  is  afraid  to  speak : 

Wecl  pleased  the  mother  hears  it's  nao  wild,  worthless  rake. 

8  Wi'  kindly  welcome  Jenny  brings  him  ben,* 
A  strappan  youth;  he  tak's  the  motlier's  eye; 
Blithe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'en; 
The  father  cracks  of  horses,  ploughs,  and  kye: 
The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflows  wi'  joy. 
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But,  blatfl  and  laithfn',  scarce  can  weel  behave : 
The  mother,  wi'  &  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 
What  makes  the  voutli  sae  bashfii'  an'  sae  grave; 
Weel  pleased  to  think  hor  bairn's  respected  like  the  lave. 

9  0  happy  love,  where  love  like  this  is  found  I 
0  heartfelt  raptures!  bliss  beyond  compare! 
I've  pac^d  much  this  weary  mortal  round. 
And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare, — 
"  If  Heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare, 
One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 
'Tia  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair, 
In  other's  arms  breathe  out  the  tender  tale, 

Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the  evening  gale." 

10  Is  there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart, — 
A  wretch !  a  villain !  lost  to  love  and  truth  I 
That  can,  witli  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art, 
Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  ? 
Curse  on  his  perjured  arts!  dissembling  amoothi 
Are  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exiled? 

Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth, 
Points  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their  child  ? 
Then  paints  the  min'd  maid,  and  their  distraction  wild? 

11  But  now  the  supper  crowns  their  simple  board. 
The  halesome  parritch,  chief  o'  Scotia's  food: 
The  soupe  their  only  hawkie  does  afford, 
That  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her  cood: 
The  dame  brings  forth  in  complimental  mood, 
To  gra<;e  the  lad,  her  weel-hain'd  kebbuck  fell, 
An'  aft  he's  prest,  an'  aft  he  ca's  it  guid: 

The  frugal  wifie,  garrulous,  will  tell, 
How  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  sin'  lint  was  i'  the  bell. 

12  The  cheerfn'  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 
They  round  the  ingle  form  a  circle  wide; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  wi'  patriarchal  grace, 
The  big  ha'  Bible,  ance  nia  father's  pride: 
His  bonnet  reverently  is  laid  aside, 

His  lyart  haSets  wearing  thin  an'  bare ; 
Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion  glide, 
He  wales  a  portion  with  judicious  care ; 
And  "  Let  us  worship  God  f"  he  says,  with  solemn  tar. 

13  They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise; 
They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim: 
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Perhaps  Dundee's  wild  warbling  measures  ria^ 
Or  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  oi  the  name: 
Or  noble  Elgin  beets  the  heavenward  flame, 
The  siveetcst  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays: 
Compared  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame ; 
The  tickled  ears  no  heartfelt  raptures  raise; 
Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise. 

14  The  priest-like  father  reads  the  sacred  page. 
How  Abram  was  the  friend  of  God  on  high ; 
Or,  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny ; 
Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  lie 
Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire; 
Or  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry ; 
Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

15  Perhaps  the  Christian  volume  is  the  theme, 
How  ffuiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was  shed ; 
How  He,  who  bore  in  Heaven  the  second  name. 
Had  not  on  Earth  whereon  to  lay  His  head : 
How  His  first  followers  and  sen'antB  sped ; 
The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a  land : 
How  ho,  who  lone  in  Patmos  banish6d, 

Saw  in  the  Sun  a  mighty  angel  stund;  [command. 

And  heard  great  Baboon's  doom  pronounced  by  Heaven's 

16  Then  kneeling  down,  to  Heaven's  Eternal  King, 
The  saint,  the  father,  and  the  husband  prays: 
Hope  "springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing," 
That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  days : 
There  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays, 

No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear. 
Together  hymning  their  Creator's  prais^ 
In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear; 
While  cii-cling  time  moves  round  in  an  eternal  sphere. 

17  Compared  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  method  and  of  art. 

When  men  display  to  congregations  wide 
Devotion's  every  grace,  except  the  heart! 
Thff  Power,  incensed,  the  pageant  will  desert, 
The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole; 
But  haply,  in  some  cottage  far  ajiart. 
May  hear,  well  pleased,  the  language  of  the  soul; 
And  in  His  bffok  of  Ufo  the  inmates  poor  enroll 
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18  Then  homeward  all  take  oS  their  Beveral  way; 
The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest: 

The  parent  pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 
And  proffer  up  to  Heuvon  the  warm  request. 
That  He  who  stills  the  raven's  clamoroas  nest. 
And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flowery  pride, 
Would,  in  the  way  Hia  wisdom  sees  the  best, 
For  them  and  for  their  little-ones  provide; 
But,  chiefly,  in  their  hearts  with  grace  divine  preside. 

19  From  scenes  like  these  old  Scotia's  grandeur  springs. 
That  makes  her  loved  at  home,  revered  abroad : 
Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  ol  kings, 

"An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God:" 
And  certes,  in  fair  virtue's  heavenly  road, 
The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind. 
What  is  a  lordiing's  pomp?  a  cumbrous  load, 
Disguising  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind, 
Studied  in  arts  of  Hell,  in  wickedness  refined  1 

80  0  Scotia !  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 

For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  Heaven  is  sent  1 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 
Be  blest  with  health  and  peace  and  sweet  content  I 
And,  0!  may  Heaven  their  simple  lives  prevent 
From  Luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile! 
Then,  howo'or  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 
A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while. 
And  stand  a  wall  of  flre  around  their  much-loved  Isle. 

31  O  Thou !  who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide 

That  stream'd  through  Wallace's  undaunted  heart; 
Who  dared  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride, 
Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part, 
(The  patriot's  God  peculiarly  Thou  art, 
Hia  fiiend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward!) 
O,  never,  never,  Scotia's  realm  desert ; 
But  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot-bard. 
In  bright  succession  raise,  her  ornttmcnt  and  guard!" 

S  The  characters  noi  incidents,  which  the  poet  here  descrlties  In  so  tnteresHng  a 
iniiDner,  nresiicUaahlsibthcT'acottBRe  preeonted  to  hia  obserraUaD :  tbey  are  such 
as  may  cverTwhere  bo  (buDil  amoni-  tho  vlrtaauB  and  iatelllKent  peoanntry  nf  Scot- 
land. "  I  mcolleM  once  ho  told  me,*  »ay»  Profeasor  Stewart,  "  when  I  wan  admiring 
■  distant  proepeetln  one<tf  oar  morning  n-alks,  that  the  eight  of  bo  mnn;  siBokliig 
cottages  Bave apleasare  to  bis  mind,  which  none  could  underataml  who  hail  not 
iTltnessed,  like  himself,  Uie  happiness  and  the  worth  nhlcli  they  contained."  With 
■cch  impressions  ua  these  aponhis  mind,  he  hoe  succeeded  in  delineating  a  charm. 

Ing  picture  of  rural  innocence  an'  "  ""       " " ..-.i.-^-i    .^- 

characlerssltllfiUlvdlstlngutBhed,! , 

propriety  and  senaibillty  which  it  displays.— Dr.  Ibv: 


TO  THE  OWL. 

Sad  bird  of  night,  what  sorrows  call  thee  forth. 
To  Tent  thy  plaints  thus  in  the  midnight  honr  F 
Is  it  some  blast  that  sathers  in  the  North, 
Threatening  to  nip  the  Terdnre  of  thy  bower  ? 

la  it,  sad  owl,  that  Autumn  strips  tbe  shade, 
And  leaves  tliee  here,  nnsbelter^  and  forlorn  ? 
Or  fear  that  Winter  will  thy  nest  invade? 
Or  friendlesB  melancholy  bids  thee  mourn  ? 

Shut  out,  lone  bird,  from  all  the  feather'd  train, 
To  tell  thy  sorrows  to  tb'  unheeding  gloom; 
No  friend  to  pity  when  thou  dost  complain, 
Qrief  all  thy  thought,  and  solitude  thy  home. 

Sing  on,  aad  mourner  1     I  will  blesa  thy  strain. 
And  pleased  in  sorrow  listen  to  thy  song:  ,    ■ 

Sing  on,  sad  mournor  I  to  the  higbt  complain, 
While  the  lone  echo  wafts  thy  notes  along. 

Is  beauty  leas,  when  down  the  glowing  cheek 
Sad,  piteous  tears  in  native  sorrows  fall  ? 
Less  kind  the  heart  when  anguish  bids  it  break? 
Less  happy  he  who  lists  to  pity's  call? 

Ah  no,  sad  owl !  nor  is  thy  voice  less  sweet. 
That  sadness  tunes  it,  and  that  grief  is  there ; 
That  Spring's  gay  notes,  unskitl'd,  thou  can't  repeat; 
That  sorrow  bids  thee  to  the  gloom  repair. 

Nor  that  tlie  treble-songsters  of  the  day 
Are  quite  estranged,  sad  bird  of  night,  from  thee ; 
Nor  that  the  thrush  deserts  the  evening  spray, 
When  darkness  calls  thee  from  thy  reverie. 

From  some  old  tower,  thy  melancholy  dome. 
While  the  grey  walls^nd  desert  solitudes 
Betuni  each  note,  responsive  to  the  gloom 
Of  ivied  coverta  and  surrpunding  woods;  — 

There  hooting,  I  will  list  more  pleased  to  thee 
Than  ever  lover  to  the  nightingale ; 
Or  drooping  wretch,  oppresa'd  with  misery. 
Lending  his  ear  to  some  condoling  talo. 


THE  TWA  DOas. 


THE  TWA  DOGS.    A  T.VLE. 
TwAS  Id  that  place  o'  8<ot]and'a  Isle, 
That  bears  the  name  o'  Anld  King  <Joil,< 
Upon  a  bonnle  day  In  3aae, 
When  wearing  thraogh  the  aflerooon, 
Twa  doE8  Uiat  were  na  thrang  at  hame, 
PoiKatber'd  auce  upon  a  lime. 

The  flrat  I'll  name,  they  ca'd  blm  CEeaar, 
Waa  koepit  for  his  Honour's  pleosnre :  ■ 
His  hair,  his  Kize,  his  monlh,  his  Ings, 
Shewed  lie  waa  nana  o'  Scotland's  doga; 
Bat  WBlpit  aone  place  tat  abraail. 
Where  aoiiara  gong  Co  fleh  ror  cod. 
His  lockM,  letlcr'd,  Ijraw  brass  collar 
ShewM  him  (he  gaullcman  and  scholar : 
Bat,  though  he  tros  a'  high  degree. 
The  ficnt  a  pride,  nae  pride  had  he 
But  wad  hae  apcnt  an  hour  carasah 
ETen  wi'  a  tinkler.gipir'B  measiD. 
At  Mrk  or  market,  mill  or  smiddie, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  thoogh  e'er  aae  daddie, 
But  he  wad  elaut  as  glad  to  see  bin 
And  Biroant  OD  staues  an'  hillocks  wi' 


A;e  got  him  Mends  In  ilka  place, 
'lis  breaat  waa  white,  his  towiie  hack 
Veel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glossy  hlack ; 
ilia  gawcie  tail,  wi'  upwonl  curl. 
Uuag  o'er  his  hurdios  wi'  a  swirl. 
Nae  doubt  hut  thoy  were  fUn  d'  ither. 

~  iac«packaD'Uilck  theglthcr;     [kit; 
Wi' social  nose  wbyles  saulTiland  snow- 
Whylea  mice  an'  moudleworti  [hey  how- 
kit; 
Wtaylee  scautM  awa  in  lang  excursion. 
An'  worry'd  ither  Id  direraion ; 
Until,  wi'  daffin'  weary  grown. 
Upon  a  knowe  they  sat  ihem  down, 

Jiere  hcgan  a  long  digression 

t  the  lords  o'  the  creation. 


'  a  ploughman's  collie. 


The  tither  » 
A  rhyming, 

"  an' comrade  had  him, 
in  Ida  freaka  hath  Lnatb  ca'd  him, 
ae  dog  in  Highland  aang,' 
le  lang  ayne— Lard  knows  hoi 


K'lU,  or  Onl,  the  poets  ni 


land  dog.  waa  ■  flctitloua  diaracter,  cre- 
ated by  the  poet  tM  the  purpose  of  chat. 
ting  with  hiafevourileLuath.  ThebroUi- 
ers,  Henry  and  Hugh  Cowan,  aaid  they 
happened  to  be  aiding  Bnms  and  hla 
AHker  with  a  load  of  wood  at  Coilafleld. 


ndlander  i 


Newfoundlander 


IS  thoughts  had  wandered. 

a  old  ScoUieb  phrase  seems  to 
have  (he  fbrce  merely  of  a  strong  nega. 
tire;  theEngllah  equirolent  being,  "the 
devil  a  hit  of  pride  had  ho." 
4   CochalUn'sdogiiiOsaiBD'a/^iiva;. 


An'  when  Che  gentry's  life  1  saw. 
What  way  poor  bodies  lived  ava. 
Our  Laird  gota  in  hia  taukM  rents, 
Hia  coale,  hia  kain,  on'  a'  his  stents: 
He  rises  when  ho  Ukea  himael'; 

He  ca's  iiis  coach,  he  ca's  hia  horse; 

He  draws  a  bonnle  silken  purse 

Aa  lang'e  my  tall,  wbare,  thro' the  steeks. 

The  yellow  letter's  Gcordie  koeks. 

Frae  mom  to  e'en  it's  nought  bnt  loUlng 
baking,  roaating.  Ikying,  boiling; 
'  tboDgh  tlie  gentry  first  are  Etechln', 
t  even  the  ha'  fUlk  Oil  their  puchan 
'  sance,  ragoOts,  and  sic  like  irashtric, 

That's  little  short  o'  downright  waetrie. 

Our  wbipper-in,  wee,  blnstit  wanner, 
worthlesa  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner 

Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
'"        r  has  in  a'  the  Ian' : 

oor  cotfolk  pit  their  palnch  In, 


Trawtii,    Csaar,   whyles    they're   fhsbt 
Dller  howkin'  in  a  sheugb,     [eooogh; 

dirty  Btanea  biggin'  a  dyke, 
ing  a  quarry,  an'  ale  like. 


UKH^ie 


An'  they  maan  slBrre  o'  csuia  m'  hnu- 
But,  how  It  comes,  I  oerer  kenii'd  yet,[Ker : 
TOiej're  roaletly  wonilBrfli'  coDtented 
An'  bninlly  cblela,  an' clerer  hUzles, 
An  bred  la  Blc  a  waj  aa  thla  la. 


Bat  then  lo  aee  how  f  e're  nesledill, 
HotT  hiilTd,  and  culTd,  and  disrespecUtl 
Lard,  man  I  our  gentry  care  oa  little 
For  delfeia,  ditcbers,  an'  sic  cattle  i 
They  gung  aa  aaucy  by  poor  fiilk 
As  I  wul  by  a  etlnkin'  biock. 
i're  noticed,  on  our  Idlnl'e  coart-dAy, 
An'  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  was. 
Foot  teaaat  bodiea,  ecwito'caali. 
How  they  maun  thole  a  ilictoi'B  snub : 
BetlBtamp  an'lbrealen.  curse  an' sweai 
Hell  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear; 
While  they  maan  atan',  wi'  aspect  hmnbli 
An'  hear  It  a',  an'  fear  an'  tremble  t 
I  aee  how  folk  Uve  that  hae  rlohee; 
Bot  sorely  poor  folk  maun  be 


Tliey  bar  the  door  on  flroaty  win's; 
The  nappy  reeks  wj'  mantling  Tcain, 

Ad'  aheds  a.  heart-in  spiring  steam  j 
Tlie  luatin'  pipe  an'  anecablD-mtU 
Aru  handed  round  wi'  right  gui 
The  contle  auld  folks  crackin'  crouae 
The  young  unes  rantiu'  Cicu'  the  hooi 
Hy  heart  has  been  sae  liilu  ti>  see  thel 
That  I  for  Joy  hae  borkit  wi'  Ibcm. 
re  troo  that  ye  bae  enid, 
now  owra  aJlen  play'd. 
There's  moniu  a  cnKlilablc  stuck 
decent,  honest,  tawsont  fo'k. 


Some  rascal's  ] 


They'renaeaacwreCcbed'aane  wad  think 
Tho'  constantly  on  poortith's  brink ; 
They're  aae  ooouatom'd  wl"  the  sight, 
Ibe  view  ot  glee  them  little  fright. 
Then  chance  an'  fortune  are  aae  guided, 
lliey^  aye  in  lesa  or  m&lr  provided; 
An'  Uio'  (htigned  wl'  close  employment, 
A  blink  0'  reat'a  a  eweet  enjoyment. 
The  deareet  comfort  o"  their  Urea, 
Their  gmshle  neana  an'  f&ithfli'  wlvea ; 
The  prattling  things  arc  Juat  their  pride. 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fli«aide : 
An'  whyles  twalpennie-worth  o'  nappy 
Can  mak'  the  bodies  unco  happy; 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares, 
To  mind  Iho  Kirk  and  Stale  affairs : 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  and  prleata, 
Wi'  kindling  fury  in  their  breasts, 
Or  lell  whHt  new  taxation's  comin', 
A  D'  n^nle  at  tbe  folk  In  Lon'on. 
As  bleak-lbced  Ilallowmass'  tvcuna. 
They  get  (he  Jovial,  ranting  kirns, 
\VTien  rural  life,  o' every  station, 

Love  blinks.  Wit  alapa,  an'  social  Ulrth 
Forgcta  there's  Care  upo'  the  Earth. 
That  merry  day  the  year  begins. 


iU; 


and  bra 


■    TbeoldlbstivalorHallon 


IrAll 


prideni'  greed  to 
knit  bimacr  the  faster 
favour  wi'  some  gentle  master, 
Wba,  aiblina,  Ihrang  o-parliamentin'. 
For  Britain's  guid  his  soul  Indeutiu'. 


Halth,  lad,  ye  litUe  ken  about  It : 

Britain's  guid  I  gnid  ftitb,  I  doubt  BI 
Say  lolhor,  gann,  aa  Premiera  lead  hlsh 
An'aayingay  orno's  they  bid  him: 
oparaa  an'  plays  parodlng, 
iitgaging,  gambling,  moaqueradlBC; 
Or  nulybo,  in  a  frolic  datl, 
To  Hague  or  Calais  tak's  a  waft. 
To  make  a  tour,  and  Ink'  a  whirl, 
am  don  i>n,  an'  ace  the  wort'. 

ives  hia  fhther'a  auld  entailsl 
Or  by  Madrid  he  takes  the  rout, 

irum  guitars,  and  fcCcht  wi'  nowt: 

I  bouses  drumly  German  water, 

iBk'  himscl'  look  lUr  and  letter. 

For  Britan'B  guid  I —for  her  deatmcttral 

Wl'  dissipation,  &ud,  an'  (bcUon. 


man]  dear  sirs!  la  that  Oie  gata 
waste  sea  mony  a  braw  estate? 
Are  we  aoo  tbnghten  an'  har&as'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gale  at  last? 
would  they  stay  aback  froB  Courts, 
I'  please  themselvea  wi'  conntra  spoCMi 
It  wail  for  every  ane  be  better. 
The  Laird,  the  Touaal,  on'  tho  CotCorl    . 
For  tbae  (Tank,  rantin',  rambUn'  bilUea, 
Fieuthact  0 '  them's  ill-hearted  OsUowi; 
Except  for  breakiu'  o'  their  Ummer, 
Or  speokln'  lightly  o'  their  Ummer, 
Kitln'  0'  a  hare  or  moor-cock, 
B^  a  bit  they're  111  to  poor  Gift. 


i..(KH^ie 


TAM   O'   5HANTER. 


fiCO 


But  will  ye  lell  mc.  Hauler  Cbwt, 
'  Sore  grenl  Tolt's  life's  a  lite  o'  plcasoro  I 
Hoe  caulit  or  hunger  e'er  r^o  sKer  ttiem 
The  vera  (bought  ot  needna  Ibar  tbem. 


Lotd.  nuB>  were  ye  but  why  les  whare  I  am. 
The  geotlea  yo  wad  ne'er  envy  'em. 
It'a  tme,  Itaey  needna  Btarve  or  meat, 
Throngh   Wioler-B  caDld, 


Thi^y'vo   naa  eair  wark  to  cimxe  Hie 

An'  nil  aold  age  irilb  gripa  an'  giaueB : 
But  huniiui  bodies  are  ^  Idols. 
For  a'  lOcir  cullegea  and  KhooU, 
Tbat  when  nae  re:il  ills  pci-plez  tbem, 
^ley  mak'  enow  themeeiB  to  tot  them; 
An' aye  theleia  they  bae  to  atait  them, 
la  like  pioiwrtlou  icaa  will  hurt  tbem. 
A  coDDtry  Itllow  at  the  pleogh, 
His  acroa  IlU'd,  he's  right  eneagb; 
A  coDnCry  tjirl  at  bor  wheel. 
Her  dizzena  done,  sbe's  unco  weel; 


WoEH  chapman  billlee  leave  (be  street 
An'  droathy  ueebors  neebara  meet. 
As  market-days  are  weaiin'  late, 
An'  folk  begin  to  tak'  the  gate ; 
While  we  ait  honsiug  at  the  nappy. 
An'  getting  fOu  and  onco  happy, 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  miles, 
s,  waters,  slaps,  an'  Miles, 
Iween  us  an'  our  hame, 
.  our  BUtky,  EuUen  dame, 
ler  bro  wa  1  Ike  gatherin'  slonn 
r  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 


That  lie  be 
Wbare  Eita 
Gather!  n'li 
Nursin'  he^ 


Wl'ey 

They  loiter,  lounging,  laidi,  on'  lazy; 
Tbo'  deilhaet^liailHlbem,  yet  uneasy; 
Thoir  days  iusipid,  dull,  an'  tasteleaa : 
Their  nights  unquiet,  lang,  an'  restless; 
An'  e'CD  Ibelr  sports,  their  balle,  an' races, 
Their  galloping  through  pubUc  places, 
There's  sic  paraile,  eio  pomp,  an'  art. 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart 
The  men  uist  out  In  party  matches, 
Then  sowtlier  a"  in  deep  debauches  r 

Asgreatomlgi-aciousa'as  sisters; 
Bnt  bear  tbeir  abaeiit  ihougtits  o'  ither, 
They'ro  a'  ran  deits  an'  Jads  tbegithcr. 
Whyles,  o'er  the  woo  bit  cup  an'  phitle. 
They  sip  the  scandal  potion  pretty; 
Or  leo-lang  nights,  wl'  crabblt  leuks 
Poro  owre  the  devil's  pictured  beuks; 
Sl^e  on  a  chance  a  Cirmer's  staoltyard. 
An'  chest  like  onle  nnhang'd  blsckguard. 


B  I>eill\ai;l,OTjlentltaet,ia 
oath  of  negation ;  equivulenl 
aU.    See  page  SGT.  nota  3. 


The  bnm-clock  <  humm'd  wl' laiy  drone; 

I'he  kye  stood  rowtin'  1'  the  loan : 
When  up  they  gat,  and  shook  their  lugs, 
Bejolced  they  were  na  men,  but  dogs  j 
An'  each  look  all  his  several  way. 
Resolved  lo  meet  some  ither  day.' 


TAM  O'  SHANTKB.  A  TAI.£.i 


T  The  hammlng-bectle  that  flies  abont 
n  the  summer  twilight 

8  Never  were  two  dogs  so  euqqisitely 
lelincaled.  Their  gambols,  licliire  (hey  sit 
down  to  morallie,  are  described  with  an 
'  degree  of  happiness;  and,  Uirough 
hole  dialogue,  Ibe  charavwr,  as 
9  the  dilltrcnt  condition,  of  the  two 
speakers  la  kept  In  view.  The  dogs  of 
^tums.  except  in  their  talent  lormorali. 
-atiou,  are  dowurlgbt  dogs;  and  Lot  like 
the  horses  of  Swilt,  or  the  hlud  and  pan- 
ther of  Dryden,  men  in  the  shape  of . 
imteB.  Tho  true  dogs  are  constantly 
;opt  before  our  eyes;  and  tbe  contrast 
tetween  their  form  and  character  as  doga, 
jid  the  sagacity  of  Qieir  conversation, 
leighlen  tho  humour  and  deepen  tho  im- 

.n  IndMdmti  uameil  Douglas  Urahame, 
,  Carrick  ihrmer.  Bhanler  is  a  thtm  an 
Jio  Cnirlck  shore,  near  Kiikosuald, 
which  Grahame  long  possessed.  The 
manwBs,  in  eobcr  (ruth,  the  "bletherin', 
lilDslerin'blellum"  tliat  the  poet  has  de- 
scribed ;  uhI  his  wUh  wan  as  veritable  n 
lady  who  most  anxiously  dlseoaraacd 
drinking  In  her  huabaud.    Burn»,  when 


;■:>;; 


jractlsed  the  c 

-lome-brewed  aie.     'I'o  uiia  oouse, 

Grahame  and  his  brotlier-ln-law,  tho  fur- 
ofDuquhat,useiltD resort;  and.flnd- 
In  Bums  some  quHlltieH  wiiivh,  hoy  as 

,  they  made  him  every  (blng  but  HMdC 
king  companion. 


l.i(KH^ie 


Tbil  truth  Itod  honest  Tom  n'Shauter, 
Aa  he  frae  Ajr  se  night  did  canter, 
(Anld  Afr,  nhamDe'cratownaurpaaaeB, 
For  hanestmeaui'boiinjlaaBeB.) 


A  blecherld',  bluBteriu'.  drncken  blclluni 
That,  frae  Kotemtier  till  October, 
Ae  market-day  Uiou  nast  na  sober ; 
That  ilka  mclder,  ni'  the  miller, 
Thou  BUaalangBs  thou  had  aUler;* 
That  overj  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoo  on," 
TheemlUiaud  theeRatrOHrin'fonon; 
That  at  the  Lord's  house,  cv'n  on  Sunilay, 
ThoudrantwI'KlrktonJean'BUMondaj 
Shu  prophceled  that,  late  or  soon, 
ThoEt  ironld  be  fhund  deep  drown'd  li 
Orcatch'dvi'warloeksl'theinlrkiEDoanj 
By  AUoway'B  auld  hamiled  kirk. 
Ah,  gentle  ilames  t  itgan  me  greet 
To  thiuk  how  loony  counsels  sweet. 
How  many  lengthcn'd  sage  advices. 
The  husband  frae  the  wife  despises. 
Bat  to  our  tale :  Ae  mai^et-night. 
Tam  h.ad  got  plantcil  anoo  right; 
Fast  by  sd  Ingle,  Meeting  finely, 
Wl'  reaming  swats,  that  drank  diviuely; 
And  at  hia  elbow,  SoDter  Johnny,' 
Els  ancient,  trusty,  dronthy  crony; 
Tamlo'cdhlmllkeaverabritlier; 
They  bad  been  fon  for  weeks  Ihegltherl 


night  til 


TheS 

tanid  hie  queerest  stories; 

The: 

rd's  langb 

T-ho, 

without  m 

M  rait  and  nistli 

Tam  did  m  min.l  the 

storm  a  whistle. 

Care 

mad 

toseeama 

£'en 

row 

D'd  himself 

amang  the  nappy 

9  Jf^dor  is  grain  sent  tfl  the  mill  to  be 
ground.  The  moaning  here  Is,  that  every 
Bme  he  oarried  corn  to  the  mlU  he  sat  to 
drink  with  the  miller. 

3  Aa  alien  as  any  nag  of  his  required 
Bhoebig. 

t  Jean  Kennedy,  a  pubUc-hoasa  keep- 
er at  Kirkoswald.  In  Scotland,  the  cll- 
liwo  where  tiie  parish  church  stands  Is 
^llod  KIrkton,  that  is,  kirk  lawa. 

a   itouter  JohiiDy  la  John  Uie  shoe- 


But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread. 

You  seize  the  Howcr,  its  bloom  Is  sbedl 

Or  like  the  snow-fhil  in  the  river, 

A  momont  while, —  then  meltafbr  ever; 

Or  like  the  horeaiia  race. 

That  flit  ere  yon  can  point  their  place; 

Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 

[shing  smid  (he  storm 

pan  can  tether  tinwi  or  tide ;  — 

Lonr  approarhes  Tam  mann  ride; 

That  hour,  o'nighfs  black  sich  the  key. 

That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beatton; 
"  jicnnighthetak'stheroadlo 

^'er  poor  sinner  was  abro&il  iu. 
The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last; 
The  rattlin'  showers  rose  on  tbs  Khwt; 
The  speedy  gleama  Ote  dartoiesa  mat 
low's ;  [lowM: 

Loud,  deep,  and  lang  the  tbUDder  bel- 
That  niglit,  a  i^ild  might  nDderstand, 
The  Deil  had  bnrinesi  on  hie  hand. 
Weel  mounted  on  his  grey  mare,  Meg, 
(A  belter  never  liiled  leg,} 
Tam  skelpit  on  through  dub  and  min, 
Deaptstng  wind,  an'  rain,  an'  Bm ; 

M  holding  thst  his  guld  blue  bonnet; 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  same  auld  Seot£  aoa- 


uotlisb  drunkard,  nhos 


L^ra"" 


Its  down  to 


iportuoitbis. 


his 


.    iring  and  heaven 
are  In  coufusion;  llie  njglit  Is 

jy  Bong  and  tumultuons  noise; 

laughter  ana  Jest  thicken  ae  thebcvemge 
improves  upon  Hio  palate;  coajnoal  tdel- 
1^  archly  bends  to  the  service  ofgetieial 
benevolence:  selfishness  la  not  absent, 
but  wearing  the  mask  of  gocjal  oordlalHr; 


d  into  oi 


of  the  tempest  without  (It _, 

heightens  and  sets  off  theenjoymentwltb- 
'- — IpltyhLmwlio  cannot  perceive  that 
._  all  this,  though  tlioro  was  no  mnml  pnr> 
pose,  there  Is  a  moral  c&bcL— WOROS- 


.(Ki'^le 


TAH   O'  SHANTEB. 


Elik-Alloirar  was  dravlns  nigh, 
Wbare  ghalBts  an'  honlsts  nightly  cry. 
By  tbis  timo  be  was  croBB  the  lOrd, 
Whan     Id    Ibe    maw     the 

An'  past  the  birka  an'  iiMlkle 
WharedrncteaCharllebntk'i 
An*  through  the  whina,  on'  by  the  calm, 
Whars  hnnlera  ttnd  the  monler'il  balm ; 
An'  near  the  thom,  abooh  tbs  well, 
WhareMungo'a  nilchec  bans'!!  herael'. 
Bororchimllooii  poara  a' hisfloodsi  . 
The  do ubl in"  storm  roam  thro"  thewoocla; 
The  ligbtnlQga  Aaah  fVae  pole  to  pole; 
Kcar  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll ; 
When,  glimnierin' thro' the  groanln' trees, 
Eb-k.AllDway  aeem-il  In  a  bleeie ; 
Thro'  ilku  bore  the  beams  were  glooclu'i 
An'  loud  resounded  mirth  an'  duiciu'. 

Ineplrin' hold  John  Barleycorn  1 
What  dangera  thou  caaat  mok'  ua  aeomt 
wrtlppenny  we  fear  one  evil; 
Wl' uaquabae  wbT!  &ce  the  Deril  I 
The  awata  sae  ream'd  in  Tammitfa  noddle, 
Fair  play,  he  cared  na  deils  a  boddle. 
Bnt  Haggle  stooil  right  aair  aslonlsh'it, 
TUI,  hy  the  heel  an'  hand  admonish'd. 
She  yentured  forward  on  the  light ; 
And.wowl  Tamsawaauncoaightl 
WarlockB  and  witches  In  a  dance ; 
Kaecdtillion  hrent-new  Ase  France, 
Buthomplpcs.  Jigs,  strathspeys,  an' reds 
Pill  life  an'  mettle  i'  tbeir  heels. 
AE  winnock- bunker  in  (be  eaat* 
There  satauldNlch,  in  shape  o'  beast; 
A  towzy  tyke,  black,  grim,  an"  large, 
To  gie  tbem  mnsic  was  liia  charge : 
He  sorew'd  the  pipes  an'  gnn  tbem  skirl, 
Till  roof  and  raftera  a'  did  dirU 
Gofflos  stood  round,  like  open  preaaea, 
That  ahaw'd  the  dead  in  their  laMdreBses; 
.An'  by  soiue  devilish  uantraip  alight 
EMiti  in  lis  cauld  hand  held  a  light. 
By  wbicb  heroic  Tarn  wua  able 
To  note,  npou  the  halj  table, 
A  mnrderer'e  banes  in  gibbet  airns ; 
TwBspan-Ung,  wee, nncbriaten'd balms; 
A  thief,  new^eutted  frae  a  rape, 
Wl'  bis  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape : 
Five  Eomabawka,  wi'  bluid  red-rusted ; 
Flte  scimitars,  ni'  murder  crusted ; 
A  garter,  wtdch  a  babe  bail  strangled ; 
A  koilb,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled. 
Whom  Ms  ain  sou  o'  life  bereft. 


The  grey  hairs  yet  slack  to  the  heft; 
Wi'  mair  o'  horrible  an'  awfa', 
Wbich  er'n  to  name  wad  be  unlawfli'. 
As  Tammie  glowr'd,  amazed  an'  curioiu. 
The  mirth  an'  Ain  grew  fast  an'  forioas; 
The  piper  loud  an'  londer  blew; 
The  dancers  quick  an'  quicker  Hew; 
They  reel'rl,  the;  set.  they  crosE^d,  Ihey 

cleeUt, 
Till  Ilka  caillQ  swat  aiu)  reekie, 
An'  cooat  her  dnddlea  to  the  wark, 
An'Lnkctallt  In  lier  aarkl 
Now  Tam,  O  Tam !  had  tbey  been  queans 
A'  plump  an'etmppjn,  I' tbeir  leena ; 
Their  sarka,  Instead  o'  crecsbie  Banuen, 


Thir  breeka  o'  mine,  my  only  pair. 
That  ance  were  plush,  o'  guid  bine  hair, 
I  wad  bae  glen  them  aff  my  hurdles. 
For  aue  blink  0' the  bonnlG  bardies' 
But  wither>d  bclilams,  old  an'  droll. 
lUgWDOdie  baga,  Wad  apean  a  foal, 
Lowpin'  on'  fliiiKin'  iru  a  oummock, 
I  wonder  didna  tum  thy  stomach. 
But  Tam  kenn'd  what  was  what   fu> 

brawlie: 
"  There  was  ae  winaome  wench  an'walie,'* 
That  night  iulialed  in  the  core. 
(Lang  after  kcnuM  on  Carrick  shore ; 
For  mony  a  beaat  to  dead  she  abol. 
An'  perish'd  mony  a  bonnie  boat. 
An'  shook  baitb  melkle  corn  an'  bear. 
An'  kept  the  country.alde  in  tear.) 
Her  cutty  sark,  o' Paiatey  bam. 
That  while  a  laasiu  she  hail  worn, 
longitude  though  sorely  scanty, 
waa  her  best,  and  she  was  vauntlc. 
i!  little  kenn'd  tbyrETcrendgrannte, 
That  sark  alic  cCft  for  her  wee  Sannle, 
Wi'  twa  pund  Scota,  (Miwas  a'  her  richea,) 
Wad  erer  graced  a  dance  of  nitcheat 

31c  flights  are  ftar  beyond  her  power; 
To  aing  bow  Nannie  bip  an'  llang. 

An'  how  Tum  stood,  like  nne  bewilcb'd. 
An'  thoiiglil  Ills  Tevy  een  enrich'd; 


*cbrlci 


jOdlviaioUB.  Itmeanslii 

)   Quoted  aota  Allan  Bamsay, 
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ETen  fintan  kIowiM,  uid  ndged  fti'  0»Jn, 
An'  boUh'il  an' blew  wl'  might  an'  nuin ; 
Till  Bnt  nc  caper,  tjue  anllber, 
T*m  tiDt  Ilia  ressan  a'UiesiU'«>'> 
An'  nisn  ool, "  Weel  done,  Cu(ty-aaA  I  * 
An'  Id  an  iuitact  a'  wiu  dark : 
An*  Bcarcely  bad  be  Uaggie  rslliecl. 
When  oat  Ebe  helUeb  legion  aalliul. 
Aa  bees  liizi  ont  wi'  angry  tyte. 
When  plunclerin'  hcrda  nsMtl  their  byta ; 
As  open  pnasie's  mortal  fact 
When.popl  she  starts  belbreUielrDoee; 
Aa  eager  runs  the  maTke^c^)Wl], 
Wben  "  (JHlcb  the  ttiicC]  "  resounils  aloud : 
80  Maggie  rung,  the  witches  foUow, 
Wi'  mony  an  eldritch  acnecb  and  buUow. 

AhiTaml  ah.Taml  tbonllgetthylkirin 
la  Hell  they'll  roast  Cheellkeaberrin'r 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comin'  I 
Eato  Boou  ivlll  be  a  wocfti'  woman  I 
Now,  do  (by  Bpecily  utmost.  Heg, 
An'  HID  the  key-stane>  of  the  brig; 
There  at  Ihem  thou  thy  lall  may  toal, 
A  mnnlng  stream  they  darena  cross. 
But  ere  (he  kay-stane  she  could  make. 
The  Oent  s  tail  she  bad  to  abake  I 
For  Kanale,  ter  beToro  the  test, 
Hard  upoD  ooble  Maggie  pntat. 
An' flew  at  Tarn  wi'  Airiona  ettte; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle,— 
Ae  spring  brought  off  her  master  bale. 
Bat  leil  beidml  iKr  ain  grey  tall : 
The  carllD  olaught  her  by  the  rump, 
An'  left  poor  Uaggie  scarce  a  smiDp  1 

Mow,  wha  this  tale  o'  truth  shall  read. 
Ilk  man  and  motbofe  son,  take  heed : 
Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  inclined. 
Or  caUy  aarks  run  In  your  mind, 
Think,  ye  may  buy  the  Joya  o'er  dear; 
Bemcmber  Tam  o'  Shanter's  mat«.' 


BUBVB. 

ADDKB83  TO  THE  DBII~< 

Frince  I  O  ChleT  of  many  thronM  Pow- 
That  led  Ih'  emliataed  Seraphim  to 


s  going  fbrward,  there  ia  n 

1   Upon  this  1 
le  following :  ' 


igback.— Bnsiia. 


._ .jr,Bamsbaslenua8Ul 

evidence  of  hia  abilin  to   combln 

ludicrous  with  the  awful.    No  poet,  with 
tb«  eiception  of  Shakespeare,  evei 


MiLToa. 


Bomie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Ckiotie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  sootle. 

Closed  under  hatches, 
Spajrgee  '  about  the  broDStane  cootie. 
To  scaud  poor  wretches  I  ' 


To  Bltelp  an'  scaod  poor  dogs  like  me, 
AD'hurusequeell 

Great  la  thy  power,  an'  great  thy  fcine ; 
enn'd  and  Doled  la  thy  dhiim  : 
ho'  yon  lowin'  hough's  thy  hanu. 

Thou  travels  Ear; 
Wth  1  thou'B  iieilber  lag  n<v  luna, 
Kor  blate  nor  scaur. 
Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roarin'  lion. 
For  prey  a' boles  an' coraera  tryiD"; 
Whyles  OD  the  strong-wlng'd   tempest 
TirliuthekirkBi  [flyln', 

Whylea  In  the  human  bosom  pryin', 
llnseen  thou  lurks. 


1  the  power  of  excitiug  the  most  va- 

LDd  discordnnt  cmotioua  Willi  euch 

rapid  tranaitlons."  To  this  I  must  add  a 
'boice  bit  frmn  CampboU:  "Buma  ha* 
iven  the  elixir  or  lit&  to  his  native  dia- 

ead  as  long  ns  any  jinHludion  oT  the 
ame  century.     The  impression  of  his 

euluB  Is  deep  and  nniveraal.  Into  Tam 
'  SAantsr  he  lina  poured  the  whole  wilch- 
ry  of  aong,  — bumorona,  gay,  gloomy, 

i    itwaB,It[>ink,'iDtheWi 

a  we  were  goins  with  carts 

be  bmlly  Arc,  that  Robert  fli ,. 

omettteAddrcettatMetkil.  Thecurton* 
aea  of  such  an  address 


>ri7Sl, 
repealed 


gustpe 


re  ftvm  various  iiuartcrs  of  this  an 


e  Dcil  Bl 


BUEKB. 

idiiig  J 


boiling  vat.  with  sonietlilDg  like  n  golri 
striklDg  the  liquid  this  way  ODdtCati 
aslant,  with  all  Mb  miglit,  making  It  oy 
through  the  whole  s|Hii-tmcnl.  wKile  the 
inmates  are  wluklngiiml  holding  up  Ibelr 
arms  to  deAmd  their  flices.  Tliis  Is  prfr 
clacly  the  idea  conscyed  by  ipairga.— 
Thg  Eptbick  SianiEKD. 


.(KH^ie 


Pre  be&M  m;  reverend  Grannie  Bay, 

Id  lunel;  elcns  ye  like  to  sCrar ; 
Or,  whero  anld  rnin'd  caatleB,  gray. 

Nod  to  tlie  Mood, 
Te  IMgbt  tbe  nlgbtljr  wanderer'a  iTBTt 

Wi'  eldritch  ctodd. 
Wlien  twlllglit  did  my  GranniB  imnniDn 
To  ss;  herpmjrers,  douce,  lionest  woman  1 
AJX  'yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  bam- 

Wi'  eerie  drone ;  [min*, 

Or,  nisclin',  thro*  the  boortries  comin', 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 
Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night, 
Tho  atara  ebot  down  wi'  sklcnciu'  iifbt, 
Wi-  yon,  myscl',  I  gat  a  fi'lgbt, 

Ayonttho  longbj 
Ye,  lllie  a  raab-hneh,  alood  in  Bight, 

Wi' waving  Bongh. 
The  cudgel  in  my  nicve  did  ebske, 
Each  bristled  batr  Btood  like  a  etake. 
When,  wi'  an  eltlnlcli,   sCoor  quaick- 

Amaag  the  springs  [qnack, 

Away  ye  sqnatlor'd,  like  a  draka. 

On  nhiBtling  wiugB. 
Let  warlocks  grim,  an'  wlCber'd  bags. 
Tell  how  wi'  yon,  on  ragweed  nags, 
They  aklm  the  mnire  an'  diiiy  criga, 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirkyards  renew  their  leagoeB 

Owre  iiowkit  dead. 


Wben  thowea  dissolve  tlie  snawy  h< 
An'  Boat  tbejinglln'  icy-boonl, 
Then  waler-keliiiea  liannt  the  ibord 


An'  aft  your  moss-trav^Ing  epnnkles 
Decoy  tho  wight  tbat  lat«  an'  drunk  is : 
The  bleezln',  curat,  mischi^ons  monkeys 


ADDBESS  TO  THE   DETL. 

I  some  miry  slongh  be  m 


Some  cock  ui 


sync  in  Eden's  bonnie  yard. 

When  youthfu'  lovers  first  nero  pnir'd, 

tl  the  soul  of  love  they  shared, 

Tho  raptured  hour, 

Sweet  on  tho  IVagmnt.  flowery  sword. 

In  Bhady  bower : 

Tben  yon,  ye  anld,  snick-drawing  dog  I 
Te  came  to  Para<U3C  iucog., 

plny'd  on  man  a  curafed  brogue, 
(Black  l>o  your  fa'  1) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog. 


4   As  mllklesB  ai 

tho    Ihvourite    coi 
cqaalB  twe  English  q 


D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  liiii, 

reekit  dnde  an'  reestll  gizz, 
Te  did  present  you  Bmoutie  phis 

'Mang  better  folk. 
An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  Uz 

Tour  Bpitefu' Joke? 

An'  how  ye  gat  him  i*  yoar  thrall. 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  house  an'  ball. 
While  scabs  an'  biotclies  did  him  gall 

Wi' bitter  claw, 
An'  lowa'd  his  ill-tongncd,  wicked  scawl. 


But  a'  your  doings  to  rehean 
Tour  wily  snarea  an'  tecbtia' 
Sin'  tliat  day  Michael  did  yo 


An*  now.  anld  Cloots,  I  ken  y 

e're  Uiinbin', 

A  certain  Banile's 

ranKn',  d 

nkin' 

iome  luckless  hou 

niU  send  him  1 

To  your  black  pit; 

Bul,ftuth!he'Iltu 

linhl 

An'ebentj 

ou  yet. 

But  fare  you  wcel 

nuiasnckie-ben 

O,  wadyolat'ath 

ought  aa' 

men'. 
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Ta  aibUni  migtit — I  dlniik  ken — 

SUUIuBftMiike: 
rn  wao  to  think  upo"  yon  dsu, 


Tub  Sun  bad  clos«il  tbo  winter  day, 
The  corlera  qaat  tlieir  roaring  play." 
Ad'  bnngor'd  mankin  ta'en  her  way 

To  kail-yarda  green, 

While  nilthless  snawe  llli  »tcp  betray 

Wharo  Bbe  bus  been. 

Tbe  thresher'a  wciuy  llinglu'-tree 
The  iGo-lang  clay  had  tlriil  me ; 
And  whan  tbe  day  had  closed  bis  e'e. 

Far  i'  the  West, 
Ben  I'  tbe  epence,  right  pensiTelle, 

Thera,  lanely,  by  tbe  ingle-dieek, 
I  BBl  and  Pyed  tbe  apewing  reek, 
Tbatfill'd,  wi"  boasUproToking  emoek. 

The  anld  clay  biggin' ; 
An'  beard  the  rcatlcas  mttona  sqaeak 

AboQt  the  riggln', 

AU  Id  this  mottte,  misty  dune, 

1  backward  mnsed  on  wasted  time, 

Howl  had  Epentmy  yontbfn' prime, 

An'  done  Doetbing. 
Bnt  striDgiQ'  blctherg  up  In  rhyme. 

Hod  1  to  guld  advlee  bat  harkit, 
I  might,  by  tbls,  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank  an'  clarklt 


e   Bums  eren  pities  (bevery  Dlel,  witb- 
odE  knowing,  I  am  sure,  that  my  unule 

Toby  hart  been  beftTchand  " '"■ 

him.     "He  is  Uie  Either  of 

liOB,"»ald  Dr.  81op,"«nd  la 

damned  already."  "I  am  sorry  for  It," 
said  ray  untie  Toby.  Apoetwitbontlovo 
wet«  a  physical  and  metaphysical  Impos- 
■ibility. — CaklVlE. 

7  Duan  Is  a  term  used  by  Osslau  for 
Ihedlcislons  otaillgrcasivepoem. 

8  Curtiay  Is  a  game  played  with 
on  the  lee;  Curlcra,  the  players  at  1 
game  resembles  bowls,  but  I 


I  Htarted,  nattering.  Blockhead  t  coofi 
And  beared  od  high  my  wankit  loof; 
'bar  by  a'  yon  atarry  roof, 

Orsomenubaltb, 
That  I,  hcncefbrtb,  wonld  be  rhyme-pioeC 

Till  my  last  brentb,  — 
When,  cUckl  tbe  string  the   snick   dM 
And,  Jce  I  the  door  goad  to  tbe  wa';  (dcawi 
y  my  Ingle-iowe  I  saw, 

Now  bloeiin' bright, 
A  tigiit,  outlandiah  bizzie,  braw. 

Come  Aill  In  sight. 
Te  need  na  donbt,  I  held  my  whlat; 
The  inlUnlaltb,  balf-form'it,  naa  crosht; 
I  glowr-d  as  eeric's  Td  been  dnsht 

InaomewiMglen; 
When  8  wectjlike  modeat  wortb,she  blo^ 

And  steppM  ben. 
1,  slender,  Teafelad  holly  boughs 
Were  twlBted.  graeeni',  rouml  her  brows; 
k  her  for  some  Scottish  Uuse, 


■  b^r-broln'd,  sentfaneotBl  trace," 
Was  BtTODgly  markM  In  ber  foea; 
A  wlldly.witty,  rustic  grace 
)ne  (hll  npon  her; 
Hereye.ei'n  tumMon  emp^spau, 

BearaM  keen  with  honour. 
a  Bow'd  ber  robe,  a  tartan  sbean, 
Till  half  a  leg  was  scrimply  seen ; 
Andeachalegl  mybonnleJean 

CoulU  only  peer  it ; 
Sao  BtiBugbt,  aae  toper,  tight  and  otean, 

None  else  came  near  IL 
Her  mantle  large,  of  greenish  hne. 
My  gaiing  wonder  cbleBy  drew ; 
Deep  Itghta  and  shades,  bolil.mlnglfaig, 

A  lostro  grnnd;  [throw 

And  aeem'd,  to  my  aatonlBh'd  view, 


*ell-ki 


'nhuiil. 


animated ;    heno 


play." 


y  called  " 


Here,  riTcrs  in  tbe  sea  were  hnt ; 

Here,  tumbling  biilowe  miirk'd  the  coi 

With  surging  fonrj ; 
There,  distant  ehoue  Arl'^  lolly  Uoaat, 

Tbe  lordly  dome. 

Here,  Doou  ponr'd  down  his  Rir^iblc 
There,  weli-rvd  Irvine  8[..tely  tliudsi 


l..(KH^ie 


THE  VISION. 


Anld  beimit  Ayr  aUw  throogti  his  woods, 

On  to  the  sbore ; 
And  many  b  lesnr  toneot  icnda, 

Witb  aeemlng  roar. 
Irf>ff,  In  ■  Bandy  Tallcy  spread, 
Au  ancient  borough  rear'd  berhead;' 
StiU,  as  in  Scottiah  alory  read. 


By  «tHtoly  low«T  or  palace  ttir. 

Or  rains  pendent  in  the  air, 

BoM  Btemi  of  heroea,  here  and  there, 

1  could  diwHm : 
Some  Beem'd  to  muse,    some  Beem'd  to 

With  features  Btem.  [dare, 

My  heart  did  glowing  traniport  ftel. 

And  brandish  round  the  deep^dyed  Bteel 

In  sturdy  blows ; 
While  bacb'TecoUlng  eeem  to  reel 

Their  eouthron  ibea. 
HIa  Country's  Saviour,'  mark  him  well  I 
Bold  Olchardton's'  heroic  awell; 
lEhe  chief  on  SaA<  who  glorious  fell. 

In  high  command; 
And  he  whom  ruthless  TMet  expel 

Bis  DotiTe  land. 
niere,  wherea  sceptred  Plctlsh  shade' 
Stalk'd  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  mark'd  a  martial  race,  ponrtniyM 

In  colours  strong ; 
Bold,  soldicr-tbatDred,  nndlsmay'd 

Ttasy  strode  along. 


(nt  baunta  fbr  Mendship  or  tor  lore,) 

In  mnelng  mood, 
An  agM  Judge,  I  saw  him  roTe, 

Dispcnalng  good. 

Wltb  dGep-slrock  reverential  awe. 
The  IcarnM  sire  and  son  I  saw ; ' 
To  Nature's  Uo<l  and  Nature's  luw 

They  gave  their  lore, 
This,  all  ita  bodtcc  and  end  to  drair, 

That,  to  adore. 

Brydone's  brave  ward"  I  well  could  spy. 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  oye ; 
Who  oall'donFaniB,  low  standing  by, 


And  hero  ebone- 


WlTK  mnsing-dsep,  aalonish'd  stare, 
t  vlew'd  the  heavenly-seeming  fairi 
A  whispering  throb  did  uitncss  bear 

Ot  kindred  sweet, 
When  with  an  elder  siscer'a  air 

Shodld  me  greet. 

Ml  baU,  my  own  Ineplr^l  bardt 
me  thy  native  Uuse  regard ; 
ir  longer  munro  thy  fate  la  hai-d, 
Thas  poorly  low; 

Aa  we  bestow. 

Enow,  the  great  geinas  of  ihle  land 
Has  many  a  light,  aurlal  bund, 

all  beneath  his  high  command. 
Harmoniously, 

ts  or  arms  they  uaderiitaa<l, 


g   Ayr,  whose  charter  dales  ftom  the 
h^ionlng  orthe  thirteenth  century. 
1   The  neroic  race  of  the  Wallaces, 
a    Sir  William  Wallace. 
S    Adam  WaHace,  Of  Bichardlon,  ecu- 


reply. 


s  of  Sark,  in  1448.    The  victon 


.'■  race  among  them  sliara : 
le  soldier  on  to  dare ; 

Duse  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart  i 
Some  teach  the  bard,  a  darling  caie. 

The  tnneful  nrt. 

Bflcrwards  President  of  the  Conrl  of  8c 


ami  his 


ColleOeid. 

6    Barskimming.  the  sent  of  Sir  Thomas 
Miller,  at  one  time  Lord  Juetlce^terk, 


7    The  Ecv,  Dr.  Matthew  Stcwi 
linguishcd  as  a  malhcmallii;i 

sou,  I'rottBSor  Dugnld  Stewni., 

brnleil  metaphyiilcian.      Their  yllla  Of 
Catrlne  was  slinatcil  on  the  Ayr. 

S    Beterrlng  to  Colonel  Fuilarton. 
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lleog  awelliiig  loodt  of  rceUnE  sore. 
The;,  arileni,  kindling  apirita,  Boot; 
Or,  'mid  tbe  Temit  senate's  roaz. 

They  alghtleBa  ttaad. 
To  Dumd  tiie  honest  pstriot-lora, 

And  gtate  tbe  hand. 
And  vhen  tbo  bard  or  houy  ug« 
Chttnn  or  insCract  Ibe  fliture  age. 
The/  bind  tbe  wild  poetic  rage 

In  energy, 
Or  point  the  IncoDClnBive  page 

Full  on  (he  efe. 
Hence  Fullarton,  the  brave  and  jroang; 
Hence  Dempsler'B  zcal-tnspIrM  tODKUo; 
Hence  sweet  lianaoBluaa  Seattle  Bang 

HiB"MlnBtrelI.a)'B;" 
Or  lore,  with  noble  aidour  stnng, 

The  Bceptlc's  ba;e.° 
To  lower  orders  are  aisign'd 
Tbe  humbler  ranks  of  human-kind. 
Tbe  TQStlu  bard,  the  labouring  hind, 

The  artisan : 
All  choose,  as  various  tbe;^  InoUned, 

'   Tbe  Tarlous  man- 
Wben  yellovr  waves  tbe  heai/  grain, 
The  threatening  storm  some  Btrongly  rein ; 
Some  teaob  to  meliorate  the  plain, 

WltbUilBgo-sUll; 
And  some  Instruct  the  shepherd-tnin, 

BUthe  o'er  the  hill. 

Borne  hint  Uie  loier'a  harmleas  wUe; 
Somegreco  the  mniden'B  artless  smile ; 
Some  Boothe  the  labourer's  wearj  toll. 

For  humbler  gains. 
And  make  his  coRege-scenes  beguile 

His  coreB  and  pains- 
Some,  bounded  to  a  dlstrictepaoe, 
Fxploro  Bt  large  man's  InlSnt  race, 
To  mark  the  embr;DUo  trace 

Of  nisticbnrdi 
And  careHil  note  each  opening  graoe, 

A  guide  and  guard. 


Ofth 


-Coils 


And  tids  district  as  mine  I  claim. 
Where  once  tlie  Cumpbella,'  chlcft  i 
Held  niling  power:  [faro 


With  nitors  hope  I  oft  would  gaie. 

Fond,  ontby  little  early  ways, 

Tby  Tudely-carolI'd,  ohiming  phnue. 


t  uxt  thee  seek  Ibe  sounding  sbore. 
Delighted  with  the  dosbiug  roar; 
Or,  when  the  NorUi  Ida  fleecy  store 

Drove  throng  the  sky, 
saw  grhn  Nature's  Tisage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 

Or.  when  tbe  deep  green-mantled  earth 
1  eberish'd  every  noiveret'e  birtl^ 
Andjoy  andmoaic  pouring  ftrth 
In  every  grove, 
Ihee  ej-o  the  general  mirth 
With  boondlesa  love. 

When  ripen'd  fields  and  ainra  dtlea 

Call'd  foilb  the  reapei''a  rustliog  noli^ 
thee  leave  thciF  evening  Joys, 

And  lonely  stalk, 
nt  thy  bosom's  swellmg  rise 


walk. 


When    ynulhAd   love,    warm-blosldng, 

Eecn-shivsring  shot  thy  ncrvea  aknig^ 

Those  accents,  gralefnl  to  thy  tongoe, 

Tb'  admM  name, 

laugfat  thee  how  to  pour  la  song. 

To  Boothe  thy  flame. 

B*w  thy  pnlae's  maddening  play 
WUd  Bend  Uiee  pleasure's  devious  wj, 
—  ■   i  by  Fancy's  meteor  ray, 

By  passion  driven; 
Bat  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  iWim  Heaven.' 

taught  thy  mfumers-pDlDting  strains, 
The  loves,  the  ways  of  simple  swains. 
)w,  o'erallmy  wide  domains 

Thy  Ihme  extends; 
ome,  the  pride  itf  Coila'a  platu^ 
Become  thy  IMeada. 


AlliHllng  to  Beattie'e^Hdv  on  7>utA,  bells  is  hero  meant.   Uo! 

.,.   — ^ .  —   *    — .(,i...i.._    _,.  -.'flic  ndghbourbig  lam 

..  tbe  Barf ofLoudoon. 
of  the  Camp-     3   See  page  ISO,  nota  S. 


, J  meant  na  a  relJitaitlui 

Hume's  laptieal  reasoningB. 
1   The  IJoudoun  branch  • 
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ON  PASrOEiX  POETRY. 


To  paiDt  nitb  Thomsoa's  IanclKBpe.)[la<r ; 
Or  v»ke  the  bosoia-moltlDK  Uiroe 

Wilh  BbeiiBtoae'a  ut ; 
Or  poaii  wllb  Crar,  the  motiiic  tnw 

Wann  on  the  haart. 
Tet  all  beneMh  th'  unriTall'd  roM 
Tbe  IohI;  dais;  sweetlr  blowe ; 
Tbo'  large  the  forosCs  monsrcb  throirs 

Hia  army  ahade, 
Yet  green  tbe  Julc7  bawtkoio  grows 

Aduwu  the  glade. 

Bttive  in  th;  humblo  sphere  lo  ahlne ; 
And  tmal  me,  not  FoCosl'e  mine, 

Hor  kings'  regard, 
Can  give  a  bllaa  o^nnatching  Ihlue,— 

A  roBtic  Bard. 
To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one,— 
Tby  tnneftU  flame  adll  caroHil  bn ; 
Freserre  tbe  DlgolC;  of  Han, 

With  soul  erect; 
And  tnut,  tbe  UulTersal  Plan 

Will  all  protect. 

And  wear  Uioa  IUb,"— ahe  wlemn  a^d. 
And  bound  the  holly  round  m;  head : 

The  poligh'd  leaves,  aud  berries  red. 

Did  metllug  plaj; 
Aud,  Ilka  a  paaalng  tbon^t,  Bbe  fled 

In  light  away. 


ON  FASTOBAL  FOETRY. 
EAII4  Foesie !  (hou  nymph  reasrred  t 
Id  chase  o*  thee,  irhat  crowds  bac  swerved 
Frae  common  sense,  or  sunk  enened 

"Hang  heaps  o"  claverB  I 
And.oohl  o'er  aft  thy  Joes  bae  starved. 

Say,  LaBsle,  why  Ujy  train  amang. 
While  lond  Hie  trump's  heroic  clang. 
And  sock  or  buskin  •  skelp  alang 

To  death  or  marriage ; 
Scaroe  ane  has  tried  tbe  shepherd-sang, 

Bnt  wi'  mlBcairlage  ? 


Wee  Pope,  the  knnrlln,  till  bim  tItm 

Hoiatlan  tame; 
In  Ihy  sweet  sang,  Baibanld,  earviree 

Even  Sappho's  flame.* 
But  thee,  "nieDcrltae,*  wha  matohea? 
Tbey're  no  herd's  ballata,  Maro'a  catches  i 
Squire    Pope    bat    bosks   bis  skinklin 

O'  beatheu  btttera :  [imlchea 

I  pass  by  hnnders,  nameless  wretches. 

That  ape  tbeir  betters. 
Is  brawageo'  wit  and  lear, 
nane  tbe  Sliepherd's  whistle  nialr 
Blaw  sweetly  In  its  naUva  air 

And  ruml  grace ; 
And,  wi>  the  Ilur-lbmed  GrecEan,  share 

A  rival  place? 
there  is  ane;  aSoottlshcallan,— 
There's  ane;  oomelbrrlt,  bonestAUanl* 
Thou  need  na  Jonk  behint  the  hallan.' 

A  chlel  aae  clever; 
Tbe  teeth  o'  Time  may  gnaw  Tantsllan, 


'Bforev 


TboQ  paints  anld  Natnre  to  the  DiDes, 
In  thy  sweet  Caledonian  lines ; 

gowden  stream  thro'  myrtles  twlnaa. 

Where  Fhilomel. 
While  niglitly  breezes  sweep  the  vines, 

Hergrietawilltelll 
gowany  glens  thy  bamle  strays. 
Where  bonnle  lasses  bleach  their  claca ; 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shaws  and  braes, 

Wl'  bavrthoras  grey, 
Wbere  blackbirds  join  the  shepherd's  lays 

At  close  o'  day. 
Thy  rural  loves  are  Nature's  ael' ; 
Nae  bombast  spates  o*  nonsense  swell : 
Nae  snap  coitcelts,  but  that  sweet  spcU 

That  charm  that  can  the  strongest  quell. 


5  A  native  of  Syracuse,  and  tbo  bther 
of  bucolic  poeCivas  a  branch  of  Ureck 
literature.  He  livedin  the  latter  partof 
tbo  third  century  before  Uiu  Cbrlstiaji  ei-n. 
"'*  bucoUo  idyla  arosliJI  held  by  many 
1  tbe  best  over  wriKen.  —  Mnm  Is  one 
iTgirs  names. 

_  Allan  Baiosay,  aulboi  of  the  OenUa 
ShfphBrd. 

-    flnitan  is  a  parUUon  waU  in  a  cot- 


side,'—  rimtuHoii  Is  the  n; 
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TO  A  HOUSE.* 

Wke,  aleekjt,  coweriD',  Umoroas  tMasI 
Oi  what  a  panic's  In  ttiy  brsaatiel 
Ihoo  ncedna  start  Rim'  sae  tus^, 

Wi' bickering  bnUlel 
I  wad  be  lailh  to  lin  and  chaaa  thee, 

Wi'  marderlng  paltlet 
I'm  truly  sorry  man's  dominion 
Has  broten  uatuic's  social  nnioiif 
AD'JnsUtlefl  that  111  opinion 

Whidi  ■oak's  thee  atBTtle 
At  me>  (by  poor  eaitb-bom  companion 


lion  art  ble«t,  compared  wf  me 

nie  prraent  only  tooidiath  tJiee : 
BCh  1  1  backward  cast  my  e'c 
Oa  prospeuts  drear  1 


I  doubt  na,  whf  lea,  but  thou  may  thieve; 
What  then?  poorbeastle,  thou  maau  Ilvel 
A  dalmen  icker  in  a  thrave  ■ 


Auducvermlsatl 
Tiiy  wee  tit  hoosie,  too.  in  mln 
Its  Billy  wa's  the  win's  are  atrei 
An'  naethlng  now  to  big  a  new 

OToggage  green  t 
An'  bleak  December's  winds  en 

Bsltb  sncU  and  keenJ 
Thou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  ai 
Ad'  weary  Winter  comin'  Ikst, 
An'  cozle  bere.  beneath  the  blast 

Than  thought  to  dwell, 
Till,  crash  r  the  crnel  coulter  part 

Out  through  thy  cell. 
Tliat  wee  bit  heap  o'  leavea  and  stibble 
ny  a  weary  nibble  I 
1  out  for  a'  thy  tnmble. 

But  •  house  or  haold, 
Die  the  Winter's  sleety  dribble, 

An'  cranrenob  oanMI 


Now  thou's  I 


Ht  Lord.  1  know  your  noble  ear 
Woe  ne'er  assails  io  Tain ; 
fteboldeo'd  thus,  I  beg  yuull  bear 
Toor  humble  slave  complain, 
How  saucy  Phabus'  ecoiching  beams, 

D[7-Witherlng,  waste  my  foam/  Btreams, 

And  drink  my  crystal  tide. 
The  lighdy-jumpin',  glowerin'  bonis, 

Tjugh  my  waters  play, 
it.  In  their  random,  wanton  spools, 

They  near  the  margin  stray; 
IT,  hapless  chance  I  they  linger  lang, 

I'm  scorching  up  so  shallow. 
They're  left  the  whitening  nta nfm  amais^ 

In  gaspiog  death  to  wallow. 

joet  day  I  grat  wl'  spite  and  Keen, 
As  Poet  Bums  came  by. 
That,  to  a  bard,  I  shonld  be  Been 

Wl' hair  my  channel  dr;; 
A  panegyric  rhyme,  I  woen, 
Er'nasI  was  be  shoiedme; 
ny  gloT  been. 


But,  Honsie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane 
In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain  1 
The  best-laid  scbcmcB  o'  mice  and  men 

Gang  aft  a-gtey, 
An'  lea'e  us  nonfat  but  grief  and  pain 

For  promised  Joy. 

8  A  rann  Berrant  was  driving  a 
plough  which  BnroB  held,  wtwn  a  mouE„ 
ran  befhre  them.  The  man  woald  have 
killed  It,  but  was  restndned  by  the  poet. 
Hence  ocigiualed  this  gem  ofsflns. 

9  Anearofcomlntwentv-tburBheaTes; 
thatis,lnathrave. 

1  But  Is  tkere  eqoiralent  to  mlhoul. 
The  usage  la  not  peeulhu:  to  Scotlsod. 
Shakespeare  has  it  repeatedly. 


Be,ki 

Here,  ftMuniog  down  the  shelvf  roi 

twisting  strength  I  rln; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smi 

WUd-roaring  o'er  a  linn : 
Enjoying  large  each  spring  and  wt 

Aa  Nature  gave  them  me, 
:  am,  Bllluni^  1  say  t  myael', 

Wortli  gann  a  mile  to  see. 

Would  Iben  my  noble  naaler  pleas 
To  grant  my  highest  wishes. 

He'll  shade  my  banks  wi'  towering 
And  benitie  spreading  bushes. 


Ing^l 


Brusr  Falls,  in  AlhDle.are  exoeed- 

— '-turesqueandbeantinil;  bntthcir 

much  impaired  by  the  want  of 


tree*  and  shrubs. —Bum's. 
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Deltgbled  flonbly  then,  my  Lord, 

ToQ'll  wotider  on  m;  banfea, 
And  listen  many  a  gralonil  bird 

Betnm  you  toaerul  Ifaanka. 
Tbe  aober  laverock,*  wirblins  wild. 

Shall  lo  the  skici  aspire; 
Tbe  gowilspink,  music's  gayest  child, 

ShaU  awBotly  Join  tt.e  oboir : 
Ttie  blackbird  strong,  the  llntwhite  da 

The  marU  mild  and  mellon-; 
The  robin  penslre  Anttunn  cbeer. 

In  all  her  locks  of  yellow. 

This,  Coo,  a  CDTort  shall  ensDre, 

To  shield  thorn  trora  flie  storms; 
And  coward  maokins  aleep  gecare, 

Low  Id  ber  grassy  forma ; 
The  shepherd  here  Miall  mate  his  eeat, 

To  weave  his  crown  oF  flowers  i 
Or  And  a  Hbolleriag  salb  retreat. 

From  prou&deaoeDding  showers. 


And  here,  by  sv 

Shall  meet  the  loviog  pair, 
Seqilalng  worlds,  with  all  their  wealth, 

As  empty  Idle  core ; 
Tbe  flowers  shall  vie  In  all  their  charmi 

The  hour  of  heaven  to  grace. 
And  bl Aa  extend  their  tngraat  trau 

To  screen  the  dear  embrace. 

Here  haply  too.  at  vernal  dawn. 

Some  musing  bard  may  stray. 
And  eye  tho  smoking,  dewy  lawn, 

And  misty  moantoin  grey ; 
Or,  by  tbe  reaper's  nightly  beam, 

Hild.cbiy]uerLngUirough  the  trees. 
Bare  to  my  darkly -dashing  stream. 

Hoarse-swelling  on  flje  breeie. 

Let  loffy  Ors,  and  ashes  cool, 

Hy  lowly  banks  o'erspread. 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  Uiepool, 

Their  stiBdowa'  wateiy  bed  I 
Let  Dtigront  birks  in  woodbines  drest 

My  craggy  clitTs  adorn ; 
And,  for  the  little  songster's  nest. 

The  close  embowering  ttaom. 

So  may  old  9eotla's  darling  hope. 

Tour  little  angel  bond. 
Spring,  like  tlieir  (hthers,  up  to  prop 

Their  honont'dnBUvelandl 


And  Athole'a  boTinie  lasses  t "  < 

OASTLE-GOEDON. 
StbBahs  that  glide  in  orient  plain*, 
ever  bound  by  Winter's  cbainsl 
Glowing  here  on  golden  sands. 
There  commix'd  with  foulest  stoiDi 
From  tyranny's  empurpled  bands ; 
These,  their  richly-gleaming  waiea, 

e  to  tyrants  and  their  slaves ; 
Give  me  the  stream  (bat  sweetly  lavea 
Tbe  banks  by  Castle-Gordon, 
picy  foiesta,  ever  gay, 
liading  from  tbe  bm-ning  ray 
Hapless  wretches,  sold  lo  t^ 
Or  Ibe  mthless  native's  way, 

it  OD  Blaogbteri  bloo<l,  and  spoUi 
Woods  that  ever  verdant  wave 

leave  the  tyrant  and  tbe  slave ; 
Give  me  the  groves  that  lofty  brave 

~1ie  storms,  by  CasUe-Gordon. 
Wildly  here,  without  control, 
Nature  reigns  and  rules  tbe  whole; 

hat  sober  pensive  mood. 
Dearest  l«  the  feeling  soul, 

She  plants  the  forest,  pours  tbe  flood: 
Lily's  poor  day  I'll  mu^g  rave, 
And  and  at  night  a  sheltering  cnve, 
When  waters  finw  and  n  ild  woods  wave. 
F  bonny  Castle-Gordon  .• 


i  It  seems  that  this  poem  had  the  do- 
lired  effect  Bo  we  learn  IWim  Chambers : 
'Trees  have  been  thickly  planted  along 
the  chasm,  and  sre  now  far  advanced  to 
■Ity.    Throughout  this  young  fo 


lotes  niKin  i 
poem  aslbllows:  "Bnms  passed  two  or 
three  days  with  the  Dukeof  Atiiole,  and 
was  highly  delighted  by  the  attention  he 
received.  By  [fie  Duke's  advice  he  visit- 
ed the  Falls  of  Brnar;  and  in  a  few  days 
I  received  a  letter  Itom  Inverness,  with 
tbe  above  verses  Inclosed." 

G  Bams  conceived  the  Idea  of  these 
.  erses  during  a  brief  visit  to  Gordon  Cos. 
tie  In  1T841  wrote  Dhom  down  as  he  bur. 
rled  south,  and  Inclosed  them  to  Jnmes 
Hay,  the  Duke's  librarian.  TheDnchcss 
guessed  Ihem  to  be  written  by  Beattio, 
and,  when  told  they  were  written  by 
Bums,  wished  they  had  been  in  the  Soot- 


.oogie 


TO  1083  CBmK9HANK9. 

IWHOetaiihtbliBikUitfilfaioolspniaittit 

toherbytlu  Author.] 
BKinrsous  nuc-bgd,  youox  viil  S*f> 
BloomiDg  oa  tbf  early  Haf, 
Never  ma; K  thoD,  lovely  flower, 
Cbillr  Bhrink  in  Bleetr  ihowwl 
Never  Boreas'  hoar;  path, 
Kever  Euras'  poisouone  breath,' 
Never  baleM  stellu  U^htg, 
Taint  thee  with  untimely  bllgbtil 
Nerer,  never  reptile  thitf 
BlolonthrTirKinleafI 
Nor  even  Sol  too  fiercely  view 
Thy  bosom  bloabiiif  sUll  with  dew  I 
MayBt  Ihira  long,  tweet  crimaon  loi, 
Blchly  <leok  thy  native  atemi 
Till  Bomo  evening,  sober,  oalnii 
Dropping  dewB,  and  breatfalng  balm. 
While  all  around  the  woodlaitd  rings. 
And  every  bird  thy  requiem  slngi ; 
Thou,  amid  the  dirgel^l  aoond. 
Shed  thy  dying  bonoDre  round, 
And  resign  lo  parent  earth 
The  loveliest  form  she  e'er  gave  birth.* 

FOOB  HAILJE'S  ELSGT.* 
Lakent  In  rhyme,  lament  <a  prose, 
Wi'  sunt  tears  trickling  down  your  nos 
Onr  bardie's  Sa\z  is  at  a  close, 

Past  a'  rcDtead ; 
The  last  sad  cspe-Bbine  of  hla  maes; 

Foor  Mailie'B  dead  I 
It's  DO  the  loss  a'  wart's  gear. 
That  could  >ae  bitter  draw  Hifl  tear. 
Or  mak*  oar  bardlo,  dowie,  wear 


Thro'  w>  the  loon  she  trolMd  b;  him; 
A  lang  half-mils  she  coald  dCBCry  bim 
Wl>  kindly  bleat,  wbcn  she  did  spy  hii 

She  ran  wi' speed: 
A  Mend  mair  fUChlUl  ne'er  cam  nlgfa  hi 

nian  HaUle  dead. 


An'  conld  behave  hersel'  wl'  mense : 
ni  sayt,  she  never  brak  a  fence 
TtiTDOgb  thievish  gre«d. 
Onr  bardie,  lanely,  keeps  the  spence 


For  bits  o' bread  1 

An*  down  the  briny  pearls  rovra 

For  Uallle  dead. 

She  was  nae  get  o'  rooorlaDd  tips, 

Wi'  tawted  ket,  an'  bairy  hips ; 

For  her  forbears  were  brought  In  Bblpa 

Frae  'yoat  (be  Tweed ; 
A  bonnier  fleeah  ne'er  cross'd  the  Clips 

TluuiMailie  dead. 

Wae  worth  the  man  wha  flrst  did  atuipe 
That  vile,  wanefaancle  thing, — n  rapst* 
It  mak's  gold  IblioWB  gim  and  gape, 

Wi"  chotln*  dread; 
An*  Bobin's  bonnet  wave  wl'  crape 

ForMaille  dead. 


6    Tha  young  lady  who  inspired 


beautinil  lines  was 
old. 


ily  twelve  years 

f  BumsofleninlJmatedhlsfHeDdsbipB 
□r  atluchmenta— in  verse  or  prose,  on  the 
blank  leaf  of  a  dvorlte  boo^  s...'. 
presented  the  volume  lo  the  object  of  his 
regard.  Ho  was  mostly  attached  to  iadlea 
whose  voices  were  aweet  and  harmoni- 
ous, or  whoexcelled  In  mo^.—WALSBB. 

B    The  sheep,  whose  deaOi ' ' 

this  strain  of  laugbiag  grief, 
Diirth,  Is  deicrlbea  aa  "  the  at 


r  weeping 


O"  Bobin's  reed  t 
His  heart  will  aetfr  getal 
His  HalUe  dead.' 


1  Maine's  ew«  lamb,  or  "  yowle,"  that 
shehadbeea  nursing. 

~  Boor  MalUe  was  tetherad  in  a  Held 
_.. .'  the  poet's  house  at  Locbles.  Shs 
got  actangied  In  the  rope,  and  was  thrown 
mto  a  ditch ;  hence  her  death. 

8  The  principle  of  love,  which  is  Ibe 
great  charaderisdeorBnntB,  often  maul, 
ibats  Itself  in  the  shspa  of  bunonr.  Ev- 
erywhere, hi  his  sunny  mood,  a  flill  bnaT> 
ant  flood  of  mirth  runs  through  his  mind: 
'le  rises  to  the  hl^  and  Blnops  t«  tlie  low, 
Lud  is  brother  and  playmate  to  all  Nat- 
ire.  HahaaaboldaDdlrresistiblalbb 
dtyof  earloature;  this  is  droUoir  ntfbsr 
ban  hnmonr.  A  much  tenderer  spoitlbk 
-tee*  dwells  In  Un  Oaa  this,  and  oMBe* 
forth  here  and  thei 


i..(KH^ie 


THE  AULD   FABSEB'S  SALUTATION. 


THE  AtTLD  FAKHEB-S 
AnLD  Mask  Maoqib, 


A  ODID  New  Tearl  wlsb  thee.  Hag^  I 
Bne.  theie'B  k  rlpp  to  tb;  auld  bBKgle : 
Tho'  thou's  bowe-backlt  ddw  >n'  knasgh 


Tfao'  DOW  lhoa'9  dowle,  uiX,  u'  eniy. 
Ad*  thy  >uld  blde^  u  white**  &  Oalay, 
I've  >«]n  thee  d^ppl'C,  ileek,  ud  glaUie. 

A  bonnrgrar: 
BeBbauMbeaiitichttbUdurt  to  nlit 

ADce  in  ft  dft]'.  C^^m 

Thon  uic«  wu  I'  tbe  Ibremest  nuik, 
A  flUy  bnirdlj,  Meeve,  «n'  ewbdIc, 
An'  Mt  weel  down  a  ehapely  ihask 

Aa  e'er  tread  yltd; 
An'  oonld  liac  flown  ontowTC  >  itank 

Uke  onle  bint. 

IVt  paw  (ome  nlne-an'-tweiity  year 
Bin'  thoD  was  my  guld  fbthei'g  meere : 
He  Bled  me  Itaee,  o'  torlieT  clear, 


When  Brst  1  gaod  to  woo  my  Jenny, 
Te  then  wae  trotUn'  wl"  yoar  mlnnle : 
Tboogh  ye  waa  Irlckte,  sleei  an>  numla, 

Te  ne'er  vaadonnie; 
Bat  hamely,  tawie,  quiet  ao'  canule, 

An'  nnoo  aonele. 

That  day  ye  pranced  wl  mnekle  pride, 
Wben  ye  bure  hamo  my  Iwnnle  bride: 
An'  ewcet  an'  gracern'  ebe  did  ride. 


Tho'  now  ye  dow  but  hojrte  an'  hot 
An'  wlntle  like  a  eaumont-cobie. 
That  day  yo  wa«  ajlntcr  noble. 


JIfouK,  or  TUc  Farmer's  Auld  Hiire,  orln 
Pour  Maitit ;  which  Inst  may  be  reckoned 
hlH  haiiplest  effort  Id  Ible  kind.— Cab- 


When  Uion  so'  I  were  young  an'  akelgli. 
An'  Btable-meals  aCikirRwerB  dreigh, 
How  thou  wad  pranoe,  an'  sooro,  an' 

An'tak'theroadt  [skrelgh, 

Town'a  bodies  ran,  m'  stood  abeigh. 

An'  eat  thee  mad. 
>  thou  was  corat  an'  I  was  mellow, 
Ve  look  the  road  aye  like  a  nrallow : 
broosee  tbou  had  ne'er  a  fellow 

Pur  pith  and  ipeed; 
Bnt  every  tail  tbou  payt  them  hollow, 

Whare'er  thon  gaed. 
The  nna',  droop-mmpl't,  hnnler  cattle 
Might  albUns  waur't  Ihee  For  a  brattle ; 
But  eaz  Scotch  ndles   thoa  try't  thoir 

An"  gar't  them  whaiilc :    [mettle, 
Naa  whip  nor  spur,  but  }uat  a  wattle 

O*  Bongb  or  hazlc. 
ThOD  waa  a  noble  flttle-lan',< 
As  e'er  In  tug  or  tow  was  drownt 
An  thee  an'  I,  In  augbt  boon  gaon. 

In  gold  March  weather, 
Hae  tnm'd  eai  rood  bOBlde  onr  han', 

For  days  tbegither. 
ThonneTerbralndga,an'ftcht,an-fliatit, 
Bnttliy  anld  tall  Ibon  wad  hae  wbleklt. 
An'  spread  abreed  tby  weeLflll'd  biiaUt, 

Wl'  pith  and  power, 
Till  Bpritty  knones'  would  ralr't  and 

Ad'  slypet  owre,  [riakel^ 

Wlien  frosts  lay  lang  an' enaws  were  deep. 
An'  direalen'd  labour  back  to  keep, 
I  gled  thy  cog  a  wee  bit  heap 

AbooD  the  timmcr; 
I  kenn'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep 

For  that,  or  Simmer. 

Id  oart  or  car  thou  oever  reesdt ; 
The  ileyesl  brse  thou  wad  hae  iho't  II; 
Tboa  never  lap,  an'  slen't,  an'  breaetit,' 

Then  stood  to  bjaw ; 
Bnljnst  thy  step  a  wee  thing  liaeUt, 


B  Hiliocks  with  tough-rooted  plants  In 
Oieia.  —  Riilctt  isanolBo  like  the  tearing 

9    Never  {taped,  and  reand,  and  alartti 


.oogie 


Vj  pleugfa  li  now  tb7  b^m-Ume  ft';* 
Four  gsUant  bmtes  u  e'er  did  dnw; 
rorbyo  bbx  mM,  TvB  eellt  awa, 

Tluit  thou  hast  Durst : 
Ther  drew  me  thretleon  pond  an'  tm, 

Uonle  B  bbIt  danrk  wo  tWB  h»i  wcoDght, 
An'  wi'  the  wesry  wail'  has  foOBlitl 
Ad'  monte  an  aniiooB  day  I  Ihonght 

We  wail  bo  bent  I 
To*  here  to  ctszj  age  we're  brougbt, 

WI'  lomethinf  jet. 

An'  (blnk  ua,  my  sold,  tntstr  BeiraD'. 
That  now  perhaps  IhoD'a  le»  deterrin', 
An'  (by  anld  days  may  end  in  starvlu'; 

Far  my  last  Tow, 
A  heaplt  Btimpart,  ra  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  fiir  yon. 

We've  worn  to  craiy  years  thegither; 
Well  loyte  about  wi'  ane  anither: 
Wi'  tentie  care  ru  flit  thy  teUnr 


TO  A  liOCSB. 


Mow  hand  yon  then,  yeVe  ont  o*  sllU, 
Below  tlie  ttUfiillB,  Buug  an'  Ogbt; 
Na,(iaihyeyetl  ye*!!  no  he  light 

Till  ye've  got  on  it, 
The  vera  tapmosl,  towering  beiglit 

V  Hiee's  bonnet. 
Hy  eooHi  r  right  banld  ye  set  your  noes 
Ah  plnmp  anil  grey  as  onle  gnneC :   [ont, 
~  fbr  some  nmk,  mercnrlal  Toset, 

Or  tell  red  smeddnm; 
gle  ye  ila  a  hearty  dose  0% 

Wad  dresa  your  droddnmt 
I  wad  na  been  surprised  to  spy 
Yon  on  an  anld  wife's  O^nen  toy, 
ilita  some  Mt  dnddie  boy, 

On's  wyliecoat; 
But  Hiss*!  One  Lnnardl,!—  He  1 

Bow  dare  ye  dott 
O,  Jeni^,  dinna  (oss  yooc  head. 
An*  set  your  lieautlea  a'abraadi 
'e  little  ken  what  corsM  speed 

The  blastie'f  makin't 
Thae  vrinks  and  flnger^nds,  Idreadt 

■e  notice  MUn'l 
O,  vrad  some  power  tlie  gUtie  gle  ni 
To  see  onrsels  as  others  see  lU  t 
It  wad  frae  monie  a  blander  bee  ns, 


Bll  wbareyegaun,yecToivliu'feiiiel 
Tour  Impndeace  protects  you  sairly : 
I  oaona  say  but  ye  itmnt  rarely 

Owre  gauze  and  lace; 
Tho",  bith,  I  tear  ye  dine  bat  sparely 

On  sic  a  place. 

Te  ugly,  creepin',  blastlt  wanner, 
Detested,  shuon'd  by  sannt  an'  sinner. 
How  dare  ye  set  your  fit  upon  her, 

8ae  flne  a  ladyl 
Gae  aomeivhereGlsaandseekyinirdinnec 

On  some  poor  body. 

Swllhl  Insoiaebeggai'shalletBqnattle: 
There  ye  may  creep  an'  apiawl  an"  spraltle 
WI'  ither  kindred  Jompin*  cattle. 


A  BABD'a  EPITAPH. 
IH  there  a  whim.inipiTM  foot, 
Owre  taal  tai  thought,  own  hot  for  rule, 
Owre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  la  cno^f 


Is  there  a  bard  of  mstio  song 
Who,  noteless,  steals  the  cntwd*  among. 
That  weekly  this  arte  UuougF 
O,  pasa  not  by  I 


Here  heave  a  sigh. 
9  there  a  man  whose  Judgment  clear 


I    Lunardlmsdetn 


7   My  plaugh-team  11 


TO   A   HOUNTAIIT   DAISY. 


Yet  nuB,  hlneelf,  tiUfB  mad  cireer 
WUd  u  the  wii*er 

Ben  pause,  >nrl,  ttiro'  the  BCartioj;  tear, 

Surrey  tbls  gravo. 
TbB  poor  inhabitivat  beloir 
Was  quick  lo  loam,  and  wiae  to  koow. 
And  keenly  fell  the  friendly  glow. 

And  softer  flame; 
But  tboughilesB  foDlta  laid  him  Inir, 

Keader,  attend!    WhelhcT  thy  soul 
Soars  Fancy's  BigbCa  beyond  the  pole> 
Or  darkling  grnba  Ihia  euthly  bole 


TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY, 


Thy  slender  Etcm; 
To  spare  Ibee  now  is  past  my  power, 

Tbon  bonnie  gem. 
Alas  I  It's  no  thy  neebor  swee^ 
The  bonnie  lart,  companion  meet 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  deiry  weet, 

Wr  sprecUed  breast, 
Wben  Dpward-Bpringing,  blithe,  lo  gn 

The  purpling  East 
Could  blew  the  bitter-biting  noitH 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth ; 
Yet  cheerfblly  thou  glinted  (brth 

I  ubOTe  the  parent  euth 


Such  Is  the  lUe  of  artless  maid. 

Sweet  floweret  of  Hie  rural  shade! 
By  loTB^B  eimpllclty  betrayed. 

And  gullolesB  troat, 
TiU  she,  like  tboe,  all  Boil'd,  is  laid 

Low  1'  the  dusL 
Sach  Is  the  CUe  of  simple  lurd. 
On  life's  rough  ocean  luckless  starr'd 
Unakiinil  he  f  >  note  the  card 


iman  pride  or  cunning  diiven 
To  misery's  brink. 
Till  wrench'd  of  every  stay  bat  Bea* 


nourn'st  the  Daisy's  &te. 


That  lUe  is  thiol 

Stern  Buiu'e  plooghabare  drives,  elata. 

Tin  crush'd  beneath  the  runow's  w^t^i^ 
Shall  be  thy  doom! 


The  flaunting  flowers  our  gardens  yield, 
High  sheltering  wooda  and  wa's  mann 

But  thou,  beneath  the  randcm  bield 

O'  clod  or  staue. 
Adorns  the  bisUo  stibble-field. 

There,  In  thy  scanty  mantle  clad. 
Thy  snawle  bosom  sunward  spread. 
Thou  lifts  thy  unasBuming  head 

In  humble  guise; 
But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  Irad, 

AndlowlhonllCSi 


Wbile  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  Hood, 
Unfolds  Iter  tender  mantle  green, 
Or  pranks  the  Bod  In  froUc  mood, 
see  Eolian  strains  between ; 
While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace, 
Relreats  toDryburgh^s  <;(>o1ing  shade. 
Yet  OR,  delighted,  stapn  to  trace 
The  progress  of  tlie  spiky  blada: 
While  Autumn,  bcneRtctor  kind, 
Tweed  oreclB  his  agM  heod, 
d  Bees,  with  seir-approving  mind, 
Ufa  creature  on  bisbonnty  Did: 
While  maniac  Winter  mgea  o'er 
TliB  bills  whenro  ol-isaio  Yarrow  flows. 
Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar, 

ecping,  wild,  a  naste  or  snows : 
So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  tlio  year. 
Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hael 
While  Scoli.^,  with  exulting  t«ar,     [won; 


l^.CKH^HJ 


BCBXa. 

BLBOT  OS  CAPTAIN  MA.ITHIW 


IBAU'a  UlfT,  JAS.  1,  ITSl. 

AOUN  tlio  sllout  wbeclB  ot  time 

Thoir  BDiiual  roond  have  driven, 
And  ;uu.  thu*  BCanio  In  maldee  piime. 

Are  BO  iDQOh  □eai«T  HeaTra. 
No  giita  hare  X  from  inHt*h  oooati 

The  infftht  year  lo  hail; 
I  aeod  jrou  more  than  India  bouta 

In  Edwin's  simple  tale.' 
Onr  MX  tritb  gnlla  and  frithlew  Iotb 

I*  charged,  perhaps  too  tme ; 
BaCmay,  doarnkOid, Baoh  lover  proTtt 

An  Bdwih  sUll  to  youl 

A  PKAYEB, 


'SboDld  thepooTbeSattercd?"— 


OlHoiKlrcadFoweriWhoreign'stabOTel 

1  buoir  Thou  wilt  me  hesrj 
When  for  thiB  Eccne  of  peace  and  lore 

The  hoar;  eirc,  —  (he  nwrlsl  itroke. 

LoDfTi  lonpi  he  pleased  to  spate  I 
To  bleas  hl»  UtUc  flllol  flack, 

And  show  what  good  mec  are. 
She,  who  her  lovely  offsprlhg  ejee 

With  tender  hopes  and  feus. 
O,  biDas  her  with  B  mother's  joys, 

Bui  spare  a  motiier'ii  tears  I 
Theirhope,  thtiratay, their  dBrUng  yoatb. 

In  manhood's  dawning  Idnsh ; 
Bless  hlni,  Thou  God  or  love  and  tmth. 

Up  t<>  a  pareot'e  wish  I 
The  beautaeus,  seivli  sister-band. 

With  earneat  teara  I  pray,— 
Thou  know'st  the  snares  on  every  hand,- 

GaidethOD  their  steps  alwAyl 
When,  soon  or  lalfl,  they  reach  that  ooaa^ 

O'er  lire'H  ron^h  ixM)an  driven. 
May  tliey  rejoice,  no 

A  (hmilj  hi  Henven 


UinUrel. 

1  The  Arst  time  Robert  heard  the  spin' 
net  playeilnponwosaCthe  house  of  l>r. 
I.awrie,  thou  miaister  of  Ijoudonn.  Dr. 
~  irie  had  several  danghtera:  one  of 
.._  ^.. .  — ^^  1^ 


n  playedi  Iha  Calber  uad  m 


Bat  now  his  radiant  course  is  ran. 
For  Matthew's  course  woe  bright; 

I,  heavenly  light) 


O  Death,  thoo  tyrant  fell  and  hloodyt 

QcikJe  Devil  wi'  a  woodie 
Haurl  thee  bame  lo  his  bl^ick  smiddie 

O'er  horcheon  hidoe. 
And  like  stock-Osh  come  o'er  his  studdla 

Wi'tbyaaldaldeal 

He'Sganel  he'sganel  he's  f^ae  na  (ont 
The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  bornl 
Thee,  Matthew,  Nature's  sei'  shall  Moun 

By  wood  and  wild. 
Where,  haply,  Pit;  strays  fbrlom, 

Frae  man  exiled  I 

tilllsi  nearDeebors  a'theatama. 
That  proudly  conk  your  eresIiDg  cainisf 
Ye  clUb.  the  haunts  of  sailing  ;eama,< 

Where  echo  slumbers  1 
Come  Join,  ye  Nature's  slnrdiost  boinu. 

My  wailing  Dumbersi 

Mourn,  Ilka  grove  the  coahat  kens  I 
Ye  bazetly  abaws  and  briery  dens  I 
buraiea,  wimplin'  down  yoor  ^en^ 


Wl  loddlln'  db). 


Mourn,  liulc  harebells  o'er  the  Im; 

stately  fbxgloves  Ikir  to  see; 

Ye  woodbines,  hanging  bonnilla 

In  soenled  Irawers ; ' 

IBB  on  your  (homy  tree, 

1*0  fliBt  0"  flowers. 


down  the  dance;  the  rest  of  ttte  sisten, 
the  broOier,  the  poet,  and  the  other  guests 
mixed  in  it.    It  was  a  dellghlfhl  nmllr 

e  R>r  onr  poet,  then  lately  introdnCM 

la  world.  His  mind  was  rouaed  to  ■ 
Ic  enthusiasm,  and  the  stanza*  w«ie 
in  the  room  whore  lie  slept.— GlU 

That  is,  eagles;  sooalled.fnanttdf 
g  without  that  niotloa  of  the  wlnga 
mon  to  most  other  bird*. 


ON  BEKHIBlUTr. 


Al  dawn,  when  erery  gmiy  blado 
Droops  wllh  adliunond  at  He  head; 
Jit  even.  wheD  beans  their  fl'asnnce  ahed, 

I'  Lhe  nutUnggale; 
Ya  msukinB  wbiddin'  thro'  On  glade. 

Come,  Jain  my  w&il. 
Hourn,  ye  wee  Bougilera  o'  lb«  wood; 
Ye  grouse  that  cnp  the  healiier  bud; 
Ye  cnrlewg  calling  tttrosgli  a  dud; 

Ya  wliiBtling  plorer ; 
And  mourn,  yB  whirring  paltiick  biood  I 

He'B  gane  for  STer. 
Mourn.  Boot;  coots,  and  speckled  MUl; 
Te  flsher  heronB,  watching  eels  i 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi'  air;  wbneta 

CircUug  the  lake; 
Ye  bltleniB,  till  the  quagmire  reele, 

Balr  for  Ilia  sake. 
Vonm,  clamonriDg  cralkB,  at  cloee  a*day, 
•Mang  flelda  o'  flowering  eloTEr  gaj; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annaal  way 

Fine  our  caold  shore. 
Tell  thae  On  worlds  wha  lias  in  ^iaj. 

Wham  we  deplore. 
Ye  boulels  frae  yonr  iTy  bower, 
In  some  auld  Croc  or  oldrlleh  tower. 
What  time  EhoHoon,  wi' silent  glower. 


O  riven,  dcBat*.  blU>,  and  plains  I 
on  have  ye  beard  my  canty  strains ; 
But  now,  what  else  Rir  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe? 
And  trae  my  ccn  the  drapping  r^ua 

Uauu  oyer  flow. 
Honm,  Spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kepatear: 
Tboa,  Simmer,  while  eacb  corny  spear 

ShootB  up  ita  head, 
Thy  gay,  green,  flowery  tresses  shear 

tor  him  that's  dead] 
ThoD,  Aulnmn,  wl'  Uiy  yellow  balr, 
Int^ief  Uiy  sallow  mantle  tear! 
l!han,  Winter,  hurling  through  Che  air 

"nie  roaring  blsHt, 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declam 

The  worUi  we've  lost! 
Honm  him,  thou  Sun,  groat  souroe  of 

lightl 
Houm,  empress  of  tlie  silent  nightl 


And  yon,  ye  twinkling  stamle*  btighl, 

Uy  Matthew  mounit 
For  Ihro'  your  oibe  ho's  U'en  his  flight. 


art  Uiou  gone,  und  gone  fur  ever? 
And  hast  thnu  crohs'd  Ihnt  uiiknoim  rlyer. 

Lift's  dreary  hound? 
Uke  Itiee.  whem  shall  I  Und  another 

Go  to  yoor  scalptared  lombe,  ye  great. 
In  a'  the  tinsel  tnuh  o'  stule  I 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait. 

Thou  man  of  worth  t 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  i&t« 

£'er  lay  in  earth.- 


Off  SENSIBILnr. 
SBHsmujTT,  how  channing. 
Thou,  my  &iond.  ranst  truly  tell; 
lut  distress,  with  horrors  arming, 
Tbou  hast  also  known  too  well  I 
Faitcat  flower,  behold  the  Uly. 
Blooming  Id  the  sunny  ray: 
Let  the  hliifit  sweep  o'er  the  vollo;. 


Bear  tbe  woodlark  charm  the  forest, 
Telling  o'er  bia  little  Joys : 

Hapless  blrdl  a  prey  (he  surest. 
To  each  pirate  oTUie  skies. 

Dearly  booght  the  hidden  treasure. 

Finer  f^llnga  can  bestow ; 
Chords  that  vibrato  sweetest  pleasure 

Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe.' 


_  Captain  Henderson  was  a  retired 
soldier,  of  agreealilo  mnnners  and  upright 
character,  who  mtngled  in  the  lieat  sncioly 
of  EdlnlHirgh.  lu  a  letter  to  I>r.  Uoore, 
Felwunry,  llul.  Boms  speaks  as  IbUows: 
"The  Elegy  on  Captain  HcndBrson  is  a 
tribute  to  Uie  memory  of  a  man  1  loved 
mach,  poets  have  In  this  the  same  ad. 
itage  as  Koman  C-it)ii>\li:!j :  the;  can 
orservice  to  their  ttt'mils  afler  Ihcy 

0  passed  the  bounie  where  nil  other 

kindness  ceases  to  be  of  any  avail. 
Whethot,  alter  all,  eltlier  the  one  or  the 
other  be  of  any  real  w:rvi«e  to  the  dead, 
'1, 1  fiatr,  very  problematical;  but  I  am 
are  tliey  m  highly  grutifyiug  Co  the  Uv- 

T    Bumsonedny  recelveda  leltorftora 
Krs.  Duidop,  of  which  some  of  thu  senti- 

•"-  Tharuied   him  so  much,  that  he 

"'  wrote  these  verses  on  senalhil- 


UNCLVDEN  ABBEY. 


TE  holy  walls,  thai 


BtiUsi 


How  atmiiBly  uill  70iir  li>nu  ilisplajs 
Tbnplut.v  ofancieDltlurKt 
M»  thro'  jFnur  ruinn  hoar  and  grej-,  — 
BiiiDsyel  beuutisoua  in  ilccay,— 
Thtt  ailTery  muonbeiuiiB  trcmliling  fly; 
Thi;  forma  of  ogea  long  gone  by 
Crow<l  tliic-k  on  Fanny's  wonilciing  eye, 
Aocl  vraka  Iha  aoal  Co  musings  high. 
Even  now,  aa  lost  in  Ihonghtprofonnd, 
1  vieir  Ibe  sulcnin  scene  nruund. 
And,  poiiaive,  gaio  with  wIsUUl  eyei, 
Tht^  |is£t  retuma,  tho  present  BIbs; 
A^in  the  dome,  in  pvistino  prlrie, 
I.ifta  high  its  roof  and  nrchea  wide, 
That,  kail  with  curiaua  trucilTyi 
£ach  gotliic  ornament  displny. 
The  hijjh-iirch'd  windows,  iiainted  tUi, 
Bhow  many  a  saint  and  martyr  there. 
As  on  their  ahinder  fiinns  I  gazt, 
Metbinks  Uiey  brighten  to  a  blaiel 
With  uoieclesB  elep  and  taper  bright. 
What  ure  yon  forms  that  meet  my  eight? 
Slowly  Hiey  move,  while  every  eye 
Is  htutTenwarU  raieetl  in  i>catB?y. 
Tia  tho  tUr,  epotlees,  vestal  train, 
That  seek  in  prayer  the  midnight  (hna. 
And.liarklwhaC 


md? 


Tia  tho  sofl.chaiit«d  clioral  aong, 
Whoae  tunca  the  eehoing  alalea  prolong; 
Till,  thence  retnrn'd,  they  softly  Btray 
O'er  Claden'a  wave,  with  fond  delay  j 
Kow  OD  tho  rising  gale  ewell  hl^    . 
~  liutiag  mumiura  die ; 


cntle  St 


Thiit  gjietens  in  the  pale 

Buapond  iheir  dashing  ours,  to  bear 

T^e  holy  anthem,  loud  aud  clear; 

Each  worldly  thonght  awhile  forbear. 

And  mutler  forth  a  half-form'd  prayer. 

But,  as  I  gaze,  the  vision  foils, 

Uke  IVoal-work  touch'd  by  sonthem  gales ; 

The  altar  sinks,  the  tapers  &de. 

And  all  the  splendid  scene's  decay'd: 

In  window  I^jr  tlie  painted  pane 

Ko  longer  glows  wltli  holy  stain, 

Ent  throngh  the  hcoken  ghtsa  the  gata 

Blows  chilly  ftom  tiie  nusly  vale; 

ity.  1 


Hk  bird  of  eve  fltti  sullen  hy. 
Her  home  tfieae  aisles  and  arehea  hlghl 
The  choial  hymn,  that  erst  so  clear 
Broke  aofliy  sweet  en  Foni^y's  ear. 
Is  drown'd  amid  the  mournful  scroam 
That  breaks  the  magic  of  my  dream  I 
Housed  by  the  sound,  I  start  and  see 
The  roln'd  sod  rcalltyl  • 

TO  THE  GUIDWIFE  OF  WADCHOPE 

HOCSE.* 
Goidwifb; 

[  ntND  it  wcel.  Id  early  date. 
When  f  was  beardleea.  yoang,  and  blate. 

An'  flrsi  oould  thresh  the  bant. 
Or  baud  nyokln'at  thepleogh; 
nd  tho'  forftiughtcn  Boir  eneugbi 
Yet  unco  ptond  to  loam ; 
When  first  amang  the  yellow  com 
A  man  I  reckon'd  was, 
in'  wi'  Ibe  lave  IJk  merry  mora 
Could  rank  my  rig  and  lass. 
Still  Eheoring,  and  eleaiing. 
The  tither  slookM  raw. 

Wearing  Ibe  day  awe'. 

Even  then  a  wish,  (1  mind  its  power,} 

A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour 
Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast.— 
Imt  r,  for  pnlr  auld  Scotland's  sake, 

home  uscfU'  plan  or  beuk  could  makc^ 

■ho  rough  burr-thisae,  spreading  wlda 
Amang  the  beanled  beor, 
toro'd  tho  weeding.beuk  aside. 
An'  spared  the  symbol  dear : 
No  naUon.  no  station. 

Sly  envy  e'ar  could  raise, 

A  Scot  still,  but'  blot  still, 

I  knew  nae  bi^ier  praise. 


I  formless  Jumble,  right  and  wrong. 


"  dear  anil  muuh 


8    Lincluden  Abbey,  the  beantifU  ra. 

ins  of  wblcb  prompted  tbeee  bcautind 

lines,  was  founded  In  Ihoame  of  King 

"  'colm  tho  Fourth,  on  the  banks  of  the 

r  Clndeu,  not  tor  from  Dumfries. 

.  This  was  Mrs.  Scott  of  Waochope,  • 
ladv  of  much  tsete  and  talent;  a  painter 
and  a  poetess.     Her  ekotchea  with  the 

K:ncil  are  said  to  have  been  Tcry  beautl- 
1;  andbertikill  in  verse  ia  approved  by 
published  spei^imons. 
'    lut.  again.  In  the  sense  of  wiUout. 


Willi  floated  In  mr  brain ; 
Till  on  thai  hairet  t  eaid  beftire, 
My  partner  In  (be  merry  ooro, 

She  roused  the  rorming  strain : 

Tliat  lighted  up  my  Jtngle, 
Her  witching  smile,  ber  panhy  een. 
That  gart  my  heart-strti^B  Unglel 
I  flrM.'lnspirM, 

At  GTery  kindling  keek, 

But  bashlDg.  nod  daehlng, 

1  teaiid  Bfe  in  speak. 

Health  (o  the  aexl  ilk  gold  cbiel  Wya, 

Wi'  merry  dance  in  ninter  days, 

An'  wG  ID  share  In  commnn ! 
The  gust  0' jay,  the  balm  of  woe. 
The  eaul  o*  life,  the  heaven  beloir. 

Is  rnptnre^lting  woman. 
Ye  burly  anrnpha,  wluihate  the  name, 

Be  mindfli'  o'  your  mitber; 
Bhc,  honest  womOD,  may  think  etuune 
Thatye're  con uccled  with  her: 

That  sUgbt  Oie  torely  dean; 
To  shame  ye.  disclaim  ye, 
lib  booeBt  birkie  iweor*. 

Por  you,  no  breil  to  barn  and  byro, 
Wha  sweetly  tune  the  acotllsh  lyre. 

Thanks  to  you  tbr  yonr  line : 
The  uiariU  plaid  ye  kiodly  spare 
By  mc  should  gratefully  be  ware; 

Twad  pieaae  me  to  the  nine. 
I'd  be  niair  Tannlie  o"  my  bap, 

Bouce  hlDgln'  owre  my  curple. 
Than  any  ermine  ever  lap. 
Or  proud  imperial  purple. 
Farewell  then,  lang  heal  then. 

An'  plenty  be  your  th'; 
May  losses  and  crosses 


3    O,  that  he.  the  prevailioB  poet,  could 


0  too  long  and  too  deeply 

_._ J  living  lot!    Some  glorl- 

linpses  of  It  hU  prophetic  soil)  "' 

witness  7^   Viwm,  or  that  so 

h  umble,  but  y  et  h  Igh  strain,  In  which , 

^IDK  him  of  .the  undefine^l  a 

uons  of  his  boyish  genius  that  hi 
stirred  Itself  la  the  darkness,  as 
touch  of  an  angel's  hand  were  to  ai 
a  sleeper  In  his  cell,  he  aaid  to  himself, 
"Er'n  then  a  wish,"  Ac.     Such  honos 
were  In  hhn.  la  bis  "bright  and  BhlnlDg 
youth,"  surrounded  as  It  was  with 
aqd  trouble,  that  could  not  bend  d( 


A  Y18I0N. 
stood  by  yon  roofloas  tower,' 
re  the  wa'-flower  scents  the  dowy  air. 
Where  the  howlct  mourna  in  hei  iry 

the  mi<inight  Moon  her  care; 
Tbe  winds  were  \aM.  the  air  iras  still, 

they  shot  alang  tbe  sky ; 
Tbe  fbi  was  howling  on  the  hill, 

Qm  distant«choing  glens  reply. 
Tbe  stream,  odowa  Its  hazelly  path, 
Was  ruBbing  by  the  ruln'd  n-a's, 
Hasting  to  join  the  swecpiog  Kith. 
Whose  dlBtoat  roarliig  swells  and  ib's, 

Mortb  was  streaming  tbtth 
Her  lights  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din; 
AthoTt  the  lift  they  start  and  shilt. 
butane's  favours,  tint  as  win. 

leeyaa, 


AtUreii  as  mlnsCrelB  wont  (o  be. 

Btatue  be«n  o*  slane, 
Ills  daring  look  had  danuted  me ; 

his  bonnet  graved  was  plain. 
The  sacred  posy — LibbbtibI 
And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow, 
Might  roused  the  slumbering  dead  to 
O,  It  was  a  tale  of  woe,  [bear; 

nng  wi'  joy  bis  Ibrmer  day, 
weeping,  waii'd  bis  latter  times; 
But  what  he  said  it  was  nae  pbiy,  — 
wlnna  Tentore't  la  my  rhymes.' 

he  brow  of  BHms  Brora  Its  natnrnl  up. 

right  inclination  to  the  sky:   and  such 

•-•ipea.  Ictus  dnnbt it  not,  were  with  him 

tiadiirkand  fbded  prime,  when  life's 

lamp  bumeil  low  indeed,  and  he   was 

llling  at  last,  early  as  It  was,  to  shut  his 

■es  on  this  dearly  lieloved  but  sorely 


I    This  splendid  tIbIou  of  Libert  Bur 


Sweetheart  Abbey.   L 

aurlle  resort  of  the  poet;  and,  Indeed, 
loTclier  spat,  or  one  more  sollable  Itar 
leditalion.  cannot  well  bo  imagiiied.— 

CmtninaHAii. 


i.i(KH^ie 


EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE,' 


For  your  anldJhrraut  ftiondly  leUer; 
Tbo'I  maoa  sijrl,  I  doalit  ye  flatter, 
Ye  apenk  we  fUr: 

For  my  puir,  Bill},  rbrmio'  clatter 


Bale  be  your  heart,  hole  be  your  fiddle; 
I.ang  may  your  clbut^  jink  and  diddle. 
To  cbocr  yon  Ibrough  the  weuy-wlddle 

CC  warty  care«, 
Till  bBirna-  bwma  Undly  cuddle 

Yoar  auld  grey  balrs. 
But,  Davie,  larl,  I'm  reiie  ye're  gMUf, 
I'm  tauld  tUe  Muae  ye  ba'e  negleckit; 
An'  git  it's  esc.  yo  sud  be  iicket 

Until  ye  fyke; 
Sic  banud  aa  you  aud  ne'er  be  lUket, 

For  mc,  rm  od  PamassDS'  brink, 
Kiiin'  the  words  lo  gm  them  clink ; 
WhyleB  daea't  wi'  love,  whylea  daest  wi' 

Wi'JadaormaBons;  [drink, 

An'  whyles,  but  aye  onro  lale,  I  ttilnk, 

Bravr  Bober  LeBBoua. 
or  a'  the  thoDghtlesB  bom  d*  man, 
Commen'  me  the  Bardie  elan ; 
Except  it  be  eome  Idle  plan 

O'rbymln"  clink, 
The  devil-haet.  that  I  and  ban. 

They  ever  thlok. 
Kae  thought,  uae  ilew,  naa  Bcheme  o* 
Nae  cares  to  gie  UBjoyorgrierln';  [IlTln', 
Bat  Just  the  pouchie  put  the  nieva  In, 

An'  while  ought's  there. 
Then,  hillie-akiltle,  we  gae  scrjerln'. 

An'  feah  nae  mair. 
I,eeie  me  on  rhyme  1  its  aye  ■  treaanre. 
My  chief,  amaist  my  only  pleaanre. 
At  hamo.  a-ael',  at  work,  or  lelBure, 

The  Hnee,  poor  hUile  t 
Tbo*  Tongb  an'  nploch  be  ber  i 


5    David  Slllsr.anstfvc  of  Tnrbollon, 
-was  aonie  Ume  n  schoolmnsWr,  and  uT— 
varls  a  ma^slmte,  at  Irvine,  and 
publiataed  a  Tolurae  of  poems. 


Bat.  fbr  tbe  Mnee,  sheV  nerBr  leave  ya. 

Though  e'er  sae  puir, 
Na,  even  though  Umpin'  wl'  the  gpane 

Fraedoorto  door. 

EPI3TLK  TO  J.  LAPRAIE, 


An'  p^CriokB  BcraichlD'  loud  at  e'en, 
lomingpoussle  wbidden  seen. 

Inspire  my  Muse, 
TblB  IVeedom  In  an  unknown  frien' 

I  pray  eKcaee. 
On  Faeten-e'eu  we  had  a  rockln', 

.'  the  crack  and  weave  our  atockin'i 
And  ttaeie  waa  muckle  l>in  an'  jokln', 

Te  need  na  doabi ; 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokln' 

At  Bang  about' 
There  waa  ae  aang  amang  the  ms^ 
Aboon  them  a'  It  pleased  me  best. 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrSBt 

It  ihlrl'd  the  heart-strings  thni'  the  breaal; 

A'  to  (he  lite.i 
Tve  acarce  beard  angbt  descriljed  aae  weal 
What  generous,  manly  bosoms  Iteel ; 
Thought!,  "Can  (hlB be  Pope,  or  Steele, 

OrBeattto'swaikf 


scribed  by  the  anther.  He  eaya :  "  Oo 
Fasten-e'on  we  had  a  rocklni."  Itoetiig 
ia  a  term  derived  rrom  primilive  times. 
—'-'-'  -—  ^-inntiy. women emp^yed  their 

-Ji 

table  on 

.  h^iee  Hie  phraae  of  going  a-rock- 
Ing,  or  with  the  rock.  Ab  the  oonncdion 
the  phrase  bad  with  the  implement  ws« 
forgotten  when  the  rock  gave  way  to  Vat 
spinning-wheel,  the  phrase  came  to  b« 
used  by  boUi  sexes  on  sodal  occasirau, 
and  men  talk  of  going  with  their  rocks  as 
well  ai  women.  It  was  at  one  of  those 
lockings,  at  oar  honse.  whan  they  had 
twelve  or  BReen  young  people  w'"-  "■"'■ 
rocka,  that  La^aik's  song  t- 
"  When  I  npoa  Uiy  bosou  k 


prompted  Ih 
m  composed 

, lys  of  de«|)or. ,, 

when  blB  wife  refused  to  be  oomfOrted. 


, ^ , Isepls- 

tie  1b  said  to  have  been  composed  by  u- 
praik  In  one  of  hia  days  of  desiiondenoy. 


BPISTLE  TO  3.  lAPKAIK. 


It  pat  me  fldgln-foin  lu  heart. 
And  aae  about  him  Ihere  I  epler'l ; 
Then  &'  that  keat  bim  roond  declared 

He  had  Ingine, 
That  uaDO  oiceU'd  kti  ftw  came  nearti 

It  was  eae  floe: 
That,  Bet  him  to  a  pintof  ala, 
An'  either  douce  or  merry  tale. 
Or  rhymes  an>  sauBa  heM  made  blmaeT, 

Or  w)tty  catches; 
Tween  InTameBB  and  Tevlotdal* 

He  had  tnw  malctieB. 

Tben  up  I  gat,  an' Bwoor  as  aitt. 

The'  labonld  paw|imyph™gliandgraith. 

Or  die  a,  codger  powuirfe  deaih 

AC  eomo  dyke-back, 
A  pint  an'  gill  I'd  gie  them  boiUi, 

To  bear  your  crack. 


But,  I 


I-  forentoM,  I  ahouM  tell, 
oon  aa  1  oaold  apell, 
I  to  the  crambo-Jingle  fell, 

Though  rude  an*  rongh; 
Tet  crooning  to  a  body-a  ael', 
Doeaweelenouxb- 

I  am  na  poet.  In  a  Bcnee, 

But  Just  a  rtiymer.  Uke,  by  chanoe. 

An'  bae  to  learning  nae  preteuoa  i 

Yet.  what  the  matler? 
Whene'er  my  Muse  doea  on  me  ^tauoe, 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  critic-lblk  may  cock  Uielr  uoae, 
And  a«y,  "Hour  can  yon  e'er  propoae. 
You  wha  ken  hardly  verse  ftae  proae, 

To  mak'a  sang?" 
But,  by  your  leave,  my  leamW  Ibes, 

Ye're  may-ha  wrang. 

Wbat's  a'  your  Jargon  o'  your  schools. 
Your  t/Dtlii  names  for  boms  an'  etoolB; 
U  honest  Nature  made  yon  fiwls, 

What  aalrfl  your  grammar*? 
Ye'd  better  Ca'en  up  spades  and  ahoola. 

Or  knapplnJiammeis. 

A  set  a*  duU,  conceded  hashes, 
Confuse  their  braina  in  college  claasee  I 
They  gang  in  atlrks,  nod  como  out  asaei 

Plain  truth  to  speak; 
An'  ayne  tbey  think  to  climb  Funaasue 

Sy  dint  □■  Grock  1 


e  a  spark  o'  Nature's  flr«I 
That's  a'  the  learning  I  desire ; 
Then  though  I  drudge  thro"  dub  an'  mirt 

Atpleughorcart, 
My  Muse,  tliongh  hamely  in  atUre, 

Ma;  touch  the  heart. 
O,  fbt  a  apnnk  n>  Allan's  glee, 

FerguBSon'a,  the  bauld  and  alee. 
Or  bright  lapralk'a,  my  (Mend  to  be, 

IflCBUbltltl 

That  would  bo  lear  enongh  tai  me, 

IT  I  could  get  111 
Now,  air,  if  ye  hae  Menda  eneugh, 
Thoughrealftiends,  Ib'lleye,  arefew, 
I,  ir  yonr  catalogue  be  Ih', 

Pae  no  Insist; 
But  gif  ye  want  ae  IHend  that'B  true, 

Fm  on  your  list. 
nn  blaw  about  myael' ; 

I  like  my  Ihu'ts  to  tell; 

Bat  trleuda,  an'  lolk  that  widi  me  well. 

They  sometlmea  roose  me ; 
Though  I  maun  own,  as  raonle  stlU 

Aa  far  abuse  me. 

Bnt  MauOhllDe  race,  or  Mauchllne  (Sir, 

aboold  be  proud  to  meet  you  there  j 
We'ae  gie  a  nighc'i  discbarge  to  care, 

Ifwelbigather, 
An"  hae  a  swap  o'  rhymlo'-ware 

Wl'  aoe  anUhet. 

The  (bur-glU  caop,  we'se  gar  him  clatter, 

Irsen  him  wi' roekin  water; 

Syne  we'll  sit  down  an'  tak'  our  wUtter, 
To  cheer  onr  heart; 
fhllh,  we'ae  be  acquainted  better 
Befbre  we  part. 

There's  naethlng  Uke  the  honest  nappy  I 
Whare  wUl  ye  e'er  see  men  sae  happy. 
Or  women  sousie.  aall,  and  sappy, 

Tween  mom  and  morn. 
As  them  wha  like  to  taste  the  drappy 

In  glaas  or  horn? 

I've  aeeu  me  daei't  upon  a  time, 
I  scarce  cou'd  wink,  or  see  a  slynie ; 
Just  ae  half-motchkin  does  me  prime, 

Aught  less  is  Utile  i 
Then  back  I  rattle  on  Ibo  rhyme, 

Asgleg'aawLitllet 
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E'en  love  and  Mendehlp.  ibonld  giTe 

To  ratcb-Uukpbckl  [plaoe 

I  Oiiuu  like  (o  see  todt  Que, 

Nor  hear  yon  cnck. 
But  je  whom  social  pleasure  chanuR, 
WhoTC  bearta  the  tide  of  klndneis  wamu, 
Who  bold  yonr  being  on  the  tensa, 

"Kacb  aid  the  others," 
Come  to  my  borl,  c«me  to  my  btto*. 

My  friends,  my  brotiieisl 
But,  to  conclude  my  tang  epi^e, 
As  ray  anld  pea's  worn  to  the  grisale ; 
Iwa  lines  l>om  yon  would  gai  me  AbbIi 

Who  am,  most  fervent, 
Wliile  I  con  eltbor  sing  or  vhiule. 

Your  Menu  and  Mrvaat. 


As  irbylcB  they're  like  to  be  my  dead, 

CO,  sad  disease  1) 
I  klctle  ap  my  mstlo  reed; 

It  giea  me  ease. 
Anld  Colla  now  may  ddge  ta'  lUn, 
She's  gotten  poets  o'  ber  Bin, 
~  '  ~  1  wba  their  chanlen  ninna  liain, 


HiDught  it  worth  his  wlklla 

She  lay  like  aome  nnkenn'd-of  iHle 

Beside  New  Holland, 
Or  wltere  wild-meeting  oceans  luil 

say  an'  fkmoos  Fergnsson 
Gied  Forth  an'  Tay  a  lilt  aboon : 
TarKnr  an'  Tweed,  to  monie  a  tniiB, 


J  OAT  yonr  letter,  wineoms  Willie; 
Wi'  gratera'  bean  I  thank  you  bnwiie : 
Ttao'  I  maun  say'l,  I  wad  be  sUlj, 


Yonr  Hatteria'  strain. 
Bnt  Fse  believe  ye  kindly  nMant  U 
J  sud  be  lailb  to  think  ye  hinted 
Ironic  satire,  Bidelius  sklented 

On  my  poor  Miisle ; 
Tlio'  (n  sic  phnutn'  terms  ye^e  pe 

I  scarce  excuse  ye. 
Hy  senses  wad  l>e  in  a  aesl, 
Should  I  but  dare  a  hofe  to  speel 
Wi'  Allan,  or  wl'  Gllbertflel', 

Ttw  braes  o*  fame ; 
Or  Fcrgnsson,  the  wrlter-chiel, 

A  dCBlhlCBB  name. 
(OFiTguBaonI  thy  glorioua  parts 
11)  snitod  law's  dry,  musty  arts  1 
Ily  curse  upon  yuiir  H-huDBtano  hearts. 

Ye  E'niinrgh  gentry  I 
Tlie  tithe  o>  what  ye  waste  at  carles 

Wad  stoVd  his  pantry  I) 


Th'  nitsans,  Vber,  Thames,  an*  Seine, 
Glide  svraet  inmonleatiuieni'line; 
Bat,  Willie,  set  yonr  61  to  mine. 

An'  CDck  yonr  crest. 
We'll  gar  our  streams  and  batnies  shine 

tip  wi'  the  beat 
Well  sing  anld  Coila'a  plains  an'  ftolla, 

Doora  red-brown  wi*  beather-tKlls, 
Her  banks  an'  braes,  her  dens  an'  dells, 

Where  clarions  Wallace 
AA  bnre  the  giee,  oa  slor;  leila, 

Fiaesonlhron  billies. 
Lt  Wallace'  name,  what  Scottish  blood 
tut  bells  up  in  a  spring-tide  flood  t 
OR  have  onr  f^srless  lathers  strode 


Yctw 


a  tale  comes  V  my  head. 


n  Simpson  was.  In  the  days  ( 


_____  _  _  ho  parish 

Jchiltnic.  Bftcrwarda  of  New  Cummo 

iiid  a  poot  of  ni 


'eet  are  Coils'*  hsn^is  an*  woods. 
When  llntwbltes  diant  aniang  t>ie  bads, 
AndJIuUn' hares.  Id  amorons  whids, 
Tbeir  loves  eujof . 


1  Over  shoes  In  blood.  I  quote  ftmn 
ilyle;  " Whoeverutteredsfiarpersay.  . 
..... —  ....      J aorabfis 


now  by 


—  CUHMINQiUll. 


n  partial  to  tblselass 


now  bythair  burning  vch 
their  cool  vigour  sad  '- 

single  phrSBO  depicts  i ^ ,_ 

whole  soene.   Our  Scottish  foretblbrrsla 
the  batll»flolda  struggled  fbntaid,  bs 
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EPISTLE  TO  A  TOUNQ  FBIElil'D. 


E'en  Winter  bleitk  has  chftrms  to  me, 
When  niDds  rave  thro' the  naked  tieei 
Or  ftoata  on  hilU  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  grey  ; 
Or  blinding  drifts  wiid-furioDi  flee, 

Darkening  Che  da;t 
O  Natarel  a'  thy  sfiowa  an'  ftmne, 
To  feeiing,  peaeiTe  besrta,  hae  cbamu  t 
Whetlier  the  Summer  kindlf  wamu 

Wi'  iifS  an'  light. 
Or  Winter  bonis  in  guet;  atuniu 

The  iang,  dark  nightl 
The  Mnse,  nae  poet  erer  Iknd  her, 
Till  lif  hlniBel'  be  leam'd  (o  wonder, 
Ailown  some  tTDtUng  bom'a  meander. 

An'  no  think  laug: 
O,  aireet  to  Btrsf,  an'  pensiTe  ponder 

A  beartfeic  aaug  I 
The  woi^f  race  ma;  dmdge  an'  drive, 
HoK-ahonther,  jnndla,  Hreteh,  an'strlve; 
I>et  me  fttir  Nature's  fhce  desorlve. 

And  I>  wi'  pleBBure, 
SliaU  let  ttie  busy,  grumbling  hive 

Bum  o'er  Cbeir  treasure. 


"mj  r 


We've  been  owre  lang  unkeonM  to  itber : 
Now  let  us  lay  our  beads  tbegitber. 

In  love  fraternal : 
Hbj  Envy  wallop  in  a  tether. 

Black  fleud.  infernal  J 
While  higlilandmen  bate  lolls  and  taxes ; 
WhUc  moorlan'  herds  like  gold  M  brax. 
While  terra  Anna  on  her  axis  [ics;' 

Diurnal  toms, 
Connt  on  a  friend,  tn  Oitb  an'  practice, 

luBOBGsr  Burks. 

EPISTLE  TO  A  YOUNG  PEIEKD.' 


le  other  end 


Tho-U  should  Bcrrei 
Than  Jnst  a  kind  m 
But  bow  IlieBUbjcct-theuiBmB;  gaoK 

time  and  chance  detcnnlnei 
Perbaps  it  may  turn  out  A  sang, 

FerhapB  Inm  out  a  eermon. 
Te'll  try  the  world  ni'  soon,  my  lad. 

And,  Andrew  dear,  believe  me, 
Ye'll  And  mauklnd  an  nnco  squad. 
And  muckle  tbey  may  grieve  ye  ■' 
<'or  care  and  trouble  set  yonr  (bought. 

E'en  nhen  yonr  end's  atCainM; 
Ind  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought. 
Where  every  nerve  is  strainM. 

The  real,  bardcn'd  wicked, 
Wha  hae  nae  check  but  humaa  law, 

iloafcwreslrlckod: 
But,ocbI  mankind  are  nnco  weak, 

'  tittle  lo  be  trustiid ; 
If  self  the  wavering  balance  shake. 

It's  rarely  right  attlnsted. 
Tet  they  wha  lb'  In  fortune's  strifb. 
Their  fate  we  should  na  censure. 
Tor  still  lb'  Important  end  of  lift 
They  equally  may  answer; 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart, 
Though  poortitb  hourly  stare  him; 


Tetbi 


le  cash  to  spate  hi 


Aye  [tee,  aff-han'  yonr  story  tell, 
When  wi'  a  bosom  crouyi 
:ut  still  keep  something  to  yoursel* 
ye  soarcely  tell  to  on j. 
onceal  yonrael'  as  weei's  ye  can 
Frae  critical  dissection ; 

But  keek  through  every  other  man. 
Wi'  sharpen'il,  sly  Inspeofion. 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-placed  love, 
Luxuiiautly  indulge  It; 
lut  never  tempt  tb'  Illicit  rove, 
Tbo*  naethiug  should  divulge  it: 
wave  the  quantum  1/  the  sin, 
The  bszard  of  concoallng; 

Bat,och1  it  hardens  a' within. 
And  petrifies  the  IMlingl 


and  so  railing  to  the  b 


lo  distinction  in  alter- 
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And  gatter  sear  b;  every  wile 
Thaf B  Jnstilled  bjtionoiiri 

Not  fiir  to  hide  it  In  a  hedge, 
Kor  for  a  tniln-atl«ndaDt; 

Bat  (or  the  glorious  prlrile^ 
or  being  Independent 


le  rear  o'  HeU-s 

atheir 


Tolu 


whip 


But  where  jt  teel  jowt  bononr  griiii 

Let  that  aye  be  jour  border : 
IIS  allghtesC  touches,  instant  panse.  — 

Debar  a'  side  pretences; 
And  resolatclr  beep  Us  laws. 

Uncaring  coiueqaences. 
The  great  Creator  to  Tevere, 

Moat  sure  become  the  cre&tore; 
BQt  atlll  the  preaching  cant  Ibrbear, 

And  e'en  the  rigid  fitatore : 
Tet  ne'er  with  wita  proline  to  range, 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
An  atheisms  laugh's  a  poor  eicliange 

ForDeitrotiendedt 

When  ranting  round  in  pteasore't  ring, 

BellgioQ  may  be  blinded; 
Or,  if  sho  gle  a  randam  stlug. 

It  may  be  little  minded; 
Bat  nhea  on  life  we're  lempest-drlTeBi 

A  conscience  bat  a  caokra,  — 
A  coneBpoudenoe  fli'd  ni'  Heaien 

Adieu,  dear  amiable  youth  t 

Yoni  heart  can  ne'er  be  wantiagi 
Ha7  prudence,  rortlRide,  and  truth, 

Erect  your  brow  nndannting  I  [speed," 
In  plonghman  ptiraee,  "Uod  send  you 

Still  dally  to  grow  wiaerl 
And  may  yon  better  reok  tite 

Than  ever  did  th'  adviser  I 


Tb  sorely  hae  some  WBriockJneef 

For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  prlef 

Againat  your  arts. 
For  me,  I  swear  by  San  an'  Hoon, 
And  every  star  that  blinks  nboon, 
Te're  oeslme  twenty  pair  of  sltoon 

Just gannto^Me yon;    - 
And  every  itiMr  pair  tlut's  deoa. 

Hair  ta'en  I'm  wl'  yon. 
That  BBld  eapilcioaa  eartin,  Katnie, 
To  mak*  amends  Ibr  scrimplt  ststure. 
She's  tnrn'd  you  alT,  a  hnman  creature 

On  her  Om  plan ; 
And  In  ber&Mks,  OB  evetT-  ftntnte 

abe-a  wrote, "  The  Haa." 
<  now  I've  ta'en  the  Ht  o*  thyme, 
Hy  iiarmle  noddle'e  worUngprlme, 
My  I^cy  yerklt  up  aubilnie 

Wr  hasty  summon: 
r«  a  Msore^iMiiiKDf  s  Hma 

To  hear  wliatf  ■  WnUi'  t 


rt  tbe  eoantra  daal^ 


I  rhyme  fiir  fan. 

Tbe  star  tbat  rules  my  luckless  let 

tilled  me  the  rutisei  coat. 
An'  damn'd  myfortane  loUiegniat; 

But  In  reqult 
Has  bleat  me  wl'  a  random  what 

O-  coDuCia  wit 
This  while  my  notion'E  ta'en  a  sklent 
To  try  my  fate  In  gold  black  prent; 
tnl.  the  matr  I'm  tbat  way  bent. 


ETISTLE  TO  JAMES  SMnB. 
"Friendship!  mysterioo*  cement  of  the 


There's  Ither  poets  much  jonr  betters. 
Far  seen  In  Oreeb.  deep  men  o'  letters, 
Hae  thought  they  had  ensoied  tbeir  debt. 


tlo  was   addressed  n 


Theo  (teaweel  hopes  o"  laDrel.bongtas, 
^  TogarlODdmypoetlcbrowsl 
~      elOrth  I'll  rove  where  bn^  ploafka 
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EPI3TLB  TO  JAHE9  SUITH. 


I'll  wander  OD,  with  tentleM  beed 
How  nerer-tiullmg  moments  epeed, 
Till  &te  shall  BPap  tbe  brittle  thread; 

Tben,  all  unknown, 
ni  lay  mo  with  th'  inglorious  dead. 

Forgot  and  gone  I 
Bnt  why  o"  death  begin  a  tale? 
Jnst  now  wi^ra  Uting:,  Boimd  and  bale ; 
TliBn  top  and  maintop  crowd  tbe  sail. 

HcaTO  mre  owie  aidel 
And  large,  belbre  enjoyment's  gale, 

Lotstolt-UieUde. 
This  lUiB,  lae  br'g  I  nndantand, 
la  a,'  endianted  (Blry.land. 
Wbere  pleamre  is  the  maglo  wand 

That,  wielded  right, 
Mat's  hours  like  mlaalee,  hand  In  iMHid, 

Dance  b;  fa'  U^t. 
The  mogle  wand,  tben<  let  as  wieldl 
Far,  ance  that  flTe-an'-foitr's  spael^ 
8m  cmaj',  weary,  Joyless  eild, 

TTi- wrinkled  fbce, 
Oomes  hoalin',  hirplin',  ewre  the  DBld, 

Wl'  creepin'  pace. 
Wlien  ance  lUb's  day  diawi  near  ttt 

gkMunin'i 
Tben  fiueweel  Tacant  careless  roamln'i 
An'  fhreweel  cbeerfb'  Onkarda  flianiin', 


OliUb,  bow  pleasant  is  thy  i 
Toong  Fancy's  cays  the  hllli 
Cold-panslng  caution's  lessd 


We  wander  there,  we  wander  hem. 
Wo  Eyo  the  rose  upm  the  brier, 
UnmindtXil  (bat  the  thorn  Is  near. 

Among  Uie  loaTos; 
And  tho*  Che  puny  wound  appear, 

Short  while  It  grieve  a. 
Some,  lucky,  find  a  floweiy  spot. 
For  wbioh  they  nevertoll'd  nor  swat 
They  drink  the  sweet  and  eat  tbe  At, 

But' care  or  pain; 

i    Witiumi.  Bee  page  588,  note  1. 


With  eteudy  aim  some  fortune  abaaa; 

hope  does  every  sinew  brace; 
Thro*  Cilr,  tliro*  I'oul,  they  urge  the  race. 

And  seize  the  prey ; 
Tben  eannto,  In  some  coslc  place. 

They  close  the  day. 
And  others,  like  your  humble  serran', 

wigtita  I  nac  rulee  nor  rooda  observ- 
To  right  or  left  eternal  swervin',         [In'; 
They  ilg-E  agon; 
irsl  with  age,  obscure  and  stacHn', 
Theyaften  groan. 
Alael  what  bitter  toil  an' atiBinlng,— 
But  truce  with  peeTish,  poor  complolnlngl 
fbrtnne's  flckloLnuawanlngP 

E'en  let  her  gang  [ 
meath  what  light  sbe  bas  remaining 
Iiefa  sing  our  sang. 

Hy  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door,  [ptore, 
Andkne«l,"YePower»l''  and  warm  Ira. 
Thongh  I  should  wander  Terra  o'er, 

Qrant  me  but  this,  I  a«k  no  more, 
A  rowtb  o'  rhymes. 

Gle  di«eping  roasts  to  eoantra  lairds. 
Till  [deles  bing  ft«e  their  beards ; 
Gin  fine  braw  class  (o  Ana  lUb-gaards, 

And  maids  or  bonoiir: 
And  yill  an'  whUkey  gle  to  oalrds. 


Wi'  chccrflil  lice, 
As  lang's  the  Huses  illuua  IttQ 
To  say  tbe  grace." 

Behintiay  lug,  or  by  my  nose; 
IJouk  bcucath  mi  ^Rinine'B  blows 

Aa  wccl'e  I  may ; 
Swom  ibe  to  son-ow,  care,  and  p«o< 
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0  r«  doDoe  li>tk.  Hut  lire  by  role, 
Gnve,  tIdelesg-bkMMled,  calm  uiA  cool. 
Compared  wi'fou,-0  foal  tlbol  I  fooll 

Hmr  much  anlil«I 
Toar  hearts  are  jDBt  a  stsndlDg  pool, 

your  llTOB  a  d;kel 
Kae  bare-bralu'd,  untbnCDtal  tntcea 
In  yonr  unlcttcr'J,  nameleu  &e«*; 
la  arioso  trills  and  gacmt 

Ye  uever  atray, 
But,  gniFlBBlina,  Bolemn  basaea 

To  ham  away. 
Te  ara  aae  graTe,iiBe  doubt  ye'rewiaei 
Kao  rerlf  Uiough  ye  do  deapiBe 
Tbe  balrum-Boainim,  rtun-aCam  boys, 

Tbe  rattling  sqaad ; 

1  see  yon  npiratd  cast  your  eyes, — 

Taken  the  niad- 
WhilBl  I— but  I  shall  baud  me  there,— 
Wl'  you  I'll  Bcaroo  sans  oDywhere : 
Then,  Jamie,  I  ahall  Bay  use  mair. 

But  quit  my  aani;, 
Coutent  wl'  yon  to  mak'  a  pair, 

Wtiare'erlKuig. 


TO  DR.  BLACKLOCK.* 

EUitlmd,  Oct.  21.  I1N. 
Wow,  but  your  letter  made  me  TSnntiel 
And  arc  ye  hale,  and  treel.  and  cautie? 
I  kenn'd  it  BtlU  jour  wee  bit  Jonntle 

Wad  bring  ye  to ; 
Iiord  Bend  you  aye  as  ireel's  I  want  ye. 

And  then  ye'll  do. 

The  ill-Chlcf  binw  the  Heron'  BOQthI 
And  never  drink  be  near  hia  drouth) 
He  laid  myaelf,  by  word  o*  mouth, 

HD'd  tab' my  letter: 


lose  enconragomeat  Indnced  Bums  to 

>y  in  Scotland  and  court  the  Hnaes,  In. 

•tead  of  emif^tatiiiK  to  the  West  Indies. 


who  does  not  remember 

light,  and  Is  read  to  by  a  poor  scholar,  iu 
Lotiii,  Greek,  and  French.  He  wkb,  orig- 
inally, B  poor  Bcholar  hlmBeUl    I  looked 

T  Mr.  Heron  waa  the  author  of  a  Pis- 
ton/o/iScolIand.pubUehed  In  IBDO.  Alter 
anfleringgi«at  priTBtioDB,  be  sooght  Ibel- 
tcr  in  London,  and  died  there  In  IfiQT. 


But  aiblina  honest  Master  Hgtod 
Had  at  the  time  aome  dainty  bir  one. 
To  ware  bia  tbeologic  care  on. 

And  holy  atndy; 
And,  tired  of  aaola  to  waste  his  lear  m. 

E'en  tried  tbe  body. 
But  what  d'ye  thiok,  my  trnMy  fier? 
rm  tum'd  a  ganger,—  Peace  be  herel 
Pamaasinu  queena,  I  fear,  1  tear, 

Ye'U  now  iifa^ni"  me  t 
And  then  my  flfly  pounds  a  year 

Will  little  gain  me, 
Te  (^aiket,  gleesmne,  d^n^  daoilea, 
Wha  by  Castalia's  wimplin'  Btreamiea 
IiDwp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limUes, 

Te  ken,  yo  ken. 


hae  a  wKb  and  twB  wee  laddiea, 
Tbey  maon  hae  brose  on'  brala  o*  dnddiea ; 
Te  ken  yoursels  my  heart  right  proud  is: 

I  need  na  yannt, 
Bnt  FU  snod  besoms,  Uiraw  aao^  wood- 

Bclbre  they  wont.  [le^ 


Thanmony  ilhere; 
Thy  abould  ae  man  bi 
And  a*  men  brithers? 


And  let  ua  mind,  lUnt  heart  ne'er  wan 

A  lady  Dill : 
Whadoes  [heutmostthatheean. 
Will  wbylce  do  mair. 
I  conclude  my  silly  rhyme, 
(rm  scant  o*  verse,  and  scant  o"  time,} 
To  make  a  happy  flreelde  dime 

To  weans  and  wlft, 
Thalia  Uie  true  pathoa  and  suUIme 

or  human  lift. 
My  complimenta  to  sister  Beckle ; 
ke  the  same  to  honest  LoeUe : 
she  la  n  dainlie  diackle, 
Aa  e'er  trod  clayt 
And  gratelhlly,  my  gnid  auld  ootUs, 
I'm  yonra  for  aye. 

BUBEBT  Buan. 


All— m  SoHf  (^  DaaiJi. 

l9BH.—Aaeiaaf  battle.   IFIme  of  the  day— Evening.   The  wmnded  and  drtng  of 

the  yjctOTiooe  army  are  inppoeed  to  Join  in  tlie  Boug. 

Farewell,  thou  fair  day,  thoa  green  earth,  and  je  skies. 

Now  gar  with  the  bright  setting  Sua  1 
Farewell,  loves  and  friendahipB,  je  dear  tender  ties, 

Our  race  of  existence  is  run  I 

Thou  grim  king  of  terrors,  thou  life's  gloomy  fo^ 

Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave  I 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant  I  but  know, 

No  terrors  hast  thou  for  the  brave  I 

Thou  strik'st  the  poor  peasant,— be  sinks  in  the  dark. 

Nor  saves  e'en  the  wreck  of  a  name : 
Thou  strik'st  the  young  hero,  —  a  glorious  mark  I 

He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame! 

In  the  field  of  proud  honour, — our  swords  in  our  hands. 

Our  king  and  our  country  to  save, — 
"While  victory  shines  on  life's  last  ebbing  sands, — 

01"  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave? 


THE  LAZY   MIST. 

Tnne— Bcre'i  a  VoTU  to  my  trut  Ion. 

The  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
Concealing  the  course  of  the  dark-winding  rill; 
How  liinguid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  appear. 
As  Autumn  to  Winter  i^jsigns  the  pale  year! 
The  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown. 
And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  Summer  is  flown : 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  muse, 
How  quick  time  is  flying,  how  keen  fate  pursues  I 

How  long  I  have  lived, — but  how  much  lived  in  vainl 

How  little  of  life's  scanty  span  may  remain  I 

What  aspects  old  Time,  m  his  progress,  has  worn  I 

What  ties  cruel  fate  in  mv  bosom  has  torn  I 

How  foolish,  or  worse,  till  our  summit  is  gain'd! 

And,  downward,  how  weaken'd,  how  durken'd,  how  ])ain'd  1 

This  life's  not  worth  having,  with  all  it  can  give : 

For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  must  live. 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEVON. 

TOBa—BhaHiteniihiHonna  cArt. 

How  pleusant  the  banks  of  the  clear-wiading  Deron, 
With  green-spreading  bushes  and  flowers  blooming  ^rl 
Bnt  the  bonniest  flower  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 
Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  the  ^r. 
Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet  blushing  flower, 
In  the  gay  rosy  mom,  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew  I 
And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower. 
That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew. 

0,  spare  the  dear  blossoms,  ye  orient  breezes, 
With  chill  hoary  wing,  as  ve  usher  the  dawn  I 
And  far  be  thou  distant,  tbon  reptile  that  seizes 
The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  and  lawn  1 
Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies. 
And  England,  triumphant,  display  her  proud  rose: 
A  fairer  than  either  adoma  the  green  valleyB 
Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows.* 


yOTJNG  JESSIE. 


Tbue-heabted  was  he,  the  sad  swain  o'  the  Yairov, 
And  fair  are  the  maids  on  the  banks  o'  the  Ayr; 
Bnt  by  the  sweet  side  of  the  Nith's  winding  river 
Are  lovers  as  faithful,  and  maidens  as  fair  : 
To  equal  young  JesBio  seek  Scotland  all  over; 
To  equal  young  Jessie  you  seek  it  in  vain; 
Grace,  beauty,  and  elegance  fetter  her  lover. 
And  maidenly  modesty  fixes  the  chain.     ' 

0,  freah  is  the  rose  in  the  gay  dewy  moroitig. 
And  sweet  is  the  lily  at  evening  close ; 
But  in  the  fair  presence  o'  lovely  young  Jessie 
Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose. 
Love  sits  in  her  smile,  a  winard  ensnaring, 
Enthroned  in  her  een  he  delivers  his  law: 
And  still  to  her  charms  she  alone  is  a  ff 
Her  modest  domeanonr's  the  jewel  of  a'.* 

1  nune  TBiHB  vere  caMupiMed  on  k  duimlDc  liri, — lOx  Chu4atte 
ygha  b  ncnrmanied  toJames  MacfcittgridAdur.pl^cisii.  Sbe  is  tl 
worUiyfHeiidiGRTia  Hamiltmi,  of  UancfalbM,  nodwu  bom  an  the  lu 
AJrTbQtinM.atllia  Hme  I  wrote  tbeso  line*,  redding  M  Hwleatoa,  In 
BBie.  on  the  romantio  bank*  of  the  UCOe  ilTer  DeroB.— Bobxb. 

3  JessiB  SUig,  (be  bendiu  of  tlili  •ong.  wu  Ibe  dangbter  of  FtoTOat  Stalg,  of 
IiDiiifries.  8bs  dJedtnearljUft;  bat  ber  beantraodlieTBenaeaeumQsedher  to 
be  long  remembeied  In  bei  DkUTe  valler. 


WmiTBN  WHBK  TSB  FOBI  WAS  ABOUT  TO   LEATE  SCOTLAND. 
Tuae— Tin  BanJaeftluDeijon, 

O'be  the  miat-ehronded  cliffH  of  their  lone  moantain  straying. 
Where  the  wild  winds  of  Winter  inceeaantly  rave, 

What  woes  wrioff  my  heart  while  int«atly  surveying 
The  storm's  gloomy  path  on  the  breast  of  the  wave  I 

Ye  foam-created  billows,  allow  me  to  wail, 

Ere  ye  tosa  me  afar  from  my  loved  native  shore; 

Where  the  flower  which  bloom'd  sweetest  in  Coila's  greeo  Tale, 
The  pride  of  my  bosom,*  my  Mary's  no  more  1 

Ko  more  by  the  banks  of  the  streamlet  we'll  wander, 
And  smile  at  the  Moon's  rimpled  face  in  the  wave ; 

No  more  shall  my  arms  clin^  with  fondness  around  her, 
For  the  dewdrops  of  morning  fall  cold  on  her  grave. 

No  more  shall  the  soft  thrill  of  love  warm  my  breast: 
I  haste  with  the  storm  to  a  far-distunt  shore ; 

Where^  unknown,  unlamented,  my  ashes  shall  rest. 
And  joy  shall  revisit  my  bosom  no  more. 


AFTON  WATEE. 

TaiM  —  T^  TeOoiB-lunrid  Laddlt. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes, 
Flow  gently,  I'll  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmnring  sta'eam, — 
Ffow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  distnrb  not  her  dream. 

Thon  stock-dove,  whose  echo  resounds  through  the  glen, 
Te  wild  whistling  blackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den, 
Thon  green-crested  lapwing  thy  screaming  forbear,— 
I  chaise  yon  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fair. 

How  lofty,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hille, 
Far-mark'd  with  the  courses  of  clear-winding  rills  1 
ISiere  daily  I  wander  as  noon  rises  high, 
My  flocks  and  my  Maiy's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 
■   Usry  Campbell,  so  well  kiKnTaaHUiepaefB"Hli[hl)HiilMarr.'' 


How  pleasant  thy  baaka  and  green  Talleys  below. 
Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses  blowl 
There,  oft  as  mild  evening  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet-scented  birk  shades  mj  Marj  and  me. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides. 
And  winds  by  the  cot  wbere  my  Mary  resides! 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  anawy  feet  lave, 
Ab  gathering  sweet  flowerets  she  stems  thy  clear  wave. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  bnies, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  laygl 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, — 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream.* 


CALEDONIA. 

TODB  — fiWHOvrt  <^  Olm. 

Theib  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands  reckon, 
Where  bright-beaming  Summers  exalt  the  perfume; 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  breckan, 
Wi'  the  bnru  stewing  under  the  laug  yellow  broom. 

Far  dearer  to  mo  are  yon  hnmble  broom  bowers, 
Where  the  bluebell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly  unseen; 
For  there,  lightly  tripping  amang  the  wild  flowers, 

A-listening  Uie  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Though  rich  is  the  breeze  in  their  gay  sunny  valleys. 
And  cauld  Caledonia's  blast  on  tSe  wave; 
Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  akiii  the  proud  pala«^ 
What  are  they  ?    The  haunt  of  tlie  tyrant  and  slave ! 

The  slave's  spicy  forest^  and  gold-bubbling  fountains, 
The  brave  Caledonian  views  wi'  disdain ; 
He  wanders  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  mountains, 
Save  Love's  willing  fetters,  the  chains  o'  his  Jean.* 

1  tills  chanulogBOtignBa  composed  in  honour  of  Mn.Dngald  Stewart,  tbe  pocft 
kind  nnd  accompllBhei)  patTonets.  It  la  Bold  Uint  when  Barns  preBent«dUiewiiglo 
her.  "she  smiled  Mtbelnugeaorbeaut^withwblch  she  was  associated  as  sbashifa- 
beiedoDtheliankBoriieriuitiTeitream;"  and  tliat "  she  looked  apon  his  stnini  » 
>  mark  of  reepect,  and  ftdt  ttiem  u  ft  work  of  genlns."  AOon  Is  a  am:iU  smwo  u 
Ayr-ahire,  and  one  of  tiie  tribntaiies  of  the  Blth.     . 

B  ThebsrolDBoftlilBBODe  was  Hn.BDms,  who  BO  charmed  the  poet  by  siDgini 
It  witH  taste  andfbe11ng.tlu£)ied8DlBi«d  it  to  be  OBeof  his  luckiest  lilies.  UleeM 
Out  she  sans  witbeaae  and  Bimplicttoj  Qiat ''  — 

ore;"  ■iidl£atber«wood.iit>tewad'' wasat 


(.It^lc 


Scon,  wha  hae  wf  Wallaoe  bledl 
Scots,  wbam  Brace  hiu  aftea  led  t 
WelooiDe  to  yonr  goiy  bed. 

Or  to  gloriouB  *lclorie  1 
Kow^  the  day,  ood  now'a  the  hour; 
Bee  (ha  fivaC  o'  battle  loarl 
See  approach  proud  Edirard'B  power,- 

Bdward't  chains  and  siavede  I 
Wtia  will  be  a  traitor  knam? 
Who  can  111]  *  coward's  sraTO? 
Wha  aae  baae  aa  lie  a  dare? 

Traitorl  cowardl  turn  and fleel 


Sodserl  horol  onwl'me! 
By  Oppresaloa'B  woes  and  painal 
Br  TOnr  boub  In  Berrile  chalnBt 
We  will  drain  odt  deareat  veina. 

But  tber  Bhall,  Ihef  ihaU  be  free  I 
Imj  the  proud  nnirpen  low  I 
TjranlB  Ml  in  every  foel 
Uberty'8  In  every  blow  1 

Porwardl  letnsdo.t 


dlel 


THE  FOOB  AND  HONEST  SODGBR. 

Air— Tht  mill,  mill,  O I 
Whkr  wild  War's  deadly  blast  was  blawn  > 

And  sende  Peace  returning-, 
Wi'mony  aeweeCbabe  tbtherlOBS, 

And  mouy  a  widow  mourning; 
I  leR  Che  lines  and  tented  field. 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger, 
Hy  humble  knupaaok  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger, 
A  leal,  light  heart  was  In  my  breaaC, 

Uy  hand  nnstala'd  wi'  plunder; 
And  ror  litir  Scotia,  home  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander. 
I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coll, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
I  thought  upon  tbe  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthfol  ftnoy. 
At  length  I  rescta'd  the  boniile  glen 

Where  early  Ute  I  sported; 
I  paaa'd  the  mill,  and  tryBting^hom, 

Where  Nwioy  aft  I  concted : 


Wlw  spied  I  bnt  my  aiii  dear  maid, 
Down  by  ber  mother'a  dwciUng? 

And  tDm'd  mo  round  to  Iildc  Uio  flood 
That  In  ray  een  wae  swelling. 

Wl'  altei'd  Toioe,  quoth  I,  "  Sweet  lass, 

O,  happy,  happy  mny  he  be, 

Thafa  dearest  to  thy  boaoro  1 
My  pnrso  la  light,  I've  tai  lo  gitng. 

And  fhln  would  be  thy  lodger; 
I've  served  my  ting  and  coontry  lang, — 

Take  pity  on  a  sodger." 
Bae  wiatlhlly  she  gazed  on  mo. 


lo'cd. 


Andlo 
Quo"  she,  "A  sodger  ance  1 1 

forget  him  BhsU  I  never : 
Our  hmnble  cot  and  hamely  fUre, 

Ye  freely  shall  portako  it; 
That  gaUsnt  badge,  the  dear  cockade, 

re^  welcomo  for  the  sake  o'L" 
Sbe  gaied,~ahe  reddenVl  like  a  rose, 

Syne  pale  like  ooy  lily ; 
Sbe  sank  witliln  my  anna,  and  cried, 

"  Art  thou  my  aln  dear  Willie  ?  " 
"  Bj  Him  who  made  yon  Sun  and  sky,— 

By  whom  true  lovo'a  rcgnrdcd,— 
I  am  the  man ;  and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 
The  wan  are  o'er,  and  I'm  come  bame. 

And  And  thee  stUl  troe.hearted  1 
Though  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  in  love, 

And  mair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted." 
IJao'  ahe,  "Hy  graodslre  left  me  gowd, 

A  maileu  plenish'd  &lrly; 
And  come,  my  Ihlthlb'  sodger  lad, 

Thoa'rt  weloome  lo  it  dearly." 
Pot  gold  Om  metchant  ploughs  the  main. 

The  Dirmcr  ploughs  the  manor: 
But  glory  is  the  aodger's  prize. 

The  aodger's  wealth  is  honour. 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise. 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger; 
Bemember  he's  bis  country's  stay. 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 

THE  BONNIE  BANKS  OF  AYR. 

(Oioipossd  ahen  the  PBct  ilioaglil  of  kaoiag 

BcoOmid,  anri  golBg  So  tht  Weal  Indilt.} 

Tnne  —  Rodin  Oatle, 


UKH^ie 


600 

Ton  mm^  cloud  I*  Ibiil  irith  rain, 
I  Me  It  diiviiig:  o'er  Uie  plain; 
Tba  bontet  now  has  left  Uie  nuxir. 
Tbe  ecaUer'd  coveyi  meet  Bocore, 
WUIc  bete  I  wuuleTi  preH'd  with  ca 
AloBg  Ibe  lonely  baulu  of  A71. 
Tbe  Antnmn  mounu  ber  ri[ieniii(  coi 
Bjeari;  Winter's  r&vage  lorn; 
AcroBB  ber  placid  azDre  ekj 
Sbe  lee*  tbe  bcowUds  tempest  d; : 
ChlU  nuu  mf  blood  10  hear  It  rare; 
1  tblnk  upon  the  uaxmy  wave, 
Wbere  manjr  ■  danger  I  must  due, 
Fu  tuna  Om  bonnie  banka  Of  A7T. 
Til  not  tho  BDrgioK  billow's  Toar; 
Tie  not  Ibat  fklal  deadljr  sbon ; 
Tbongh  deatb  la  ever;  shape  appear, 
TbB  wrel«hed  haye  no  more  to  (bar : 
But  round  my  bean  the  tlea  ate  bound, 
^niat  beart  transpierced  with  man;  s 

Tole 

Farewell,  old  CoUa's  bills  and  dales. 
Her  bcathf  moore  and  winding  t^sI 
Tbe  scenes  where  wrelcbed  fnnc;  raves, 
Pnraning  past  onhapp;  lores ; 
Farewell,  my  ftienda !  (ftrewoll,  my  fbasi 
Uy  peaiw  witb  tbese,my  love  wllb  tbose  >- 
The  bursting  tears  my  baart  declam. 
Farewell,  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ajrt' 


WbUs  is  distant  cUmea  I  wandar, 
Let  my  Usry  be  your  care : 

Iiet  ber  torm,  sae  f&Ir  and  DinKleM, 
I'air  snd&Dltless  as  yoar  own, — 

I«t  my  Mary's  U&dred  spirit. 
Draw  your  ofaoleaet  toflneDce  dom. 


I.  FKATEK  FOB  HAST. 


e  Bnrns  had  left  Dr.  Laurie's  temll 
after  a  viiit,  which  be  expected  to  be  b 
last,  and  on  his  way  bome  b«  hod  tccio 
a  wide  atretch  of  Bolitary  moor.  H 
mind  was  strongly  alTeeted  by  parting  f< 
ever  with  a  scene  where  he  had  tasted  1 
much  elsBuit  and 

depressed  by  the  CO   

prospects,  tbe  aspect  of  1 
bed  with  his  ftelliwe :  It 


a  lowering 

.- „_jr  Autumn. 

u^  and  whistled  thro\^b 
tsut  i-ijiiAKB  Q"d  lotig  spear-grass  which 
bent  bcSire  it.  The  clouds  were  driving 
■cross  the  sby,  and  cold  pelting  sbowci-s 
It  Intervals  added  discomfort  of  body  to 
iibeerlessness  of  mind.  Under  these  clr. 
Bomatanees,  aud  in  tbis  tTame,  Boms 
Eompoaed  his  poem.— WAI.EEB. 


Soothe  ber  bosom  Into  rest; 

Goardian  aogets,  O,  protect  her. 

When  Udlstanl  buda  I  roami 

nnknowu  while  &te  eillea  ne, 
Make  ber  bosom  still  my  borne.' 

HIOEtLAND  MAIIY. 

TuDB—KitlliaTine  Ogie. 

TB  hanks  and  braee  and  streams  arouBil 

le  o*  Montgomery,  [era, 

Gr«en  be  yoar  wooda,  and  Qiir  your  flov- 

Tonr  watera  never  drumliet 
There  Simmer  flrst  nnlbuld  ber  robea, 

And  tbero  (he  langest  tarry  1 
For  there  I  look  tbe  last  (hreweel 
O"  my  sweet  Highland  Haiy. 

How  sweetly  bloom'd  tbe  gny  green  Ui^ 
~       rich  the  bawtbom's  blossom. 

As,  underneath  their  fragrant  ebsde, 
daap'd  ber  to  my  bosom  1 

The  Rolden  boon,  on  angel  wlnga. 
Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie : 

For  dear  to  me  aa  light  and  lift 
Was  my  sweet  Bigblaid  Mary, 

1VI'  mony  a  vow,  and  lock'd  embrace, 
Onr  parting  was  to'  tender; 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again. 
We  tore  onrsels  asunder; 
;  But,  O,  (fell  Death's  untimely  fToat. 
That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early  I  — 
>  Now  green's  tbe  sod  and  eanld's  iIib  dlf 
That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary  I 

0>  pale,  pale  now  tbose  rosy  lips 

I  aft  bae  klss'd  so  fondly  I 
And  dosed  ibr  aye  tbe  sparkling  glance 

Tbat  dwelt  on  me  sac  kindly  1 


T   Supposed  to  have  b 
he  eve  of  tbepoelfa  hitei     .  .  __ 
br  the  West  Indies.    ItwlUofcc 


allowing  all  refkr  lo  the  as 


And  moaldorlng  now  in  sHont  dost 
That  heut  Uial  lo'ed  me  dearlf , - 

Bat  Btill  within  m;  lioBom'a  core 
Sball  live  mr  Highland  HaiTl' 

TO  HABT  IN  HBATES.* 


ae—Deathr^CB 


in  Cook. 


Taocr  liugoring  bUi,  with  legMniiigraj, 
That  loT'at  to  greel  (he  early  mom, 
Ag&iu  than  osbei'st  In  (be  day 
lly  Uary  ttota  my  «oiil  waa  lorn. 
O  Haiyt  dear  departed  ahade  I 
Whcra  19  tliy  place  of  bliaeful  itui 
Eceet  thon  thy  loycr  lowly  laidf 
Hooi'Bt  thon  the  groaoa  that  vend  hia 

.   That  sacred  hoDi  can  I  forgot? 
Can  1  fbrget  (ho  hallow'd  groie, 
Where  h;  the  winding:  Ayr  we  met, 
To  live  one  day  of  parting  love? 
Eternity  will  not  etGwe 
Those  reconla  dear  ot  transports  put,  — 
Thy  image  at  onr  Inst  embiace ; 
Ahl  UtUe  Itaouxht  we  'twaa  oar  laatl 


The  (TaE'^nt  birch,  and  hawthorn  boar, 

8  HoTT  Campbell,  the  Insplrer  of  thia 
moat  tender  and  affecting  aong,  died  sud- 
denly of  a  malignant  l^er.  at  Greenock, 
In  lisa.  It  is  eald,  OB  nod  aulhonty, 
that,  "beCire  the  "last  ihrewell,'  com. 

' '-  "--  toBg  otHigUand  Mary, 

overs  nllgfaled  mutual 
iglog  Sillies,  stood,  with 


imoruKd  in 
was  taken,  tl .   _. 
fiaiih.  and,  exchanging 

up  I 


much  beauly  and  puthns.  was  thimC^p. 
bell-Town,  In  Argylc-ehire,  and  lived 
some  time  as  narseTy.maid  In  the  flunily 
of  Gavin  Hamilton,  the  poet's  Mend  and 
patron.   The  song  appears  to  have  ' 


ly  of  Uar7'8  death,  the  poet  was  so  agi- 
tated, that  he  retired  Rom  his  lamlly, 
then  llTlng  at  Ellialnnd,  and  wandered  on 
the  banks  of  the  Nilh  and  about  the  fhmi- 
yacd  nearly  the  whole  night,  and  atlcngth 


Twined   amorous  round   the   raptured 

The  flowers  sprang  wanton  to  be  prcst. 
The  birda  sang  love  on  every  spray, 
Till  too,  too  soon  the  glowing  West 
Froclaim'd  the  speed  of  wlngM  day. 

Still  o'er  iheae  bcenes  my  memory  ivakea, 
AadlbDdly  broods  with  miser  care; 
Time  but  th'  ImpreBsioQ  deeper  makes. 
As  stnuuns  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
Uy  Mary,  dear  departad  ahade  I 
Where  la  thy  place  of  bllssftil  rcat? 
Seest  thou  tby  lover  lowly  laid? 
Hear'at  thon  the  groana  that  rend  his 


BTAN  BANKS. 
Tone— Savauma  IMiA. 
Slow  spreads  the  gloom  my  bouI  desires; 
The  Sim  &om  India's  shore  retlrea : 
To  Evan  Banks,  with  lemperata  ray. 
Homo  of  my  youth,  he  leads  the  day. 

0>  banks  to  me  forever  dear! 
O,  Btream  whose  murmors  still  I  heart 
All,  aU  my  hopes  of  bliss  reside 
Where  Evan  mingles  with  the  Clyde. 

And  she,  in  aimple  bean^  dreat, 

le  Image  Lvea  within  my  brcaet; 
Who,  trembling,  heard  my  parting  sigh. 
And  long  pursued  me  with  her  eye;  — 

Does  she,  with  heurt  unchanged  aa  mine. 
Oft  in  the  vocal  bowers  recline? 
Or,  where  yon  grot  o'erhangs  the  tide, 
Hnse  while  the  Evan  seeka  the  Clyde? 

To  lofty  banks  that  Evan  bound. 
Ye  lavish  woods  that  wave  around, 
And  o'er  the  Etrcam  yourshadons  throw. 
Which  sweetly  winds  so  Uur  below ; 

What  secret  chnrm  to  memory  brings 
All  that  on  Evan'e  border  springa? 
Sweet  banksl  yo  bloom  by  Mary's  side: 


Can  all  the  wealth-ef  India's  coast 
Atone  for  years  In  absence  lost? 
B«tDrn,  ye  moments  of  delight; 
With  richer  treasures  bleea  my  slghtt 


t.i(KH^ie 


602  s< 

Bwlft  nrom  tbU  deMTt  M  ma  put, 
Ad4  Oy  to  meet  a  kindred  MutI 
Nor  more  ro«T  nnght  my  *tep*  dM^ 
From  that  deu  itRUi  wbich  Imn  i 
aydB." 

THE  BAXS3  Of  DOOK. 
Tb  floirei?  banks  o'  bomiie  Dootii 

How  can  ye  btoom  ue  ftlr; 
Doircui  ro  cbant,  je  little  blrdi. 

And  I  lae  fn'  o'  caief 
Tlioall  br«*k  my  Iwut,  tboo  boBBl*  biid, 

TbU  alnga  upon  Qie  baoftii 
^OQ  mlada  me  o*  the  hAppj  dftja 

iriien  my  Omae  ln»o  waa  true. 
Tbonll  bieakmy  heart,  thooboniile  bl 

Thatsinga  baaide  thy  matt; 
For  MB  I  aat.  Bad  aae  I  fOtg, 

And  wist  uB  o>  my  Atte. 
AH  bae  I  roved  by  bonnle  Doon, 

To  aee  Che  woodbine  twine, 
And  Ilka  bird  aans  o'  Ita  Iotc  ; 

And  aae  did  I  o>  mine. 
Wl'  Ughtaome  heart  t  ^V  K  toaa 

Fnc  off  Its  tboniy  tree : 
And  my  fliaM!  luver  ataw  ttie  hmb, 

Bdtleft  tbe  Ihom  wl'  me. 

JOHN  ANDEBSOM,  HT  JO. 
Time — JoAr  Andemm,  aqr  io. 
JORH  ANDBBSON,  mf  Jo,  Jo)^ 

When  we  were  flret  acqaenCT 
Tour  locks  were  like  tha  Huven, 

Tom:  bonnio  brow  waa  brent ; 
Sat  DOW  joar  brow  is  beld,  Jobn, 

TonrlookBHToiike  thoinaw: 


Jolm  AndMSOD,  my]o. 
John  ADderaon.  my  jo,  John. 

We  clamb  tbe  bill  theglther; 
And  monle  a  canty  day,  John, 

We've  Iiad  wi'  ane  anlttaer: 
Kow  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 

But  hand  In  hand  we'll  bo; 
And  alocp  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Andereon,  my  Jo. 


10  In  thlB  eximialle  aong  ibe  poet  li 
■glnes  blmaeif  In  India;  — '  "•■-  -"■"'• 
to  Mary  ,*"  "^-"-n  *=  - 


Thb  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  »««■, 
Tlie  flowers  deou  j'rt  on  Catrfne  lea, 
Kao  layerock  aaag  on  hilktct  Ereeo. 
Bnt  natare  aicken'd  on  tbo  c'o. 
Through  Oded  groTOa  Maria  mag, 
Herael'  In  beaety's  blocn)  tlic  wbile, 
And  aye  tbe  wild-wood  ecboes  ran^ 
Farew«el  tlie  braea  »'  BnHochmylDl 
Low  in  your  wintry  boda,  ya  aoweia. 
Again  ye^l  flodrl^  ftcah  and  t^; 
Te  birdlea  i-amh,  In  witfaeting  bowen. 
Again  ytfU  ohann  the  rooal  air. 
Bntbere,klaal  fbrmenaom^r 
Bbalt  Mtdie  Charm  or  floweivt  amile; 
Fareweel  the  bonnlo  bants  <a  AyrI 
Faieweel,  [kreweel,  sweet  BaHochinyicI' 

H<WH3T  FOVBBTT. 
Tom — nr  a>  (ta  t  Rirf  a*  (IMrt. 
i  there,  for  honest  poverty. 
'PbM  bauga  bis  head,  lud  a'  thatT 
The  coward-slave,  we  pass  Um  by, 

we  dare  be  poor  (br  a'  tbatt 
For  a'  tl»t^  and  a'  tliat, 

all's  obscure,  and  a'  Oat; 

ik  is  but  tbe  gnlnea-atamp, 

lan'B  tbe  gowd  fbr  a'  that. 

WiMt  Ibeocb  m  haoMly  Hue  we  dina, 

Wear  bodden  grey,  and  a' that ; 
Gie  toalt  their  ailks,  and  biaves  Uieir 
A  man's  a  man  tot  a'  that  I  (irim 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

nnir  tinsel  alMW,  anda'tliat; 
THe  honeal  mM,  Uwngfa  e*r  aae  paw, 

la  Ung  0'  men  tor  a'  that, 
Te  sM  yoD  hirlle,  csM  a  lonl, 

Wha  struts,  and  stares,  and  a'  tliat; 
Though  hiUdicds  woraUp  at  hla  word. 

He's  bnt  a  coof  for  a*  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that: 
His  riband,  star,  and  a'  Unt, 
he  man  of  independent  mind. 
He  looks  and  langbe  at  a'  that. 


I  Heaven  ia  exceedingly  pa-' 


1  UissMartn  Whttefbecd,  eldest  dangb- 
ter  or  Sir  John  WhUclbonl,  tf— ■■"  "--■ 
ins  of  «ii«  sweC ''-' 

aa  a  bieweU  to 


eonRt  whi 

jielbmUy 


.oogie 


But  HI  boneit  m&a'i  aboon  hli  mighty 

Gold  (blth,  he  muDniialk'  UuUI 
For  B'  that,  uiil  a*  that. 

Their  Ulgnlties,  and  a'  that, 
llie  pitt  a'  BcnM  and  prids  o*  irolth 

Are  higher  ranks  than  a'  that. 
Then  let  us  pra;  tbatcome  it  uafi 

As  como  It  iTill  far  a'  that. 
That  sanBe  and  worth,  o'er  a'  Hie  BwOt, 

Maj  bear  Hke  grce,  aod  a' that: 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  Uiat, 

It's  c«mlns  yet,  fbr  a'  that, 
That  man  to  man,  the  waHd  o'er, 

Slmll  brother*  be  Ihr  a'  Uat. 


Where  Camm[na  aoce  had  high  tota. 

When  Bhalt  I  see  that  htaioai!*d  land, 
That  wlndiDft  itream  I  tore  >o  dear? 
Most  wajrirard  Fortnne'B  adverse  hand 
For  ever,  ever  ke«p  me  here? 
Hew  lovely,  NlCh,  thy  lyaicful  vales, 
Wliere  spreading  hawthorns  sally  bloomi 
How  sweetly  wind  thy  sloping  dales. 
Where    lambkiDi   wanlon    through   the 

bnMMnl 
Though  wandering  now  must  be  my  doom, 
Far  flrom  thy  bonole  banks  and  braes. 
May  there  my  latest  hooK  eDnsnmc. 
Amot^  the  Meuds  of  earl;  days  I 


LOGAN  BRASS. 
TaBV— Lagan  WUtr, 
O I/OOAK,  swe«tly  didst  (hon  glide 
That  day  I  was  my  Willie's  bride ; 
And  years  sinsyne  has  o'er  us  mn, 
Like  Lognn  to  the  simmer  son. 
But  DOW  Uiy  flowery  Iranks  appear 
Like  drumlia  Winter,  dark  and  drear. 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  fhca  his  fitea, 
Far,  Cir  fine  me  and  Logan  braes. 
A«ain  the  merry  month  o'  Hay 
Hai  made  our  hilli  and  vaHeya  gay  i 
The  bird*  rejoica  In  leaiy  bowers,     [nra : 
The  beei  hnn  imud  the  biMUdng  Hair- 


Blithe  Uorolng  llfti  hii  tm/  eye, 
And  Evening's  teari  ar«  tears  la  Joy; 
Uy  aonl.  dellghtlees,  a'  sitrTeys, 
While  WilUe'H  fkr  ttae  Logan  hmea. 
Within  yonr  mllk-wblte  hawtbarn  budi. 

Iff  iict  neatlinsH  Bita  the  thrush  1 
Her  Aithfa'  moto  will  share  her  toil. 
Or  Wi'  hia  song  her  cares  bc^lD : 
But  I  wi'  By  sweet  nnrsllugs  here, 
Nae  mate  to  iKlp.  nse  male  to  clteer. 


O,  wae  upon  you,  men  o'  State. 

That  bielhrcn  rouse  to  deadly  hate ! 

Asy 

Saei 

nay  it  on  your  lioa<lB  return  1 

How 

can  yonr  flinty  hoarta  enjoy 

widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry? 

Bat 

loun  may  peaioe  bring  happy  days 

And 

I  DO  OONTBSS  THOU  AST  SAB 
FAia 
Tone  -Ida  ton/ai  Uoa  art  jm/nir, 
DO  couEMs  than  art  bbq  fhir, 
wad  been  «'or  the  luga  la  love, 
tad  I  na  Ibnud  Iho  alighteet  prayer 
That  llpa  eonld  speak  Oif  heart  eonid 

tbea  EWMt,  but  And 
Thoa  art  sm  thriaiSH  o'  thy  sweets. 
Thy  IhTonrs  are  the  silly  wbid, 

Thatkl         


See  yonder 

■oseb 

ml.  rich  In  dew, 

Amangltan 

ativc 

briers  ana  coy: 

line 

ilsaceotandhue 

Wlien  pn'd 

ndw 

Sic  ate,  ere 

Umg 

shall  theo  beUile;    - 

Though  tho 

may  gaily  Uoom  awhilg 

Vet  Hone  thou  shall  be  tbrown  asldo 

Llkeonyooi 

mm™ 

wood  and  Tile. 

BESS  AMD  BEE  SPINS  iJJG-WHEBL. 

Tunc—  The  siceil  lata  that  Wu  me. 
O,  LEEZB  mo  on  my  spbining.wheel. 


While  lalgh  descends  tho  simmer  Sun, 
Blest  wl'  content,  nud  milk  and  meil,-> 
O,  Icezd  me  QD  my  splpoiiig-wbeall 


i.i(KH^ie 


On  ilka  hand  the'  bnmlei  trot. 
And  meetlwlDiT  my  Uwekitoot; 
The  scCDtea  biik  and  hBvthani  white 
AcroM  the  pool  [heir  omui  unite, 

And  littto  fishes'  caller  real ; 
The  Son  hlliita  kindly  In  the  biel', 
Wbere  bUlbe  I  Cora  my  Bplnn  log-wheel. 
On  loftr  Blk«  the  cnshata  wall. 
And  echo  COM  the  dcwltta'  tale; 
The  liaMhiua  la  the  buel  bnie*, 
DellghCed,  rlTul  ithcr>s  Uj-a : 
Tbe  croik  among  Ibe  clorei  hay. 
The  paitrick  wMiria'  o'er  the  ley. 
The  Ewallaw  Jlnkln'  round  my  ablel, 
AmoK  me  at  my  apinnlng-wbeel. 

Wi'  ma'  to  eell,  and  leu  to  buy, 
Aboon  dJsBress,  below  envy, 
O,  wba  wad  leare  Ibla  homble  Btata 
For  a'  tbepiideof  a'lhegceat? 
Amid  their  Oaring,  Idle  toys. 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dlusomo  Joy^ 
Can  tbey  tbe  peace  and  pleainre  feel 
Of  Beaey  at  ber  spinning-whOBl? 


COUNTBT  LASSIE, 
Tone  —  TTts  Owntry  Lou. 
Ik  Simmer,  when  tbe  hay  was  mawn. 
And  com  wared  green  In  Ilka  Held, 
While  claverbioomiiwhite  o'er  the  lea. 
And  roges  blaw  in  ilka  blcld ; 
mitbe  Beaele,  in  the  milking  ahiel, 
Sayfc  "I'll  bo  wert,  come  ot  what  will;" 
Ont»pak<  n  dame  In  minhled  eild, 
"  O*  guid 


It'e  ya  liae  wooers  monie  ane. 
And,  lassie,  ye'm  bat  yonng,  ye  ken; 
Tben  wait  a  wee,  and  cane  le  wale 
A  ronthie  butt,  a  rontLle  lien : 
There's  Jofanle  o'  the  BaaUe^glena 
Fu'la  hie  bam,  lb' U  his  byre; 
Tak'  this  Itae  mo,  my  bonnie  ben, 
IVs  planly  beets  Uia  Iotbi's  fire." 

"  For  Johnnie  o*  tbe  Boekie-Blen, 
I  dinna  cue  a  single  die; 
He  loies  aae  wed  bla  cr^M  and  kye. 
Be  bas  nae  luTe  to  spare  Ibr  ma : 
But  bUthe's  the  blink  o>  Boble-s  e%. 
And  weel  I  wat  ho  10*68  me  dear; 
Ae  blink  o'  him  I  wad  mia  gle 
For  Bu>ki»glen  and  a'  his  geut." 


yil!." 


The  canniest  gate,  tbe  strife  ia  sail : 
Bat  ayi!  fu*  hoD'I  Is  tbchtin'  best, 
A  hnngry  care's  an  ooco  care ; 
But  some  will  spend,  and  Bomonille; 
An'  n  illb'  folk  niDUD  bae  their  will ; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair, 
Keep  mind  that  ye  muDn  drink 
"  O,  gear  will  bny  me  rigs  o'  land, 
And  gear  will  buy  me  slieep  and  kye; 
Bnt  the  tender  bcart  ii'  leeaome  Inye, 
The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy : 
We  may  be  poor, — Bobie  and  1; 
Light  la  tbe  bnrden  luve  lays  on; 
Conlent  and  iDrt-  bring  peace  and  joy,— 
What  mair  bae  qneens  npon  a  Ihroue?" 

THE  LASS  OF  BALLOCHMLTS. 
Tnne  —  Ma  Foria'i  FaroDtll  to  Baif. 
TwAS  even, — tbe  dewy  fields  were  ereea; 
On  every  blade  the  pearls  did  hang ; 
The  zephyrs  wanton'd  ronnd  the  bean, 
And  bore  its  IhigraDt  sweets  alaog ; 
In  every  glen  the  moTia  sang. 
All  Nature  listening  sccm'd  tbe  while, 
Kxcept  where  greenwood  echoc  j  nuig, 
Amang  the  braes  o'  Balloidunyle. 
With  careless  step  I  onward  atray'd. 
My  heart  rejoiced  in  Naturu'fl  Joy, 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  glndc, 
A  maiden  fiiir  I  chanced  lo  spy 
Her  look  was  like  the  moming'e 
Her  air  like  Nature's  vernal  smile. 
Perfection  whlspcr'd,  paaBing  by. 
Behold  the  laea  o'  Ballocbmylet 

F^T  Is  the  mom  In  flowery  Hay, 
And  sweet  is  nigbt  In  Autumn  mild ; 
When  roving  through  the  eatden  gay. 
Or  wandering  in  the  lonely  wild : 
Bat  Woman,  Nature's  darli:ig  child! 
There  all  her  diarma  she  does  compile; 
Ev'n  there  her  other  woriis  are  ibird 
By  the  bonnie  lass  o'  BaUochmylc. 

Ol  bad  she  been  a  country  maid. 
And  I  the  happy  country  swain, 
Tbongh  shelter'd  In  tlic  lowest  shed 

Tbrongh  w«ary  Winter's  wind  and  nin 
With  Joy.  with  rapture  I  would  loil; 
And  nigbUy  to  my  boaom  atrala 
Hw  bonnta  laas  0*  BoUoobnylel 


eye. 


nwn  pride  idght  climb  the  dlppCTyteepi 
Where  Anw  and  bonoon  tattj  shlae ; 
And  thlnt  of  eo'd  might  lempt  Ihe  deep. 
Or  doiirnward  leck  the  Indian  mine; 
Give  me  ths  Cot  bcloir  the  plu, 
Ta  teail  the  docks,  or  till  the  Mil, 
Ami  orery  da;  hsvn  joya  divine 
With  the  bonnlo  law  o*  BaUoduDfle.' 


liy  my  early  walk 
Adonn  ACorn-enclosM  bawk. 
Sac  gi'ntl)'  bent  Its  thorn;  stalk. 

All  on  a  dew;  morning. 
Ere  twice  the  BhaiFS  d*  dawn  are  fled. 
In  a'  IC9  cHmnon  glnr;  spread. 
And  drooping  rirh  tho  dewy  head. 

It  nceoCs  the  carl;  morning. 
Within  the  bnsh.  hrr  covert  nett 
A  liule  linnet  tbndl;  prcBt; 
The  dew  lat  chilly  on  her  breast 

Sac  early  In  the  nornlng. 
She  soon  ahnll  see  her  lender  bn>Od, 
The  piiiic,  the  pleasure  o^  the  wood, 
Amang  th;  ftesh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 

Anake  the  earl;  morning, 
So  thon,  dear  bird,  young  Jean;  iUrt 
On  trembling  Airing,  or  vocal  air. 
Shall  sweetly  pny  the  lender  rare 

That  tenils  thy  early  morning. 

Shalt  liesuteou*  blme  upon  Ihe  day. 

And  Mesa  tho  parent'e  evening  ray. 

That  wBtch'd  thy  early  morning. 


3   The  heroine  or  IhlB  sour 

WIthelmlna  Alexander,  whose  brother, 
Cland  Alexander,  Esq.,  bad  latel;  be- 
como  the  on-ner  of  Ballochraylc-     One 

J n  jij^j.  iigj.  ijfonioi- 

I  of  the  place,  the 

a  distinguished  by 

— j>n  and  mind,  was 

e  braes,  when  she  en- 

., looking  naut.  In  msUe 

nppcnrcd  to  be  musing,  wiUi 

his  snoolder  leaning  against  one  of  Uie 
treee.  As  the  evening  waa  Ihr  advanced, 
ami  (he  cncoanlcr  very  sudden,  she  was 
ehirtled.  but  soon  lecoveied  heraelf,  and 
paascfl  on.  Soma  months  aflerwords, 
this  song  waa  enckued  to  her  In  a  letter 
Dwrn  the  poet   Itlssald  thatatllntjhe 


every  grace  of  person  and  mind,  was 

waiting  along  the  brar-    — >—   -■■ 

conntered  a  pTaln-lookli 


Ur  Cldori*.  matk  how  green  the  grevee. 

The  primroae  banks  how  fiilr; 
The  balm;  galea  awake  Iho  flowers, 

Aad  wave  th;  flaxen  hitlr. 
The  laverock  shuns  tho  palace  ga;, 

And  o'er  the  cottage  sings ; 
For  Nature  smiles  ae  sweet,  I  ween. 

To  shepherds  aa  to  kinga. 
t>etmlnMrels  sweep  the  skllfti'  string 

In  lordl;  lighted  ha' ; 
The  shepherd  stops  bla  simple  reed, 

Btilhe,  in  the  birken  shaw.    , 
The  prinoel;  tevel  ma;  snrvey 

Car  mstio  dance  wi'  scorn  1 
But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  onrs 

Beneath  (he  milk-white  thorn? 
The  shepherd.  In  Ihe  Dowerv  glen. 

In  shepherd's  phrase  will  woo : 
The  courtier  tells  a  flner  tale, 

lis  his  heart  aatme? 
These  wild-wooil  BowcrsI'Tepu'd.todeck 

That  spotless  breas(  o'  thine ; 
The  courtier's  gems  mny  wltncsa  love,— 


Taim— Mia  Admiral  Oordon't  SlTaOi^es- 
Op  a'  the  oirts  Iho  wind  can  btaw, 

dearly  like  tlie  west, 
For  there  the  bonnio  l^ale  lives, 

I  lassie  Ilo'c  bcsC^ 
There  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivers  row. 

And  mon;  a  hill  bctwceti ; 
Hot  day  and  night  m;  Auic;'s  flight 

BVer  wr  m;  Jean. 

her  In  the  dew;  flowers, 

le  her  sweet  and  fnir; 
I  hear  her  In  the  tancfu'  birds, 

hear  her  (harm  the  air : 
There's  not  a  bonnle  Bower  ttant  springs 

fountain,  ahaw,  or  green, 

•fa  not  a  bonnle  bird  that  sings, 

i  minds  meo'm;  Jean. 
Upon  Ihe  banks  o'  flotcing  Cl;de 

The  lasses  bosk  them  bran- ; 
But  when  their  best  tho;  Liao  put  on, 

Jeanuio  dings  them  a' ; 


.oogie 


In  hamel7  weed*  (be  to  ciMede 

Tho  fairest  o'  the  loim; 
Balth  sago  and  gtj  conftea  It  ue, 

Though  dKBB'iI  in  nigaet  gowu. 
The  gamesome  lanb,  Ibat  anckl  lU  dan, 

Uair  hUTinlega  caaoa  be : 
She  bas  nao  but,  (if  bIc  ye  cat). 

Except  her  loTO  Ibr  me : 
The  sparkling  deir,  o'  rlearest  hoe, 

la  like  her  shining  e'en ; 
Id  (hape  and  air  oane  oan  eunptm 

Wi'  m J  aweet  loTel j  Jean. 
0,  blav  70  westlln  vlnds.  blaw  uA 

Amang  tbe  leafy  trees, 
Wl>  balmy  gale,  fn«  hiu  and  date 

Bring  bame  tbe  laden  bemi 
And  bring  tha  laasie  b«ok  la  ua 

That's  aye  tie  D«at  and  olwn: 
Ae  smile  0'  her  wad  banish  care, 

8ae  channiDg  Is  my  Jean. 
What  sighs  and  y< 

Hao  pnsB'd  atween  us  tWAl 
How  Dmd  (0  meet,  how  woe  to  part, 

T*at  night  she  gaed  awaP 
The  Powera  olioon  can  only  ken. 

To  whom  the  heart  Is  seen. 
That  nane  can  be  sae  dear  to  me 

As  my  sweet  lovelf  Jean  I  * 

AE  FO!JD  JOSS. 
Tune  —  Itory  DoWn  Fori. 
Ae  fond  kiiB,  Knd  then  we  seTer^ 
Ae  l^rencll.  and  IbOD.  for  ever  I 
Deep  In  heart-wmng  Mars  I'll  pledge  thee, 
Warring  sigha  and  groans  ni  wage  thee. 
Who  ahull  say  that  Fortune  griercs  him, 
White  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him? 
Me,  naccheerAi' twinkle  lights  Die; 
Dark  deBpair  around  benights  me. 

I'll  ne'er  blame  my  partial  flui(9-( 
Nothing  could  resist  my  Nanoyj 
Sut  to  see  her  va«  to  loTe  her; 
Lore  but  her,  and  love  for  oyer. 
Bad  we  never  loved  aae  kindly. 
Had  ne  never  loved  sae  blindly. 

t  Tho  Jean, wholshoreBOGharmlngly 
eelebmtcd.wiis  Jean  AiTuour.  Ill]  ahohe. 
oarao  Mrs.  Bums.  The  poet  archly  In. 
forms  iiatlinttlio  song  was  written  "dur- 
ing the  honey-moon.'*^  Tho  grace  of  sim- 
ple rund  lienaty  and  pure  Innoecnco  has 
nOTor  been  more  Mlcltonsly  expressed. 


Fare  thccweel,  tboaflistandfhlrcBtf 
Fare  thee  wecl.  (hou  best  ami  dearesti 
Thine  be  Ilka  Joy  and  trcasare, 
I'eace,  eiijoyment.  lore,  and  pleaamql 
AeDtnd  kiss,  and  then  we  sever; 
Ae  (hrewell,  alaa  I  for  ever  I 
Deep  labcart-wmnglearB  111  pledge  tb«e, 
Wwring  slflu  aadgroans  I'll  wace  (bee  I* 

FAIREST  OF  TOE  FAIB. 
0  NAKcr  t  wilt  thou  go  with  me. 

Sigh  to  leave  tho  Haunting  town  ? 
Can  illenl  glecis  Iwve  charms  for  tbe% 
ThalQwly  cot  and  russet  gonn? 
No  longer  dnist  in  silken  sheen. 
No  longer  dech'd  with  Jewels  mre. 
Say,  canst  thou  quit  «ach  courtly  acan4 
Where  thou  wert  fiiirest  of  Uie  Stir? 
O  Nancy  1  when  thou'rt  fer  awsy. 
Wilt  thou  not  caet  a  wish  behind  7 
Say,  eonst  Ihou  £icc  the  parching  ray. 
Nor  shrink  before  the  wintry  wind  ? 
O,  can  that  soft  and  gentle  mien 
Extremes  of  hardship  learn  lo  bear; 
Nor,  sad,  regt«t  each  courtly  Scene, 
Where  then  wert  forest  of  the  fUr? 
ONancyl  canst  thou  love  ao  true. 
Through  perils  keen  with  me  to  go, 
Or,  when  thy  swain  miahap  shall  mc^ 
To  share  with  him  the  pang  ot  woeP 
Say,  ahould  disease  or  pain  beftOl, 
Wilt  thou  assume  the  nurse's  care. 
Nor,  wlstital,  those  gay  scenes  recall 
Where  than  weit  fiiirest  of  the  I^ir? 
And  when  M  last  Uty  love  shall  die, 

receive  hia  parting  breathf 
Wilt  then  represa  each  Htnireling  sl^ 
And  cheer  with  amileJ  tho  bed  of  deathf 
'Kin  o'er  his  brcuthiess  clay 
ers,  and  drap  tlio  tender  (ear, 
^ret  tbose  soouea  so  gay 
Where  then  wert  fldreat  or  Qie  lUrr  • 

a   Th«M  exquisitely  aOsetlug  stancn* 


partly  for  ita  own  soke,  lint  mainS'he- 
^n.aTtnn..  .It  it  An^n  OS  "perhaps  flie 
I  baUod   bi  &«  EngUall 


i.i(KH^ie 


OLOSSARY 
car  eco'TTisH  -worx>8  ami>  phrases. 


-*'. 

AU.                         [w.y 

B«n, 

[Dlo|]iespcDce,orl>w. 

-*Wff*. 

Ba<M:,uide,OD(arUio 

Besom, 

A  broom.              [lour. 

^fcrmd, 

AbroaJ.  In  sigbt 

Beut, 

Abook. 

^treal, 

Inbrewltb. 

JJeuMtbikw 

(Tj 

Abooti, 

A  bore.  Dp. 

pictured. 

Cards. 

Acquit. 

Bicien^ 

Huriyiog. 

One 

m4U,ottiee, 

A  shelter. 

4f. 

Off. 

it*™. 

WelliPlentlfUllr. 

^JT-W. 

Off-hand,  eslempora. 

Bto. 

Tol»ttild. 

Afl.<irten, 

or^  oRen. 

Biggin', 

A-ffleg. 

Wronff,  owrj. 

Bill. 

Ab^)L 

AOUm, 

Perhaps. 

BOit. 

AOh 

Oak. 

Ain, 

Own. 

Btrk. 

Ahlrch-lree.     tftUow. 

Ah-, 

Ewly. 

BlrUe, 

A  coneeilc*    fomrd 

Aim, 

Iron. 

Bizt, 

AbiHUe.Ioi)UElLbb 

Airt, 

Point  or  the  COnp&M. 

am>. 

AUh, 

Oath. 

BiaUie, 

Alang, 

Along. 

BlaiHi, 

Amaitt, 

AimoiL 

Blmti. 

AbaUtuL 

An; 

And. 

BUm. 

Toblour.taboart. 

Awx, 

Once. 

BlttM, 

AbLHe.adaw. 

Ane, 

One. 

BUhm. 

AnUter, 

Another. 

BtiiUr, 

To  talk  nonacuM. 

Atltorl,' 

Athwut. 

Dita^t, 

IdU>t>lk.niu>aenaat 

Aught, 

Eight. 

BUni, 

AlUUeirhlleABOauBt. 

Arid, 

OH. 

BUni. 

TFolookldnd^.usluBa 

AuM-fiirrat, 

Sagacious,  i»aiiibl«. 

liyOta.             [iBjly. 

Ava. 

AtsH.ofalL 

Bliniin; 

SioJrklng.  loaldus  Im- 

Bluid. 

Dtood. 

Agoot, 

Beyond. 

BoddU, 

A  anuill  copper  oola. 

Ba: 

BalL 

Dodia, 

People.  peraoDB^ 

Bade. 

DeserFed,  oipeOad. 

B09U, 

AghostabubgoWi.. 

BaggU. 

Tha  bellj. 

Bamnit, 

Bandaoiac^  lovely. 

Bairn, 

A  child.         [ehlldran. 

Boom, 

Aboard. 

A   Ijrood.   s  amily  of 

Boortriei, 

EldcI^buBhei. 

Balth, 

Both. 

Bore, 

A  hide  in  A  wall. 

BaOat. 

A  ballad. 

Bob*., 

To  drink. 

Ban, 

Brat, 

AhUI-side,aslopo. 

Baru, 

Braik. 

AkiBdofbaiTow. 

Barmy, 

Yeasty. 

Bratndg^ 

PlnnKedforwanL 

Brat., 

Bag*. 

landlnacora-fleld. 

Brattle, 

A  Short  raeo,  a  rannlDZ. 

B-mfnt, 

Whilc-atilpcd. 

Brow, 

Btar. 

Barley. 

Bracina, 

FertL 

Dimiimtlfcofbeaat 

Brt^. 

B«t, 

TDkludle,toaddnielto. 

Bretlit, 

Brant, 

Bright,  clear. 

Seiyvt, 

By-and-hy,  pte»ently. 

Briilitt, 

Tholuwwt. 

.Goti^lc 


Brilkr. 

Brotber. 

C«!rt 

A  dunce,  a  nini^. 

«™* 

A  badger. 

Coorf, 

Uutuir. 

BTogae, 

Atrtck. 

Cootit. 

AkllcUoiiiUsb. 

£noK. 

A  weddiiix-nKW. 

Con. 

BtMgh, 

Aboroocli. 

COTH'I, 

BrymtUme. 

ColUr, 

Adxclterlaacdttasa. 

ih*^, 

Smmff-bnllt. 

COW. 

Cower,  lot  dovD. 

Bfm. 

To  turn. 

c™^. 

Bun*. 

Bmmmia, 

HnnuDiug. 

CnUa, 

CnbliHl.  OoifoL 

BurdteM, 

DlmiDBUTQOfldrdt. 

Crack, 

Atalk,»couvorsutl™». 

Sun. 

Bora,  ewried. 

Crack. 

To  converse,  to  boast. 

Bum. 

Al>rook,arlTiikit. 

CrtUk, 

Tlwcora-rail,abInL 

Butk, 

Khynics. 

BM. 

Craaraml,, 

Hour-IJosU 

**«, 

Aboeblve. 

Crap, 

(Jrop.               [ofacocfc. 

Br*, 

A  oow-houae. 

cv™. 

A  rook.    Also  Ittc  crow 

W. 

TocaU. 

Cr«i, 

A  basket;  b<inacn4 

0.dg«; 

Cr«.hU. 

Gi-oasy-        [bocnaed. 

CaiTi. 

AUnker. 

Crood. 

TQCoo.asadovo. 

Cairn, 

A  kMMe  beop  oT  atoiuiL 

Croon, 

ihuUowmoan. 

Oman, 

A  boy. 

Cr«mlHg. 

CalUr. 

BoDDd,  rofteahlng. 

Cnute, 

Ca«nfe. 

CrovUnf, 

Crawling. 

OoMe, 

Cbeerful.  merry. 

Coddle. 

To  clasp,  to  caress. 

a«arafp. 

Commock. 

A  stair  wttb  a  crooked 

a^^Mant. 

A  oopo-stanc.  the  laM 

bead. 

stone  of  sboUdiDs. 

CurpU, 

Tlio  cnippcr,  Uw  stcra. 

C«rl*em^ 

Tbemaleheinp-BtKlk. 

Cttrtot. 

The  dove,  or  wood  plg- 

Carthi, 

AllODtDldWOIMII. 

CM*lf, 

Sbort.                       [eon. 

CarM. 

Cardi. 

Dois-f, 

aoM. 

Dqfin; 

Sport.  men1nient.[aed. 

Gmp. 

A  cup. 

ftV>. 

Merry,  BiiWy,  Iboli^ 

ChanUr, 

AdroeeofnUwidpe. 

mad. 

ChVM't.. 

A  pedlar. 

Daimen. 

Ban,  now  and  tbon. 

cua. 

Ayonngtellow. 

Donned, 

c*™. 

Toobsv. 

Daur, 

To  dure. 

ClatM. 

Daurg.  or  Amri,  A  day's  nort. 

ClarUI. 

Wrote,  written. 

Oatrttf, 

Fondled,  petted. 

Ctert, 

Idle  talea,  «ucb  aa  are 

Dead, 

Death. 

iDTOgneiKtfaaUiue. 

Dtil, 

Doril. 

ClmwW. 

LatdboldoteeUed. 

O-eriBfc 

Claeer, 

Mnff, 

To  worst,  to  excel. 

Clav«r$, 

Idloslcrlee. 

Dinn™. 

Do  not. 

CUM. 

To  icrnlcb. 

Dtrl, 

ToBbakQ,totreinl>la. 

CUeO. 

TooloUffi. 

D*wo«. 

Do«enB,th«tU,tast. 

CtaW, 

Can^t,  Bualchod. 

ZJowte, 

Hl-cbiovou*.        [<uBiL 

Ciud, 

Aolaad. 

Dool. 

Sorrow:  t^  dool,  la. 

mfc, 

AflAine-boat. 

DMkM, 

Grave,  sober,  wlae. 

o^ 

Bongbt.                   [nrc. 

Ooi* 

Fithless.  Iboble. 

Cog. 

AwooilouOisboimeui- 

Zto»fe. 

Griaved,spirlUcits,baie 

Coaa.«rC,a, 

Kjie,  a  district  in  Ayr- 

asleep. 

d™., 

Can.  to  be  able. 

Coat. 

Acountnrcnr.    (Ingly. 

l>r<«W, 

Diminutive  or  drop. 

GmxKV. 

Ti>  attend,  to  escort  lor- 

Oreeptaff, 

Cood, 

Tbecud. 

DrOak. 

Tedious,  long  abuuliL 

GLOBSAKT. 

609 

IUvddim, 

The  bi'eech,  the  »lom. 

FHngiu'-tTtt, 

A  Bail. 

EtoopiDgultlionimp. 

FIM-U. 

Fretted. 

J>rou/&, 

Thlrat. 

Ftuatit, 

A  liveried  iwrvant. 

I>rucken, 

Drunken. 

Fuss-Hf. 

Anor-grass. 

Drumlg, 

Muddy. 

Foord, 

J>«ft, 

Apool.orBauOlpond. 

Forbtar; 

ForefiiChcrg. 

DuMit, 

Bagged. 

Forb,€, 

BcBidca. 

Tttdt, 

Kogi,  cloOiBB.       [ram. 

Fatigued. 

DmUt, 

Purttea  oi-  bottol  by  a 

Forgcthtr, 

£■«, 

ForjMH. 

Jadod,  used  up. 

E-ea, 

KTeiriog. 

Forrlt. 

Forward. 

Sen, 

Theej-cs;  eTening. 

FCH. 

Di-unli. 

Eerit, 

Frightlu].  BprlghWd. 

Fov. 

A  mcaBuro,  a  bUi^boU 

Juiunlail,8hoBMia. 

«™. 

From. 

EOd, 
EBMCk, 

Oldngo- 

Tll8<ill»».              [vi»h. 

Fa; 

Fk'-ltanl, 

Eblrich, 

Ghaetly,  MgliUul,   ol- 

jyj*. 

i:«aigh. 

Euoogb. 

On*. 

EttU, 

OMd, 

Eydaa, 

lHligaut. 

Gaen, 

Fa; 

ABiU.alol;totiUl. 

Oang, 

Faiket, 

Eluuscl.Jetoir. 

Gape, 

To  gaap.               trotoj. 

Faiit, 

Foud,  glud. 

0«r, 

To  m.-ilcc,  lo  laiuto,  to 

Fairm', 

A   Towanl.   n    present 

dart. 

Uade,  caufed. 

brongUt  tnna  a  fiOr. 

Gate, 

Fand, 

Found.           [tOTVony. 

Gann, 

Uobig. 

Faih, 

To  caro,  to  ba  wonied, 

Oath, 

Troubled,  vexed,  [day. 

Gal. 

Manio  ior  Shrovo  TuBfc 

Gaufio; 

Au  exciseman. 

Fa-tlua. 

FaU-rOii, 

F«uaht, 

Tolr;-,  Doiittcinpt. 

Anaiit. 

Gawefa. 
OHtr, 

GhaM, 

I.-lrgC.  Jolly. 
Oooils,  property. 
A  gliost. 
To  give. 

Fame. 

Fabw. 

Gif, 

Giftie, 

aim. 

Faut, 
FatcKX^ 

Decent,  accnily. 

Diminutive  of  gift. 
To  gtln. 

To  tlglit. 
FighCiHg. 
Sh:uTi,  biting,  pimgent 

Gin. 

Tliofbce,  a  periwig. 

Ftcktln; 

FOl. 
FeMt, 

GlaOM, 
Gluizie, 
Ghv. 

liiaLlcnllve,  foolish. 
Koeii,  promjit,  ready. 

Fa-tie,  OT/erlj/ 

AM-oudor;  loironOoc; 
used  111  ecoru. 

To  peep, 
Tlie  twilight. 

ft-lgt. 

ToUdgct.              (lisht. 

Cloaer, 

To  look,  to  Blare. 

Fl<lycftt- fain. 

To  too  ill  a  lldgct  of  do. 

Cowon. 

FulLofdJsieB. 

Fidgin'-fmn, 

Tlcklcl  n-itU  ploasure. 
SmooUi.  sort. 

Gomd, 

Fler, 

All>:i>d,adevil. 
A  IVIoiid. 

Goadtn. 

tioldeu. 
ThogoldBnoh. 

l-o  bustle,  to  tarn. 

Crmth. 

Taetie,  fuvuiturc. 

Fit. 

Agroau;  logroaii. 

FLiiinol. 

Threw  Tiolentlf. 

On* 

Wept,  shed  CcarB. 

Aflcceo. 

Gret, 

To  agree;  hiatlhegret, 
bore  tLioiKibu,  that  is, 
the  victoiy. 

Fits. 
FUehieriH: 

A  Met. 
Flattering. 

'.GcKi'^le 


Omet, 

The  Booscberry. 

SoiBk, 

TodlR. 

Grutkie. 

Thrliing,  growing. 

BcmOt. 

Gaia.<,rgudt, 

Goort. 

BoKia. 

The  owl. 

Outdwffi. 

Hielress,  ludam. 

Bosie. 

Ba: 

Hnll.                 [the  hall. 

Bunder; 

Hundreda. 

Ba-BOU, 

The  large  Bible  kept  in 

Hurctte-m, 

A  hedirehog.          [per. 

if«, 

To  have,  to  take,  lo  ac. 

Burdia, 

Loin.,  hips,  the  orap- 

«pL        [gnvlock.. 

Idcer, 

A  head  of  grain. 

a<^a,. 

TempleB;  Ijwrt  *a/W>, 

nt,orabt. 

S^i«. 

Nearly,  half,  p«ly. 

IngiM. 

GeniDs,  ingenuity. 

HainV, 

Saved, spared. 

IngU, 

Fire,  llreptaco. 

Hairrt, 

Rarv«8l. 

Inglt-Outi. 

Chiraney-oomer. 

BaUk. 

Apettyoalh. 

IngUiov, 

Fire-light. 

Haivar; 

Idle  talk,  goealp. 

Pn. 

1  ehsll.  I  will. 

HaU, 

Whole,  health;,  uft. 

Other,  each  other. 

Balfomt. 

Wholcwme.          [elad. 

JoA 

A  iade,  a  giddy  yoDtlg 

Balf.,aTia, 

With  half  a  Bhirt,  half. 

7«.t. 

Toitollr.totriBo-CBirl. 

BiUm, 

A  turf  seat  oDtalda   a 

Jauntiis, 

A  journey. 

cottage  <l»or. 

Jink, 

To  dodge,  to  turn  a  cor- 

BOhl. 

Holy. 

ner;  »  quick  turn. 

Bame. 

HonM. 

jMitffduau, 

Hie  motion   of  a  dd- 

Bim'.orHaiH., 

The  band. 

dler'a  elbow. 

H"P, 

Mantle,  outer  garment. 

Jtater, 

That  turns  quickly. 

B<H>. 

JMlM, 

Dodging. 

Bam. 

Teiy  coarse  Unen. 

Jirt, 

A  Jerk;  to  Jerk. 

HoAa, 

Fellowa  who  know  not 

Jo. 

A  lorer,  a  sweetheart. 

how  to  itreas  or  aet 

Art. 

To  stoop,  to  bow  the 

with  propriety. 

head,  to  Bknik. 

HaM, 

Basteneit. 

JumOlt. 

Baud. 

To  hold. 

Kail, 

Colewort,   young  c^ 

Ba«gK 

Ayalley,  lowrichtand. 

bwe. 

Hold.  home. 

Kain. 

Fowls,  Ac,  paid  as  rent 

Bauri. 

To  drag,  to  haal. 

Kdtbuct, 

Cheese. 

Bavint, 

Xeek. 

A  peep,  a  gUttce;  to 

BawkU, 

A  whitcCBced  cow. 

peep,  to  pry  into. 

Bfopil. 

Heape.1. 

K.^aa, 

UiachietouB  a  pi  rite, 

Baaber. 

Heath. 

audfisrrieebyiklght. 

Btft. 

A  handle. 

rm. 

Tokaow.toiudontaiid. 

B«igh, 

Aplt,anabyBS. 

Kg>, 

Ttooatch. 

Beat. 

A  hook. 

SO, 

A  fleece  of  wool. 

Biuu-itattf, 

Hcller-akeller. 

Ktmma: 

A  young  girl,  a  gossip. 

Bingin; 

Hanging. 

Kirk. 

Church.             [enpper. 

Birplm, 

HobbliDg. 

Xlr», 

A  (*nm,  the   harreet 

Biilie. 

Dry,  barran. 

Kirn». 

To  christen. 

Bizae, 

AhUBsy,  ayoDiiegM. 

EUt, 

Btxut. 

A  cough.               tder. 

KittU, 

Toticklo;ticklj8h.Bkit. 

Bog-tlunalur, 

ToJOBtle  with  ttie  about. 

Knaggtt. 

Sharp-boned.        [tlsli. 

BoolitI 

Slowly!  nottooflutl 

K««ppm; 

Breaking,  cracking. 

BoOTd. 

A  hoard-,  to  hoard. 

Kiwm. 

Hottin: 

Coughing. 

Knurlin, 

Knotty,  dwarflab. 

Hitched,  tumea  hllher 

Kye. 

Cows.                 [ahir*. 

snd  thither. 

Kgie  Sttaarl, 

A  district  in  Aberde** 

Bone. 

A  doll,  a  hollow. 

Laddie. 

Diminutive  of  lad. 

Sank  ia  the  back. 

Lade, 

A  load. 

',i^.(KH^ie 
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Z«igK 

Low. 

JVaeb, 

Thethrnsh. 

IxMh. 

Ixitli,  bhwHUbk. 

Afa^m, 

Mown. 

LaOkJV, 

Buinnil,  Bheepiah. 

Mtere, 

laUati. 

Lovland. 

MtiUt, 

Much,  largo. 

Lan'. 

LsDd,  CSUM. 

Mournful.             [grtst 

iMme, 

Alone. 

Milder, 

Grain  eent  to  the  mill 

LaaOu, 

Lonely. 

To  mend,  amend,   re- 

La«g, 

Long. 

(brm.                   [iicrs 

Lap. 

Leapt,  did  leap. 

Xtnte, 

Decorum,    good    man- 

Zace. 

Otters,  the  rest 

Matin. 

A  small  dog. 

x*™™*, 

The  lark. 

Jfinnfc. 

Mother,  dam. 

I^, 

A  lea.  a  field. 

Miri, 

Dark. 

XtttJ, 

Loyal.  EailhfBl. 

MUher, 

Mother. 

iear. 

Learning,  lore. 

Mong.  or  ««.*« 

Many. 

Lea't, 

Mom. 

Let4«>g, 

Lireaong. 

Full  of  mocea. 

z™™. 

A  mole. 

ZeezemtBH, 

IloT«;aphra»BofeQ. 

M<m\ 

dearmenL 

MucOt, 

Much,  great,  b^. 

Z.<«t. 

A  look;  to  look. 

Muir, 

I^. 

L«,  field. 

Until. 

LMm, 

Beaten,  whlppefl. 

M^lin-Mi. 

Thin  poor  broth. 

Mfi. 

JAKoUrin, 

An  English  pint. 

■««««■. 

ADii»tres«,aliai1el. 

Mntt, 

To  mo,e. 

Linta. 

Tripped. 

Jfo,or*«. 

No,BOT,notai.y. 

LitMn', 

Tripping  along. 

Naig, 

An««.ahor,e. 

I4n«,otU», 

A  waterfall.       [flaweF. 

A-™*; 

Hone. 

Ztnt. 

riai;  Unt  f  MI,  Oax  In 

Jf-VPV. 

Ale. 

lAnlahae, 

The  Unnel. 

StgUcta, 

neglected. 

Tniatod. 

Loan. 

Place  of  iDllklny. 

Jtf-mA, 

too/. 

Palm  or  the  hand. 

JfBO-ca«, 

Mewlycaived. 

z«™. 

The  Patau. 

A'kM, 

Next. 

Lough. 

Apoolaelongh. 

JffcM, 

The  llsl,  the  hand. 

Lo-C. 

To  lore. 

JfiBB^rtl' 

A  handlU. 

Loot, 

A  lame. 

jnacotiriMf, 

Bzaetly,  to  a  nicety. 

ZoHHt', 

Blailne.  flaming. 

A-wK*. 

Black  cattle. 

Lowp. 

To  leap,  to  Jump. 

0", 

or. 

L«»*d, 

Loosed,  let  loose. 

Onie,  or  oit|f. 

Any. 

Lug, 

1*0  oar,  a  handle. 

Or, 

Bre,  before. 

LuntW. 

smoking. 

(W. 

Of  it 

To  love;  a  love. 

Ourto, 

Drooping,  Bhiveriag. 

i««r. 

AlOTOT. 

Outr.oramm, 

Over.  too. 

Z#art, 

Grer. 

Pack, 

Familiar,  intimate. 

Mat. 

More. 

Painch, 

The  pnnnoh,  (ha  atom- 

Jfolten, 

A&nn. 

FaUrict.    , 

A  partridge.           [och 

Mair, 

Uora. 

Oatmeal  puddihg. 

Mait, 

Almoet. 

Pat, 

Put,  mode. 

MaUttn. 

MoaUy. 

PatUe. 

Aplortgh-spade. 

P<m^if, 

Proud,  haughty. 

•Hang, 

Amoag.      . 

Paukie. 

Ounnlng. 

UarUd, 

Pafl, 

Paid,  did  beat. 

MmMn. 

The  hare. 

Pechan, 

The  crop,  the  ilomaoh 

ifm*. 

Huat. 

Pint, 

Two  English  quarts. 

Jfowta. 

MUM  not. 

Pit, 

Topnt 

UKH^ie 


Plact, 

A  Bmall  capper  coin. 

Boa*, 

Bosin. 

Platte, 

DiiumntiTeorvUts. 

Sat, 

/•ienfaOa*. 

8t«*ed,  tnpplled. 

Sajt. 

Soa.                       [Bma. 

PleiigK 

A  plough.         (ordobL 

Satr, 

Sore,  hard,  siiovous;  to 

Poind, 

Sart, 

A. hilt,  a  chemise. 

/>«rt«fc, 

Poverlj. 

Sa^sh. 

The  willow. 

PouMt, 

Saul, 

Soul. 

Pouuie, 

Aliare,acat. 

Sasmomi, 

-p™. 

Tbe  bead,  the  iknU. 

SatU. 

/-mmfc. 

ApoDT- 

Sax. 

Six. 

Prent, 

PrlDlinSi  (V  print 

s™rf. 

ToBcald 

PrW. 

Proof. 

Scaur, 

Fearful,  scored. 

Pu', 

TopuU. 

Seavl, 

A  Bcoh  1,  a  sculdlDg  wlb. 

Ssmnw, 

Pvnd. 

Pound. 

Scratchin; 

Scrcaniihg. 

«««». 

Theorrofsdnok. 

Scrad. 

Arent,  arondins. 

C«rf, 

QuiUeil,  did  quit. 

Scrieria; 

Swiftly,  merrily. 

pMeon, 

A  lass,  a  vench. 

ScrimpU, 

Scanty. 

JtaffB«d, 

The  herb-ragwort. 

Scrimpls. 

A  roar;  to  roar. 

Sharie, 

An  mcura,n  trick. 

Raift. 

To  be  rent  or  torn. 

S»a», 

A  small  wood,  a  grora. 

Jlai^c 

To  excite,  to  luOamo. 

Shax,.. 

nam^lam. 

HateJiraliied.  UioDght- 

SStai, 

Bright,  sMniDK. 

BanOug. 

JoyoDS,  Jovial,      [leu. 

simgh. 

A  diicli,  a  BiQice. 

Bap.,. 

A  rope. 

sua. 

A  shed,  a  cot 

Saploch, 

Bade,  coarse. 

Shoe. 

A  push,  a  shock. 

Bath-tiuth, 

Shool. 

AsboveL 

Jtalton, 

Aral. 

Skoon, 

Sboea. 

flow, 

A  raw. 

ShonO. 

OITered. 

Sax, 

To  stretch. 

J!b™, 

Cream,  foam,  (roth. 

Sidelong. 

Jtw«, 

To  fttHh,  to  mam. 

Bate, 

Ailyice;  to  advise. 

siag. 

Weak,  fragile. 

JI«1«, 

iDl'omied,  warned. 

Simma; 

Summer. 

j!Bf-™/ja«i, 

Over  shoes  Id  blood. 

SM, 

Since. 

^ecfc, 

Smoke;  to  smoke,    [ly- 

Sfnipu, 

Since  then. 

AeaUt, 

Bteaming,amoky.Bmut. 

SkHgh, 

Bee,til, 

HeatiTB,  Qneasy. 

Skoaum, 

A  ratUlng,  reckless  «d. 

Remlad, 

Bflmedy. 

low.  [totrtp,loikip. 

PeqaU, 

A  requital. 

SMp, 

To  strike,  to  sUp;  ^ao 

RettTicktd, 

Beatrlcled. 

SMpU, 

tfbdehard,gallapfNL 

nitf. 

Theft,  robberj-. 

Thin,  gamy,  small. 

nig. 

A  rick,  a  Mook. 

Stirl, 

To  shriek,  to  scresm. 

Pig. 

AriUge. 

SUtnt, 

To  go  aslant,  to  be  Ob. 

Biff-oodlt. 

(iflilowe-worthy. 

lique,  to  deceive. 

JUn. 

To  ran,  lo  m^lt. 

StUnM. 

Acted  obliquely. 

lUpp. 

A  handful  of  unthreah- 

Slanting,  ulant 

SiBI, 

Torlral.           £e<icom. 

stra^ 

To  scream.           [feooe. 

fiocl-.flrn>*fc 

A  distaff. 

Slap. 

A  gale,  a  breach  in  a 

Sooae, 

To  praise,  to  comuiend. 

sue. 

Sly. 

a«MU. 

Pianami,  well-stocked. 

SleeUt. 

Sleek,  sly. 

Sowe. 

suet, 

Slyest 

RmctE, 

Xo  low. 

eiippory. 

Rowtht, 

A  piflnty. 

mvpa. 

Turned  and  fell  gentty. 

RowtM, 

LowiDg. 

Smaa 

.oogie 
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A  ponder. 

Stimpart.       , 

The  eighth  of  a  Win- 

Smoke:  Menioke. 

cheater  bUEbel. 

Smiddic 

A  ™lth7. 

Slirt, 

A  Bteer.  or  heUbr. 

Smoor. 

StooOd, 

Grain  madeinlnshooka. 

S~m««, 

Smutty. 

BtOOT, 

Sounding  hollow,  loud. 

Smgtri^ 

A  parcel,  a  Hoot 

Snafi, 

St,9. 

To  manage  tbe  etopa  of 

Snow. 

Snow. 

araustcal  instrument  I 

Sthmv, 

Snowj-. 

that  la,  play  u|»n  it. 

Saai. 

TOCTt. 

Stoure, 

A  smuiige.  a  cloud  of 

siua. 

Bitter,  bidng. 

Strang, 

Strong.                [doat 

SneoUs, 

Snuff;      iMtiMn-ma. 

Stray^glU. 

Blmiglit. 

snmr-bor. 

StriddU, 

To  straddle. 

Sfld, 

A  dosr-lulch. 

Stroan, 

Toaponl,              [dUy. 

Snict-dmotag, 

UnUtchlng.stMUng:  in- 

StTMlO, 

To  strut,  to  walk  atnr. 

to*  bouse  or  pUee. 

Stnddie, 

An  anvil. 

Snool, 

ToBneak,tooroocli. 

Sl«% 

To  hanus,  tomatest. 

SnooVI, 

Went     smooUilf     and 

Strn*, 

AgUmmer.aJot. 

To  snort.         lBl«dily. 

Slid, 

SbOQld. 

S«Mi, 

S«ff*,or«™c», 

The  ruehlDg  nolae  of 

Sodger. 

A  KiWler. 

wtad  or  water. 

S«uit. 

Good^ookln; Jolly. 

SumpK 

Stmpli. 

Supple,  nlmblo. 

Sme, 

Solder. 

s™-t. 

Stately,  J0II7. 

Soathtr, 

To  Bolder.              (b>K«- 

Swap, 

Spola. 

Swat, 

SpavU. 

Thespsrin. 

SM>aU. 

Drink,  good  all. 

Sptan, 

To  wear. 

SuHrl, 

Spai, 

SwUkf 

Get  awayl 

Spence. 

A  oonajce-parlour. 

SWOOT, 

Spier, 

Sim*. 

Since,  ago,  then. 

SpratOa, 

To-«, 

Spurxk, 

Fire,  mettle,  a  epark. 

To*-. 

To  lake. 

SpuiMe,. 

KlaryitlieDeriliaJaCk. 

Taptota^ 

Top  to  toe. 

o'-Iant«ni. 

Tauld, 

Tolrl.                [handled. 

Squatter, 

To  lutler  la  water,  u 

Tamie. 

Peaceable,  easy  to  b« 

a  wild  duck.        (ins. 

T<iatf4. 

Matted,  hntr  or  WOOL 

SguatUe, 

To  Bqnat  by  way  of  bid- 

Teen, 

Grief,  sorrow. 

Stacker. 

To  stagger. 

Care,  heed. 

DiminuKTeotsUg. 

Teatie. 

Heedful,  cnulioas. 

SlalKart, 

Stately,  strong. 

TenOat, 

CaraleM,  hecdleas. 

SMne, 

Tkaci,        . 

Thatch;  Mocion-n^xv 

Simk, 

Standing  water,  a  mo. 

clothing  and  OBoeaaa. 

Stau\0[1a<t1, 

To  Btancl. 

rie». 

Stark. 

atone 

Thae, 

These,  or  those. 

Slamt, 

T/ieeta, 

SiOB,. 

Stole.                  leiMM. 

Together. 

Sleek., 

fitilChCB. 

TMtI, 

To  thrill. 

Slixr, 

Thole. 

To  bear,  to  endure. 

Steae. 

ylrm.Btrong,  jolly. 

Tlwwe. 

A  thaw;  to  thaw. 

Thowleii, 

Lnzy.  listless. 

Stent; 

Dues,  or  any  kind. 

Throng, 

A  throng;  to  be  busy 

SIfffea. 

SloBpest. 

orcrowdedwith  hosU 

staiie. 

Stubble. 

nesa. 

i.i(KH^ie 


Waite,  prodisoUtj'. 


Tkrav. 

Totwlsl. 

IFatarJnM, 

Fotlago  or  broth  BUds 

ThrMtat, 

Thirteen. 

of  meaJ    and  wMw 

Tknm, 

To  (Dund.      [Ins  Bolw. 

only. 

nmd. 

To  mnke  &  loud  thnnp- 

WMU, 

A  Wrig.  a  switch. 

Timmtr. 

Timbec. 

WaMt, 

To  reel. 

nm. 

TelMe. 

WaiMI, 

TIntler. 

AUnker. 

Wa»i,ifl. 

WUatal. 

T^p«»ie. 

Tvopenn;  aie. 

Witar't, 

Taworat,lanirpMa. 

•nni. 

Fam. 

A  child. 

3V. 

Wtart-vUHt. 

TtrHn', 

UnwoflnB- 

Wm, 

Little;  s  little,  >  biL 

JVker, 

The  other. 

WtO, 

Well. 

Ttdur, 

WtO, 

Wat.  wetness. 

poitioa;  loclktr  Kttar. 

LI(tl»oae«. 

wiaioi.tp.y. 

BW«, 

WeBhaU.WBwm. 

TOidM, 

TotteriBg,  WHlUnr  an- 

Wha.iAmt, 

Who.  whom. 

KMadlly;  toOdUHimr- 

Wlimiiat. 

Towheeie. 

mU,  IratUng   ilnun. 

mMjMt, 

Whelped. 

teL 

wh«A. 

Wben. 

3bu«, 

Flora. 

Wlie«e. 

H». 

A  rope. 

WUd, 

The  motion  orablM  la 

3\«™™i. 

ronnlng,   wheu    not 

Toaat, 

BaDgti,  ehaggy. 

Tot. 

An  >nclent  bead-drcM. 

FUUcn, 

Banning  as  &h«n. 

Togtt. 

To  totter. 

rM«, 

Punt. 

TnahttU. 

Tnub,  tubbiah. 

Wliltter, 

A  bumper. 

2Vi*rt,or(nw«.Tnilh. 

WMtle, 

Afenll^. 

7W. 

Two. 

WhumMame, 

Whlnatone. 

Twal, 

Twelve. 

wytM, 

T^oii-mmit. 

Twelve  pence ;  equal  to 

Wilb. 

ooe  penny  EngU.h. 

WiLpH^, 

HeuderlDg,  wi»ll>«. 

Tykf, 

A  dog,                      (too. 

Wit, 

Won. 

Vnco. 

Btiai^e,  oncoatta.ver;, 

miHW. 

eni»M, 

News,  marvelB. 

ffln'. 

WlBd. 

trur-mid. 

To  natold. 

Win': 

Winds. 

Up«'. 

npoo. 

WinnodiJmaUr,  WIndow.«»t       [ntng. 

PtgjiabM, 

WhliAer. 

Whuomt, 

HeaHy,  ptewaM'  »l». 

Vasntie, 

mnOe, 

To  stagger,  to  r^l. 

Vera, 

V«7. 

Womur, 

A  wonder;  naedbittM- 

Wa',  wafi. 

W«U,WSll8. 

tempt. 

rorf, 

Would. 

W«Mt, 

Awtthe,ah»Uer. 

ir««M, 

Would  not. 

Wt^l 

Woe. 

Woe,  sorry. 

derorpleuDNL 

IFofc. 

To  choose,  10  eeleol. 

Wrong, 

W«™g. 

Fbtte. 

Large,  jolly,  lurty. 

WsliMcoat. 

A  flannel  vest. 

Waae, 

The  belly. 

YM, 

Barmn.  mllkleBi, 

FoncAancie, 

Unlucky. 

r»rm. 

Jarked,  laahed. 

Far-ip. 

WorWly. 

Ye,tT«H, 

Fbrfe 

Work. 

rm. 

Ale. 

F-nre, 

Toapeodi  worn. 

lird, 

Karth,grODnd. 

Fbrl, 

The  world. 

A  boat,  a  nun. 

FbrfMt, 

•root. 

Beyond. 

)ror«,Bonit, 

Worse,  worst. 

T««. 

JAMES     BEATTIE: 

SKETCH  01'  HIS  LIFE. 


Jauxb  Bbattib  vae  bom  at  Laurencekirk,  ia  Kincardineshire,  the  25lh  of 
October,  1735.  His  father,  who  wa»  a  Bmall  farmer  and  ehopkeefer,  died  in 
1742,  James  being;  then  seven  years  old.  David,  ibe  eJdeat  of  the  six  cliildrca, 
undertook  for  the  education  of  James.  The  parish  school  to  which  ho  waa  sent 
was  then  laoghc  by  one  Milne,  whom  hia  pupil  descrih«i  as  a  |[ood  erainniariaa 
and  Latitiiit,  hut  destitute  of  taste  and  other  qua! iflcations  Ibr  a  teacher.  Milne 
preferred  Ovid  to  Virgil;  while  his  pupil,  even  at  that  age.  showed  a  bctler 


e  hj  preferriuz  the  severer  poet.  Jt  is  said  ihat,  in  the  interval  of  school 
Lr8.i>arorfi»Zo»(  and  Thomson's  Sawoiw  were  engcrly  devoured  bv  the  boy. 
In  1T49.  at  the  age  of  fburtcen,  Beaitie  entered  Uanschol  Collcj^,  Aberdeen ; 


and  mcb  was  bis  proficiency,  that  he  took  the  first  of  the  allowances  which 
were  given  to  such  students  as  were  nnable  to  pay  their  o " 


much  given  to  general  reading,  especially  in  poetry  ;  and  spent  a  good  deal  of 
*ls  leisure  in  the  stody  end  practice  of  music:  he  also  applied  himself  closely 
3  all  the  branches  taagbt,  except  mathematica,  for  whieti  be  bad  no  taste  or 


aptitude,  and  took  the  regular  degree  in  1753. 

Being  now  obliged  to  Took  out  for  himself,  ho  applied  for  the  .  . .  _  ...  _. 
|>arisb  schoolmaniBr  at  Fordoun,  which  happened  (o  be  vacant,  and  was  elected 
in  August,  17B3,  The  salary  was  smalt,  and  iho  place  in  other  rci,peots  not 
yery  eligible.  Near  the  village,  however,  rselded  Lord  Gnrdenstown,  who 
caught  Beattie,  with  pencil  and  paper  in  hand,  in  a  romantic  glen  near  his 
house ;  struck  up  a  conversation  with  him ;  and,  finding  him  to  be  a  poet,  ^va 
bim  the  invocation  lo  Venus  in  the  opening  of  Xincratius  to  translate :  this  he 
did  on  the  spot,  and  so  well  withal,  as  to  remove  the  doubts  which  that  genllo- 
innn  entertained  as  to  whether  hU  poetry  was  really  hi»  own.  The  rcBull  was, 
'  that  Ills  lord.ship  became  a  friend  and  patron  of  the  young  poet,  as  Lord  Mon> 
boddo  also  did,  the  two  vying  with  each  other  in  his  behall.  While  (here,  lie  ' 
wrote  several  poetical  pieces,  and  sent  thein,  with  his  Initials,  to  the  SctiUMag- 
mine,  where  they  were  published.    These,  however,  brought  him  nothing  bnt 

After  teaching  some  time,  he  returned  to  Aberdeen  to  engage  in  preparing 
(br  the  ministry ;  but  it  was  not  long  before  he  gave  np  his  purjiose  of  under- 
taking that  otGco;  and  in  1758,  a  vacancy  oc<^Qrnng  In  Che  Aberuoen  Grammar 
School,  hcwas  elected,  and  entered  upon  bia  duties,  which  allowed  himlei^ura 
for  tbe  cultivation  of  his  poetical  gift.  Two  years  later,  through  the  aid  of  his 
friends,  he  was  appointed  Professor  of  Pliilo'sophy  in  Marischal  College.  Bs 
was  young  and  scantily  qualified  (br  such  a  post ;  but  he  set  manfully  to  work, 
read  and  wrote  hard,  and  in  a  few  years  became  able  to  front  such  men  aa 
Gre^ry,  Campbell,  and  Reid,  with  whom  he  was  associated.  In  1761,  he 
— >-''sbed  a  volume  of  poems.  The  book  appeared  at  the  same  time  in  Bdin- 
h  and  London,  and  was  hailed  with  general  applause;  the  poetry  being 


Eublisbed  a  volume  of  poems.    The  book  appeared  at  the  same  time  in  Bdin- 
nrsh  and  London,  and  was  hailed  with  general  applause;  the  '   ' 

held  superior  to  an v  since  Gray's.    But  be  himself  soon  grew  t<  ,    .. 

otherwise  of  It,  and  indeed  was  token  with  a  la^tidious  loathing  of  the  poems. 


In  1767,  Beattie  was  married  lo  Mary,  the  daughter  of  I)r,  Dunn,  then  Rec- 
tor of  the  Aberdeen  Gramroar  School.    She  was  an  amiable  and  gifted  woman, 
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but,  niifbrtnnUely,  iofaerited  &oni  her  mother  the  genns  of  inBsnitr,  which  m 
Kaid  (o  have  broke  out  ia  capricioas  waywardness,  some  time  b^re  the  evil 
culminated  in  actual  madness.  The  great  ere  of  Beattie's  life  was  in  1770, 
when  he  published  his  E$taf  m  Tmlh,  which  soon  spread  his  fume  f^ir  and 
near.  The  Grtt  edition  wa<  bongbl  up  so  eagerl;,  that  a  second  was  iisocd  the 
nest  ytMT;  and  in  leas  ilia n  fbnr  rears  five  larce  editions  were  spld.  Ii  was 
also  translated  into  several  foreign  langua)^,  and  attracted  the  nuiice  of  many 
eminent  persons  in  varions  parts  of  the  Continent.  The  eesaj'  wus  intcndod  as 
a  reAiiation  of  lIume'E  sceptical  aad  atheistical  philosophy,  and  wiis  written 
with  great  ardour,  and  in  a  rather  florid  and  lakini;  style,  well  adaptcil  to  catch 
■  load  and  rapid  popularilj,  but  not  a  solid  and  endnring  one.  —  The  next 
year,  Bealtic  Tisilad  Jjondon,  and  began  a  persona!  acqaaintanee  with  men  of 
the  highest  eminence,  such  as  Lords  ManiSeld  and  Lyttlelon,  Dr.  Johnson, . 
Burke,  nnd  others.  He  was  also  honoured  with  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Ijivis 
by  the  Unitersity  of  Oxford;  and  in  1773,  be  was  admitted  to  an  interview 
with  the  King,  who  received  faim  ret;  gracionsly,  and  bestowed  on  him  a  pen- 
non of  £200  a  year. 

The  Ettaj  on  Tndk  is  scarcely  beard  of  in  oor  time ;  nor  does  !t  deserve  to 
be,  for  it  is  altogether  lacking  in  thecalmnessof  tbonght  and  aasteKty  of  style 
which  should  Hghtly  mark  a  philosophical  treatise.  Jread  it  many  years  aj^, 
but  have  never  cared  to  read  it  again.  The  production  of  Beatlie  that  I  am 
next  to  speak  of  is  one  that  I  am  neter  weary  of  readinj:;.  —  After  a  while  he 
became  so  disgusted  with  his  juvenile  poems,  that  he  tried  his  utmost  to  ran 
them  oat  of  print,  and  induce  a  public  oblivion  of  them.  As  a  natural  conse- 
flnence  of  this,  he  seems  to  have  grown  more  chary  in  his  courtship  of  the 
Mnses.  Nevertheless  he  was  not  so  unconscions  or  so  distmslful  of  his  poeti- 
cal gift  M  to  relinqnish  his  early  and  fevouritepursuit,  A  few  months  alter 
the  publication  of  the  essay,  the  first  book  of  The  Miattrd  was  given  to  the 
world,  but  without  the  author's  name.  The  professional  critics,  not  knowing 
whose  workmanship  it  was,  were  veiy  severe  in  condemnation  of  it,  but  the 
public  chose,  in  this  case,  to  judge  for  themselves,  and  so  they  fell  in  love 
with  the  beantirnl  poem.  The  result  was,  that  it  ran  throagh  four  editions, 
each  later  one  being  revised  and  improved  by  the  author.  In  1774,  he  pub- 
lished the  second  b^k  ;  which,  as  the  anthori^hip  was  now  known,  was  tondly 
praised  by  the  critics,  as  well  as  by  the  general  reader.  It  was  his  purpose  to 
add  a  third  book;  but  this  he  never  did. 

In  1776,  Bealtieset  forth  a  new  edition  of  his  Ettag  en  TVuti,  adding  witbal 
two  other  essays,  one  on  Poetry  and  J/utfc,  and  one  on  Laughttr  and  Ludicmit 
Compotilion.  This  was  Ibllowed,  in  1783,  by  a  volume  of  Z^iMerlofions  <n  Mtm- 
orjt  and  Imagination,  Dreaming,  &c. ;  also,  in  1786,  by  a  Utile  treatise  on  the 
(Ariilian  Evidatcft.vhKh  he  himself  preferred  to  all  his  writings  for  its  "close- 
ness of  matter  and  stvie;"  also,  in  1 790-93,  by  two  volumes  on  ti\is  EiamaiU 
^  Moral  Science,  an  abridgment  of  his  professorial  lectures.  Long  before  this 
time,  his  wife  hod  to  be  eoparaled  from  him  on  account  of  her  malady.  He 
had  two  sons,  one  named  James  Hay,  from  his  fKend  the  Earl  of  Errol ;  tbe 
other  named  Montague,  from  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Montague,  who  was  one  of 
his  London  friends.  The  history  of  both  sons  is  sad  enough.  James  Hay, 
who  gave  high  literary  promise,  and  was  still  more  distinguished  for  his  amia- 
ble disposition,  was  appointed  to  succeed  his  father  in  the  chair,  but  died  in 
I790nt  theageof  twenty-two.  The  father  eutfered  dreadfully  from  this  blow. 
The  death  of  Monti^ue,  also  a  youth  of  much  promise.  in'l79G,  by  a  rapid 
ftver,  totally  prostrated  the  poor  man.  In  his  extreme  angnish,  he  was  some- 
times driven  to  seek  relief  in  the  cup,  and  was  so  far  put  from  himiMilf,  that 
iometinics  be  went  about  the  bouse  asking  where  his  sun  was.  and  whether  he 
had  a  son  or  not.  He  withdrew  from  all  society,  lost  all  relish  of  his  former 
delights,  was  seized,  in  1799,  with  a  paralytic  affection,  and  lantcuishod  on  till 
the  iBih  of  August,  1803,  when  the  giited,  amiable,  luid  most  afflicted  "  Min- 
strel "  breathed  his  last 
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THE  PROGRESS   OF  GENIUS.* 
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1  Ah  I  who  can  tell  bow  hard  it  ia  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar  ? 
Ah  I  who  can  tell  how  many  a  Boal  sublime 
Has  felt  the  inflaeuce  of  malignant  star. 
And  waged  witli  Fortune  au  eternal  war, — 
Check'd  by  the  scoff  of  Pride,  by  Envy's  frown. 
And  Poverty's  unconquerable  bar ;  — 
In  life's  low' Tale  remote  has  pined  alone, 
Then  droH>'d  into  the  grave,  unpitied  and  unknown  P 

2  And  yet  tlie  languor  of  inglorious  dajra 
Kot  equally  oppressive  is  to  all ; 

Him  who  ne'er  listen'd  to  the  voice  of  praise. 
The  silence  of  neglect  can  ne'er  appal. 
There  are  who,  deaf  to  mad  Ambition's  call. 
Would  shrink  to  hear  th'  obstreperoua  trump  of  Fame ; 
Supremely  blest,  if  to  their  portion  fall 
Health,  competence,  and  peace.    Nor  higher  aim 
Had  he  whose  simple  tale  these  ai-tleas  lines  proclaim. 

3  The  rolls  of  fame  I  will  not  now  explore ; 
Hot  need  I  here  describe,  in  leamM  lay. 
How  forth  the  Minstrel  fared  in  days  of  yore. 
Right  glad  of  heart,  though  homely  in  array  j 
His  waving  locks  and  beard  all  hoary  gray ; 
While  from  his  bending  shoulder,  decent,  hung 
Hia  harp,  the  sole  companion  of  his  way. 
Which  to  the  whistling  wind  responsive  rung ; 

And  ever  as  he  went  some  merry  lay  he  sung. 

•  The  desl^  was  to  truce  the  progress  of  a  Poetical  Geoins,  bom  in  a  rude  age, 
flvmlbo  Srst  dawning  of  fliDCy  aad  reason,  till  thnt  ppiiml  ntwhii^  liomny  1iOBi)i>- 
posed  capable  of  appeuioK  in  the  worlil  as  a  Uihstkel,  that  is.  au  itlnemnt  poet 
and  muBli^kD ;— a  oEaracter  nhich,  according  to  the  uotlaus  of  our  Ibrel^than,  wai 
not  only  respecttlile,  bnt  saocd.—  The  Author. 

an 


4  Fret  not  thyself,  thou  glittering  cliild  of  pride, 
That  a  poor  villager  inspires  my  stmin : 
With  thee  let  Pagoantry  and  Power  abide  t 
The  gentle  Mueea  haunt  the  sylvan  rsisn ; 
Where  through  wild  groves  ut  eve  the  lonely  swain 
Enraptured  roams,  to  gaze  on  Nature's  channs: 
Tliey  Itate  the  sCDgual  and  scorn  th»  vain. 

The  parasite  their  inllneace  never  warms, 
Nor  hira  whose  sordid  soul  the  love  of  gold  alarms. 

5  Though  richest  lines  the  peacock's  plumes  adorn. 
Yet  liorror  screams  from  his  discordant  throat. 
Bisc,  sons  of  harmony,  aJid  hail  the  mom, 
While  warbling  larks  on  russet  pinions  float: 

Or  seek  at  noon  the  woodland  scene  remote 
Where  the  grey  Unneta  carol  from  the  hUL 
O,  let  them  ne  er,  with  artificial  note. 
To  please  a  tyrant,  strain  the  little  bill, 
But  sing  what  Heaven  inspires,  and  wander  where  they  willl 

6  Lihei-al,  not  lavish,  is  kind  Nature's  hand; 
Nor  was  poi'fection  made  for  man  below ; 

Yet  all  her  schemes  with  nicest  art  are  planu'd; 
Good  counteracting  ill,  and  gladness  woe. 
With  gold  and  gems  if  Chilian  mountains  glow; 
If  blc&  and  baiTon  Scotia's  hiUe  arise ; 
There  plague  and  poison,  lost  and  rapine  grow; 
Here,  peaceful  are  the  vales,  and  pure  the  skies, 
And  Freedom  fires  the  soul,  and  Kparkles  in  the  eyes. 

7  Then  grieve  not,  thou,  to  whom  th'  indulgent  Mnse 
Vouchsafes  a  portion  of  celestial  fire; 

Nor  blame  the  partial  Pates,  if  they  refuse 
Th'  imperial  banquet  and  the  rich  sttire. 
Enow  thine  own  worth.  »nd  reverence  the  lyre. 
Wilt  thou  debase  the  heart  whloh  God  refined  ? 
No ;  let  thy  lieaven-taught  sonl  to  Heaven  aspin^ 
To  fancy,  fteedom,  harmony  resigii'd ; 
Ambition's  grovelling  crew  for  ever  left  behind. 

8  Canst  thou  forego  the  pure  ethereal  eoal 
In  each  fine  sense  so  exquisitely  keen, 
On  the  dull  couch  of  Luxury  to  loll, 

Stung  with  disease,  and  stupefictl  with  spleen ; 
Fain  to  implore  the  aid  of  h  lattery's  screen, 
lEveu  from  thyself  thy  loathsome  heart  to  hid% 
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(The  maneion  then  no  more  of  joy  eerene,y 
Where  fear,  distruat,  malevoleDGo  abide, 
And  impotent  desire,  and-disappointed  pride? 

9  0,  bow  canst  thou  renounce  the  boundless  store 
Of  charma  which  Kature  to  hw  votary  yields? 
The  warbling  woodland,  the  resounding  shore, 
The  pomp  of  groves,  and  garniture  of  fields; 
All  that  the  genial  ray  of  morning  gilds. 
And  all  that  oohoes  to  the  song  of  even, 
All  that  the  mountain's  sheltering  bosom  shields, 
And  all  the  dread  magnificence  of  heaven, 

0,  how  canst  thou  renounce,  and  hope  to  be  foi^ven? 

10  Tliese  charms  shall  work  thy  soul's  eternal  health. 
And  love  and  gentlenees  and  joy  impart. 

But  these  thou  must  renounce,  if  lust  of  wealth 
E'er  win  its  way  to  thy  corrupted  heart: 
For,  ah !  it  poisons  like  a  scorpion's  dart ; 
Prompting  th'  ungenerous  wish,  the  selfish  scheme, 
The  stern  resolve,  unmoved  by  pity's  smart. 
The  troublous  day,  and  long  distressful  dream. — 
Beturn,  my  roving  Muse,  resume  thy  purposed  theme. 

11  There  lived  in  Gothic  days,  as  legends  tell, 
A  shepherd'Bwain,  a  man  of  low  degree ; 
Whose  sires,  perchance,  in  Fairyland  might  dwell, 
Sicilian  groves,  or  vales  of  Arcady: 

But  he,  I  ween,  was  of  the  north  countree; 
A  nation  famed  for  song  and  beauty's  charms ; 
Zealous,  yet  modest;  innocent,  though  free; 
Patient  of  toil ;  serene  amidst  alarms; 
Inflexible  in  faith  ;  invincible  in  arms. 

12  The  shepherd-swain  of  whom  I  mention  made 
On  Scotia's  mountains  fed  his  little  fiock ; 
The  sickle,  scythe,  or  plough  he  never  sway'd : 
An  honest  heart  was  almost  all  his  stock ; 
His  drink  the  living  water  from  the  rock; 
The  milky  dams  supplied  his  boai-d,  and  lent 
Their  kindly  fleece  to  baffle  Winter's  shock ; 
And  he,  though  oft  with  dust  and  sweat  beaprent, 

Did  guide  and  guard  their  wanderings,  whcreso'cr  tliey  went 

13  From  labour,  health,  from  health,  contentment,  springs; 
Contentment  opes  the  source  of  every  joy. 

He  envied  not,  ne  never  tliought  of  kings ; 


Not  from  those  ^petites  snstain'd  ftimoy 
That  chance  may  n^strate,  or  indulgence  clor; 
Nor  Fate  his  calm  and  humble  hopes  beguiled ; 
He  mourn'd  no  recresint  friend,  nor  mistreas  coy, 
For  on  his  vows  the  blameleBS  Pliccbe  smiled, 
And  her  alone  he  loved,  and  loved  her  from  a  child. 

14  Mo  jealousy  tlicir  dawn  of  loTe  o'ercast, 

Nor  blasted  were  their  wedded  days  with  strife; 
!Each  season  look'd  delightful  as  it  pass'd, 
To  the  fond  husband  and  the  faithfal  wife. 
Beyond  the  lowly  vale  of  shepherd  life 
They  never  roam'd :  secure  beneath  the  storm 
Which  in  Ambition's  lofty  hand  is  rife. 
Where  peace  and  love  are  canker'd  by  the  worm 
Of  pride,  each  bud  of  joy  industrious  to  deform. 

15  The  wight  whose  tale  these  artless  lines  unfold 
Was  all  the  offspring  of  this  humble  pair: 
His  birth  no  oracle  or  seer  foretold; 

No  prodigy  appear'd  in  earth  or  air. 
Nor  aught  that  might  a  strange  event  declare. 
You  guess  each  circumstance  of  Edwin's  birth ; 
The  parent's  transport,  and  the  parent's  care ; 
The  gossip's  prayer  for  wealth  and  wit  and  worth ; 
And  one  long  summer  day  of  indolenoe  and  mirth. 

16  And  yet  poor  Edwin  was  no  vulgar  boy : 
Deep  thought  oft  seem'd  to  fix  his  infaut  eye; 
Dainties  be  heeded  not,  nor  gaud,  nor  toy, 
Save  one  short  pipe  of  rudest  minstrelsy: 
Silent  when  glad ;  affectionate,  though  shy; 
And  now  his  look  waa  most  demurely  sad; 
And  now  he  laugh'd  aloud,  yet  none  knew  why. 
The  neighbours  stared  and  sigh'd,  yet  bloss'd  tlie  lad: 

Some  deem'd  him  wondrous  wise,  and  some  believed  him  mad. 

1?  But  why  should  I  his  childish  feats  display  F 
Concourse  and  noise  and  toil  he  ever  fled; 
Nor  cared  to  mingle  in  the  clamorous  fray 
Of  squabbling  imps;  but  to  the  forest  sped, 
Or  roam'd  at  large  the  lonely  mountain's  head. 
Or,  where  the  maze  of  some  bewiider'd  stream 
To  deep  untrodden  groves  bis  footsteps  led, 
There  would  he  wander  wild,  till  Phcebns'  beam, 
Shot  from  the  western  cliff,  released  the  weary  team. 
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18  Th'  exploit  of  strength,  dexterity,  or  speed, 
To  him  nor  vanity  uor  joy  could  bring. 

His  heart,  from  crael  sport  estrau^,  vonld  bleed 
To  work  the  woe  of  any  living  thing. 
By  trap  or  net,  by  arrow  or  by  sling: 
These  lie  detested;  those  he  scom'd  to  wield; 
He  wish'd  to  be  the  gnardian,  not  the  king, 
TjTant  far  less,  or  traitor  of  the  field. 
And  sure  the  sylvan  reign  unbloody  Joy  might  yield. 

19  liO !  where  the  stripling,  rapt  in  wonder,  roves 
Beneath  the  precipice  o'erhnng  with  pine ; 
And  sees.  •&  nigh,  amidst  th'  encircling  groves. 
From  cliif  to  cliff  the  foaming  torrents  shine : 
While  waters,  woods,  and  winds  in  concert  join. 
And  Echo  swells  the  chorus  to  the  skies. 
Would  Edwin  this  majestic  scene  i-esign 

For  aught  the  huntsman's  puny  craft  supplies  P 
Ah !  no ;  be  better  knows  great  Nature's  charms  to  prize. 

20  And  oft  he  traoed  the  uplands,  to  survey, 
When  o'er  the  sky  advanced  the  kindling  dawn. 
The  crimson  cloud,  blue  main,  and  mountain  gray. 
And  lake,  dim-gleaming  on  the  smoky  lawn : 

Far  to  the  West  the  long,  long  vale  withdrawn, 
Where  twilight  loves  to  linger  for  a  while ; 
And  now  he  faintly  kens  the  bounding  fawn, 
And  villager  abroad  at  early  toil. 
Bnt,  lo!  the  Sun  appears,  and  heaven,  earth,  ocean  smile  I 

31  And  oft  the  craggy  eliS  he  loved  to  climb. 
When  all  in  mist  the  world  below  was  lost : 
What  dreadful  pleasure  I  there  to  stand  snblim^ 
Ijike  shipwreck  d  mariner  on  desert  coast, 
And  view  th'  enormous  waste  of  vapour,  toss'd 
In  billows,  lengthening  to  th'  horizon  round, 
Now  scoop'd  in  ^Ifs,  with  mountains  now  embosa'dl 
And  hear  the  voice  of  mirth  and  song  rebound, 
Flocks,  herds,  and  waterfalls,  along  the  hoar  profound  I 

22  In  truth  he  was  a  strange  and  wayward  wight, 
Fond  of  each  gentle  and  each  dreadful  scene : 
In  darkness,  and  in  storm,  he  found  delight; 
Wor  leas  than  when  on  ocean-wave  serene 
The  southern  Sun  dtffuGcd  his  dazzling  sheen: 
Even  sad  vicissitude  amused  his  soul ; 
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And  if  &  sish  would  sometimeB  intervene 
And  down  Tiis  oheek  a  tear  of  pity  roll, 
A  eigb,  a  tour,  so  sweet,  he  wiah'd  not  to  control 

23  "  0  ye  wild  ^gves !  0,  where  is  now  your  bloom  ?  " 
(The  lluse  luterprets  thus  his  tander  thought,) 
"  Your  flowers,  your  verdure,  and  your  balmy  gloom, 
Of  late  so  grateful  in  the  hour  of  drought? 
Why  do  the  birds,  that  song  and  rupture  brought 
To  all  youi  bowerfl,  their  mansions  now  forsake? 
Ah  I  why  has  fielde  chance  this  rain  wrought  ? 
For  now  the  storm  howls  mournful  through  the  brak^ 
And  the  dead  foliage  flies  in  many  a  shapleaa.  flake. 

21  "Where  now  the  rill,  melodious,  pure,  and  cool. 

And  meads,  with  life  and  mirth  and  beauty  crown'd? 
Ah  t  see,  th*  unsightly  slime  and  sluggish  pool 
Have  all  the  solitery  vale  imbrown'd: 
Fled  each  fair  form,  and  mute  each  melting  sound; 
The  raven  croaks  forlorn  on  naked  spray ; 
And,  hark  I  the  river,  bursting  every  mound, 
Down  the  vale  thunders,  and  with  wasteful  swuy 
Uproots  the  gro*e,  and  rolls  the  shatter'd  rocks  aw^> 

25  "  Yet  Buch  the  destiny  of  all  on  Earth! 
So  flourishes  and  fade*  majestic  Man : 
Fair  is  the  bud  his  vernal  mom  brings  forth. 
And  fostering  gales  awhile  the  nursling  fan : 
0,  smile,  ye  heavens  serene  I  ye  mildews  wan. 
Ye  blighting  whirlwinds,  spare  his  balmy  prime, 
Nor  lessen  of  his  life  the  little  span  I 
Borne  on  the  swift  though  silent  wings  of  Time^ 
Old  age  comes  on  apace  to  ravage  all  the  clime. 

36  "  And  be  it  so.     Let  those  deplore  their  doom. 
Whose  hope  still  erovela  in  this  dark  sojourn: 
But  lofty  souls,  who  look  beyond  the  tomb, 
Can  smile  at  Fate,  and  wonder  how  they  mourn. 
Shall  Spring  to  these  sad  scenes  no  more  return  ? 
Is  yonder  wave  the  Sun's  eternal  bed  ? 
Soon  shall  the  orient  with  new  lustre  bnro. 
And  Spring  shall  soon  her  vital  influence  abed, 
Again  attune  the  grove,  again  adorn  the  mead. 

27  "  Shall  I  be  left  forgotten  in  the  dust. 

When  Fate,  relenting,  lets  the  flower  revive? 
Shall  Nature's  voice,  to  man  alone  unjust, 
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Bid  him,  though  doom'd  to  perish,  liope  to  lire  ? 
Is  it  for  this  fair  Virtue  oft  moat  strive 
With  disappointment,  penury,  and  pain  F 
No !  He&Ten'a  immortal  8pnng  Bball  jet  arrive, 
And  man's  majestic  beauty  bloom  again, 
Bright  through  ta'  eternal  year  of  Love's  triumphant  reign." 

28  This  tmtb  sublime  hie  simple  sire  had  taught: 
In  flOoth,  'twas  almost  all  the  shepherd  know: 
No  subtile  nor  superfluona  lore  he  sought, 
Nor  ever  wish'd  his  Edwin  to  pursue. 
"  Let  man's  ovn  sphere,"  said  he»  "  confine  his  view ; 
Be  man's  peculiar  work  his  sole  delight." 
And  much,  and  oft,  he  warn'd  him  to  eschew 
Falsehood  and  guile,  and  aye  maintain  the  rights 
By  pleasure  uniedaoed,  unawed  by  lawless  might. 

S9  "And  from  the  prayer  of  Want,  and  plaint  of  Woe, 
0,  never,  never  turn  away  thine  ear  t 
Forlorn,  in  this  bleak  wilderness  below, 
Ah  I  what  were  man,  should  Heaven  refuse  to  hear  [ 
To  others  do  ^the  law  is  not  severe) 
What  to  thyself  thou  wishest  to  be  done : 
Forgive  thy  foes ;  and  love  thy  parents  dear, 
And  friends,  and  native  land;  nor  those  alone: 
All  human  waii  and  woe  learn  thou  to  make  thine  own." 

30  See,  in  the  rear  of  the  warm  sunny  shower 
The  viaionaiy  boy  from  shelter  fly  ; 

For  now  the  storm  of  summer  rain  is  o'er, 
And  cool  and  fresh  and  fragrant  is  the  sky: 
And,  Id  1  in  the  dark  East,  expanded  high. 
The  rainbow  brightens  to  the  setting  Sun ! 
Fond  fool,  that  deem'st  the  streaming  glory  nigh. 
How  vain  the  chase  thine  ardour  has  bugun  ! 
'Tis  fled  afar,  ere  half  thy  purposed  race  be  run. 

31  Yet  couldst  thou  learn  that  thus  it  fares  with  age. 
When  pleasure,  wealth,  of  power  the  bosom  warm ; 
This  baffled  hope  might  tame  thy  manhood's  rage, 
And  disappointment  of  her  sting  disarm. 

But  why  should  foresight  thy  fond  heart  alarm  P 
Perish  the  lore  tliat  deadens  youn"^  desire  I 
Pursue,  poor  imp,  th'  imaginary  charm, 
Indulge  gay  hope,  and  fancy's  pleasing  fire: 
fancy  and  nope  too  soon  shE^l  of  themselres  expire. 
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32  When  the  loDg-sonDding  curfew  from  afar 
Loaded  with  lond  lament  the  IodoIt  gale, 
YoUDg  Edwin,  lighted  by  the  evening  star, 
Lingeiing  and  listening,  wander'd  down  the  Tale. 
There  would  he  dream  of  graves,  and  corses  pale, 
And  ghosts  that  to  the  chamel-dnngeon  throng. 
And  drag  a  length  of  clanking  chain,  and  wail, 
Till  silenced  by  the  owl's  terrific  song. 

Or  blast  that  shrieks  by  fita  the  shuddering  aisles  along. 

33  Or,  when  the  setting  Moon^  in  crimson  dyed. 
Hung  o'er  the  dark  and  melancholy  deep. 

To  haunted  stream,  remote  from  man,  he  hied, 
Where  fays  of  yore  their  revels  wont  to  keep; 
And  there  let  Fancy  roro  at  large,  till  sleep 
A  vision  brought  to  his  entranced  sight: 
And,  first,  a  wildly  murmuring  wind  'gan  creep 
Shrill  to  hia  ringing  ear;  then  tapers  bright, 
With  instantaneous  gleam,  illumed  the  yanlt  of  night. 

34  Anon  in  view  a  portal's  blazon'd  arch 
Arose ;  the  trumpet  bids  the  valves  nnfoM ; 
And  forth  a  host  of  little  werriorB  march. 
Grasping  the  diamond  lance,  And  targe  of  gold. 
Their  look  was  gentle,  their  demeanour  bold. 
And  green  their  helms,  and  green  their  silk  attire; 
And  here  and  there,  right  venerably  old. 

The  long-robed  minstrels  wake  the  warbling  wire, 
And  some  with  mellow  breath  the  martial  pipe  inspiro 

35  With  merriment,  and  song,  and  timbrels  clear, 
A  troop  of  dames  from  myrtle  bowers  advance; 
The  little  warriors  doff  the  targe  and  spear. 
And  loud  enlivening  strains  provoke  the  dance: 
They  meet,  they  dare  away,  they  wheel  askance; 
To  right,  to  left,  they  thread  the  flying  maze; 
Now  Donnd  aloft  with  vigorous  spring,  then  glance 
Kapid  along:  with  many-coloured  rays 

Of  tapera,  gems,  and  gold,  the  echoing  forests  blase. 

36  The  dream  is  fled.    Proud  harbinger  of  day, 
Who  scar'dst  the  vision  with  thy  clarion  shrill. 
Fell  chanticleer;  who  oft  hath  reft  awa^ 

My  fancied  good,  and  brought  substantial  ill  I 
0,  to  thy  cursed  scream,  discordant  still, 
Let  harmony  aye  shut  her  gentle  ear: 
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Thy  boastful  mirth  let  jealous  rivals  spill, 
Insult  thy  crest,  and  glossy  pinions  tear, 

And  ever  in  thy  dreams  the  ruthless  fox  appear  1 

37  Forbear,  my  Muse.     Let  Love  attune  thy  line: 
Kevoke  the  8pcll :  thine  Edwin  fi'ets  not  so. 
For  how  should  he  at  wicked  chance  repine, 
Who  feels  from  every  change  amusement  flow  ? 
Even  DOW  bis  eyes  with  smiles  of  rapture  glow. 
As  on  he  wanders  through  the  scenes  of  mom. 
Where  the  fresh  flowers  in  living  lustre  blow. 
Where  thousand  pearls  the  dewy  lawns  adorn, 

A  thousand  notes  of  joy  in  every  breeze  are  borne. 

38  But  who  the  melodies  of  morn  can  tell  F 

The  wUd  brook  babbliag  down  the  mountain  side; 
The  lowing  herd;  the  sheepfold's  simple  bell; 
The  pipe  of  early  shepherd  dim  descried 
In  the  lone  valley;  echoing  far  and  wide 
The  clamorous  liom  along  the  cliffs  above; 
The  hollow  mnrmnr  of  the  ocean-tide ; 
The  hum  of  bees,  the  linnet's  lay  of  love. 
And  the  full  choir  that  wakes  the  uuivei'sal  grove. 

39  The  cottage  curs  at  early  pilgrim  hark; 

Crown'd  with  her  pail  the  tupping  milkmaid  sings; 
The  whistling  ploughman  stalks  a-field;  and,  hark! 
Down  the  rough  slope  the  ponderous  waggon  rings ; 
Through  cnstfing  corn  the  hare  astonish  a  springs; 
Slow  tolls  the  tillage  clock  the  drowsy  hour ; 
The  partridge  hursts  away  on  whirring  wings; 
Deep  mourns  the  turtle  in  sequestered  bower. 
And  shrill  lark  carols  clear  from  her  aerial  tower. 

40  0  Nature,  how  in  every  charm  supreme! 
Whose  votaries  feast  on  raptures  ever  new! 
0,  for  the  voice  and  fire  of  seraphim, 

To  Bing  thy  glories  with  devotion  due ! 
Blest  be  the  day  I  'scaped  the  wrangling  crow, 
Prom  Pyrrho's  maze,*  and  Epicurus'  sty : 
And  held  high  converse  with  the  godlike  few. 
Who  to  th'  enraptured  heart,  and  ear,  and  eye. 
Teach  beauty,  virtue,  truth,  and  love,  and  melody, 

1   Pyrrtio,  a  native  of  Ells  la  Peloponnesus,  was  the  toandcr  of  the  SfepHcal  Phh 
lat(q>hy|«hlch  took ftom  him  tho  nnma  of  Fwrhoaiim.    The  syalem  is  hi/rc caUcd 
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41  Heace  I  ye,  who  8DU«  and  stnpeff  the  mind, 
Sophists!  of  beaaty,  virtue,  joy,  the  baae! 
Greedy  and  fell,  though  impotent  aod  bliod, 
Who  spread  your  filthy  nets  in  Truth's  fair  fane. 
And  ever  ply  your  venom'd  fangs  amaio ! 
Hence  to  aark  Error's  den,  whose  rankling  slime 
First  gave  you  form  I    Hence  I  lest  the  Mnse  should  d( 
(Though  loth  on  theme  so  mean  to  waste  a  rhyme) 
With  vengeance  to  parene  yonr  sacrilegions  crime. 

43  Bat  hail,  ye  mighty  masters  of  the  lay, 

Nature's  ^ne  sons,  the  friends  of  man  and  truth ! 
Whose  song,  sublimely  sweet,  serenely  gay, 
AmuBed  my  childhood,  and  inform'd  my  youth. 
0,  let  yonr  spirit  atiU  my  bosom  soothe. 
Inspire  my  dreams,  and  my  wild  wanderings  giiido ; 
Your  voice  each  rugged  path  of  life  can  smooth. 
For  well  I  know,  wherever  ye  reside, 
There  harmony  and  peace  and  innocence  abide. 

43  Ah  me !  neglected  on  the  lonesome  plam. 
As  yet  poor  £dwin  never  knew  your  lore. 
Save  when  against  the  Winter's  drenching  rain, 
And  driving  snow,  the  cottage  shut  the  door. 
Then,  as  instructed  by  tradition  hoar, 

Her  legend  when  the  beldame  'gan  impart. 
Or  chant  the  o]d  heroic  ditty  o'er, 
Wonder  and  loy  ran  thrilling  to  his  heart; 
Much  he  the  tale  admired,  but  more  the  tuneful  art. 

44  Various  and  strange  was  the  long-winded  tale ; 
And  balls  and  knights  and  feats  of  arms  display'd; 
Or  merry  swains,  who  quaff  the  nnt-brown  ale. 
And  sing  enamour'd  of  the  Nut-brown  Mtud;' 
The  moonlight  revel  of  the  fairy  glade ; 

Or  hags  that  suckle  an  infernal  brood, 
And  ply  in  cavee  t)i'  unutterable  trade,* 
'Midst  fiends  and  spectres  quench  the  Moon  in  blood, 
Tell  in  the  midnight  etorm,  or  ride  th'  infuriate  flood. 

45  But  when  to  honor  his  amazement  rose, 

A  gentler  strain  the  beldame  would  rehearse, 
A  tale  of  rural  life,  a  tale  of  woes, 

1    n<  JVutBrmm  Maid  U  the  tiOe  of  ■  bmojia  cJd  bfve4>ill>d  stTeD  Id  PM 

I    BeOrrliv  to  Uie  doings  oftbe  Weird  Sisters  In  JfmJKU.iT.l. 


l..(KH^ie 


THE   HIXSTBEL.  vS!t 

The  on>h«n  babes,  and  raardian  uncle  fierce.* 
0  cruel  I  will  no  pang  of  pity  pierce 
That  heart,  by  luet  ol  lucre  sear'd  to  stone  ? 
For  sure,  if  aught  of  virtne  last,  or  verse, 
To  latest  times  shall  tender  souls  bemoun 
Those  hopeless  orphan  babes  by  thy  fell  arts  undone. 

46  Behold,  with  berries  smear'd,  with  bramblee  torn. 
The  babes,  now  famish 'd,  lay  them  down  to  die ; 
Amidst  the  bowl  of  darksome  woods  forlorn, 
Folded  in  one  another's  arms  they  lie; 
Nor  friend,  nor  stranger,  hears  their  dying  ery: 
"  For  from  the  town  tne  man  returns  no  more," 
But  thou,  who  Heaven's  just  vengeance  dar'st  defy. 
This  deed  with  frnitless  tears  shalt  soon  deplore, 
When  Death  lays  waste  thy  house,  and  flames  consume  thy 
store. 

4?  A  stifled  smile  of  stem  vindictive  joy 

Bright«n'd  one  moment  Edwin's  starting  tear, — 
"  But  why  should  gold  man's  feeble  mind  decoy, 
And  innocence  thns  die  by  doom  severe  ?  " 
0  Edwin !  while  thy  heart  is  yet  sincere, 
Th'  assaults  of  disconteDt  and  doubt  repel: 
Dark  even  at  noontide  is  our  mortal  sphere; 
But  let  us  hope ;  to  doubt  is  to  rebel : 
Let  us  exult  in  hope,  that  all  shall  yet  be  well. 

48  Nor  be  thy  generous  indignation  eheck'd, 
Nor  eheck'd  the  tender  tear  to  Misery  given; 
From  Guilt's  contagious  power  shall  thai  protect. 
This  soften  and  refine  the  soul  for  Heaven. 

But  dreadful  is  their  doom  whom  doubt  has  driven 
To  censure  Fate,  and  pious  Hope  forego : 
Like  yonder  blasted  boughs  by  lightnmg  riven. 
Perfection,  beauty,  life,  fliey  never  know. 
But  frown  on  all  that  pass,  a  monument  of  woe. 

49  Shall  he  whose  birth,  maturity,  and  age 
Scarce  fill  the  circle  of  one  summer  day, 
Shall  the  poor  gnat,  with  discontent  and  rage, 
Exclaim  that  Nature  hastens  to  decay. 

If  but  a  cloud  obstruct  the  solar  ray. 
If  but  a  momentary  shower  descend.? 

4    Allndlng  to  111*  cludce  oltl  ballad  of  The  ChiUb-m  in  th.  Wood;  aiao  givea  iu  Per- 
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Or  sball  frail  man  HeaTen's  dread  decree  gaineay. 
Which  hade  the  aeries  of  events  extend 
Wide  through  ODnnmber'd  worlds,  and  ages  withoat  endP 

00  One  pari,,  one  little  pari;,  we  dimly  scan 

Through  the  durJt  medium  of  life  b  feverish  dream; 
Yet  dare  arraign  the  whole  stupendous  plan. 
If  bnt  that  little  part  incongruous  seem. 
Nor  is  that  part  perhaps  what  mortals  deem: 
Oft  from  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise: 
0,  then,  renounce  that  impious  self-esteem 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies: 
For  thon  art  but  of  dust ;  be  hnmble,  and  be  wise. 

61  Thus  Heaven  enlarged  his  soul  in  riper  years: 
For  Nature  gave  him  strength  aud  fire,  to  soar 
On  Fancy's  wing  above  this  vale  of  tears ; 
Where  dark  cold-hearted  sceptics,  creeping,  pore 
Through  microscope  of  metaphysic  lore; 

And  much  they  grope  for  Truth,  but  never  hit: 
For  why  their  powers,*  inadequate  before. 
This  idle  art  makes  more  and  more  unfit; 
Tet  deem  they  darkness  light,  and  their  vain  blunders  wit 

62  Nor  waa  this  ancient  dame  a  foe  to  mirt.h : 

Her  ballad,  jest,  and  riddle's  quaint  device 
Oft  cheer'd  the  shepherds  round  their  social  hearth  ; 
Whom  levity  or  spleen  could  ne'er  entice 
To  purchase  chat  or  laughter,  at  the  price 
Of  decency.    Nor  let  it  faith  exceed. 
That  Nature  forms  a  rustic  taste  so  nice. 
Ah !  had  they  been  of  court  or  city  breed. 
Such  delicacy  were  right  marvellous  indeed. 

63  Oft,  when  the  winter  storm  had  ceased  to  rave, 
Ho  roam'd  the  snowy  waste  at  even,  to  view 
The  clond  stupendous,  from  th'  Atlantic  wave 
High-towering,  sail  along  tli'  horiaon  blue  ; 
Where,  'midst  the  eliangeful  scenery,  ever  new, 
Fancy  a  thousand  wontlrous  forms  descries, 
More  wildly  great  than  ever  pencil  drew, 

B  For  ahy  Ib  here  equiTalant  to  becaute  or  inaimueh  at.  The  usage  1b  fMqBmt  in 
the  old  vrlters,  BOd  occurs  repealedlj;  both  in  Ibe  Ptslter  and  In  Shak«*p«an,  bol  1* 
■eldom  nut  with  In  later  writerB.  It  is  Hpproprlate  bcrc,  bemuBe  the  auUior  atauad 
amweiny  to  give  Bomethiug  oT  an  antique  flavour  to  hit  st;le.   8*  La  71k<  n«  OoU*. 

"  irahe  do  chide,  •Us  not  to  hard  ion  gonei 
Fiar  v^  the  tbols  are  mad  if  left  uloae." 
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Bocks,  torrents,  galfs,  and  shapes  of  giant  siae, 
And  glittering  clifls  on  oliSa,  and  fiery  ramparta  rise. 

64  Thonce  mnaing  onward  to  the  sounding  ehore 
The  lone  enthnsiast  oft  vould  take  bis  way. 
Listening,  vith  pleasing  dread,  to  the  deep  roar 
Of  the  wide- weltering  waves.    In  black  array. 
When  Auiphurons  cloade  roll'd  on  th'  autumnal  day, 
Even  then  he  basten'd  from  the  haunt  of  man. 
Along  the  trembling  wilderness  to  stray, 
.  What  time  the  lightning's  fierce  career  began. 
And  o'er  heaven's  rending  arch  tie  rattling  thunder  ran. 

55  B«spoasiTe  to  the  lively  pipe,  when  all 

In  s|>rightly  dance  the  village  youth  were  joia'd, 
Edwin,  of  melody  aye  held  in  thrall, 
From  the  mde  gambol  far  remote  reclined. 
Soothed  with  the  soft  notes  warbling  in  the  wind: 
Ah !  then  all  jollity  seem'd  noise  and  foUy, 
To  the  pure  sonl  by  Fancy's  firs  refined ; 
Ah !  what  is  mirth  but  turbulence  nnboly. 
When  with  the  charm  comfHired  of  heavenly  melancholy? 

56  Is  there  a  heart  that  music  cannot  melt  P 
Alasl  bow  is  that  ragged  heart  forlorn! 

Is  there  who  ne'er  those  mystic  transports  felt 
Of  solitude  and  melancholy  bom  ? 
He  needs  not  woo  the  Muse ;  he  is  her  scorn : 
The  sophist's  rope  of  cobweb  he  shall  twine ; 
Mope  o'er  the  scnoolman's  peevish  page;  or  monm. 
And  delve  for  life  in  Mammon's  dirty  mine ; 
Sneak  with  the  scoandrel  fox,  or  grunt  with  glntton  swiae. 

57  For  Edwin,  Fate  a  nobler  doom  had  planu'd; 
Song  was  his  favourite  and  firet  pursuit: 
The  wild  harp  rang  to  his  adventurous  hand. 
And  languish'd  to  his  breath  the  plaintive  flute. 
His  infant  Muse,  though  artless,  was  not  mute : 
Of  elegance  as  yet  he  took  no  care ; 

For  this  of  time  and  cnltare  is  the  fruit; 
And  Edwin  gain'd  at  last  this  fruit  so  rare: 
Ab  io  some  f  atare  verse  I  purpose  to  declare. 

58  Meanwhile,  whate'er  of  beautifal  or  new, 
Snblime  or  dreadful,  in  earth,  sea,  or  sky. 
By  chance  or  search,  was  ofler'd  ti>  his  view, 
ae  scann'd  with  carious  and  romantic  eye. 

r.,",i-,Go(.)'^le 


Whate'er  o(  lore  tradilioti  coald  Bopplr 
From  Gothio  tale,  or  song,  or  fable  old, 
BouBed  him,  etill  keen  to  liaten  and  to  pry : 
At  last,  thon^h  long  by  pennry  controll'd 
And  Bolitade,  his  soal  h&c  graces  'gaa  unfold. 

59  Thus  on  the  chill  Lapponian'e  dreary  land. 
For  many  a  long  month  lost  in  snow  profoand, 
When  Sol  from  Cancer  sends  the  season  bland. 
And  in  their  northern  caves  the  stonnfl  are  bonod ; 
From  silent  mountains,  straight,  with  startling  gonad. 
Torrents  are  hurt'd;  green  hflls  emerge;  and,  !ol 
The  trees  with  foliage,  cliffs  with  flowers  are  crown'd;* 
Pure  rills  through  Tales  of  verdure  warbling  go; 

And  wonder,  love,  and  joy,  the  peasant's  heart  o'erflow. 

60  Here  pause,  my  Gothio  lyre,  a  little  while; 
The  leisare  hour  is  all  that  thou  canst  claim : 
But  on  this  verse  if  Montagu  should  smile, 
Kew  strains  ere  long  shall  animate  thy  frame: 
And  her  applanse  to  me  is  more  than  fame ; 
For  still  with  tmth  accords  her  taste  refined. 
At  lucre  or  renown  let  others  aim, 

I  only  wish  to  pleaae  the  gentle  mind, 
Whom  N^ature's  charms  inspire,  and  love  of  human  kind. 


BOOK  8EC0ND. 


1  Of  chance  or  change,  0,  let  not  man  complain, 
Else  shall  he  never,  never  cease  to  wail ; 

For,  from  th'  imperial  dome  to  where  the  swaia 
Rears  the  lone  cottage  in  the  silent  dale, 
All  feel  th'  assault  of  Fortune's  fickle  gale; 
Art,  empire.  Earth  itself,  to  change  are  doom'd: 
Earthquakes  have  raised  to  Heaven  the  humble  vale. 
And  gulfs  the  mountain's  mighty  mass  entomb'd; 
And  where  th'  Atlantic  rolls  wide  continents  have  bloom'd. 

2  But  sure  to  foreign  climes  we  need  not  range, 
Nor  search  the  ancient  records  of  our  race, 
To  learn  the  dire  effects  of  time  and  change,    ■ 
Which  in  ourselves,  alas!  we  daily  trace. 

Yet  at  the  darken'd  eye,  the  wither'd  face, 

a  Spring  and  A  utuniii  aie  hardlf  kumtn  to  tbe  Lapl&nden.  About  lb*  ttDa  Ifei 
Sun  enturg  Cancer,  Ihe  BeldB,  which  a  wEck  before  were  covered  wlUi  UKxr,  IVP^" 
•aasuddcnnillofBnuaiidnowaa.— SCBBirmt^  BitUxy of  I'^fmi. 
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Or  hoary  hair,  I  never  will  repine : 
Bnt  spare,  0  Time,  -whate'er  of  mental  grace, 
Of  candour,  love,  or  sympathy  divine, 
■Whate'er  of  fancy's  ray,  or  friendship's  flame  is  mine. 

3  So  I,  obseqniona  to  Troth's  dread  command. 
Shall  here  withoat  relnctanco  change  my  lay, 
And  smite  the  Gothic  lyre  with  harsher  band ; 
Now  when  I  leave  that  flowery  path,  for  aye. 
Of  childhood,  where  I  sported  many  &  day. 
Warbling  and  saantoriug  carelessly  along; 
Where  every  face  was  innocent  and  gay. 
Each  vale  romantic,  tnneftii  every  tongne. 

Sweet,  wild,  and  artless  all,  as  Edwm's  infant  song. 

4  "Perish  the  lore  that  deadens  yonng  desire," 
Is  the  soft  teuoiir  of  my  song  no  more : 
Edwin,  though  loved  of  Heaven,  must  not  aspire 
To  bliss  which  mortals  never  knew  before. 

On  trembling  wings  let  yoathful  fancy  soar, 
Nor  always  haunt  the  snnny  realms  of  joy: 
Bnt  now  and  then  the  shades  of  life  explore ; 
Though  many  a  sodnd  and  sight  of  woe  annoy, 
And  many  a  qualm  of  care  hia  rising  hopes  destroy, 

5  Vigonr  from  toil,  from  trouble  patience  grows: 
The  weakly  blossom,  warm  in  summer  bower, 
Some  tints  of  transient  beauty  may  disclose; 
But  soon  it  withers  in  the  chilling  hour. 
Mark  yonder  oaks  I     Superior  to  the  power 
Of  all  the  warring  winds  of  heaven  they  ris^ 
And  from  the  stormy  promontory  tower. 
And  toss  their  giant  arms  amid  the  skies. 

While  each  assailing  blast  increase  of  strengto  supplies. 

6  And  now  the  downy  cheek  and  deepened  voice 
Gave  dignity  to  Edwin's  blooming  prime ; 
And  walks  of  wider  circuit  were  his  choice. 

And  vales  more  wild,  and  mountains  more  sublime. 
One  evening,  as  he  framed  the  careless  rhyme,  '' 

It  was  his  chance  to  wander  far  abroad, 
And  o'er  a  lonely  eminence  to  climb,  ^ 

Which  heretofore  his  foot  had  never  trod; 
A  vale  appear'd  below,  a  deep  retired  abode. 

7  Thither  he  hied,  enamouPd  of  the  sceae ; 
For  rooks  on  rooks  piled,  aa  by  magic  spell. 


Here  ecorch'd  with  lightning,  there  with  ivy  pxea. 
Fenced  from  the  North  and  East  this  savage  aell: 
Southward  a  mDuntaio  rose  with  easy  swell, 
Whoso  long,  long  groves  eternal  murmur  made; 
And  towiird  the  western  Snn  a  streamlet  fell, 
Where,  throngh  the  eliflfa,  the  eye  remote  snryoy'd 
Bine  hills,  laxd  glittering  waves,  and  skieB  in  gold  aiTay*d. 

8  Along  this  nwrow  valley  yon  might  see 

The  wild  doer  sporting  on  the  meadow  ground. 
And,  here  and  there,  a  solitary  tree. 
Or  mosey  stone,  or  rock  with  woodbine  crown'd: 
Oft  did  the  cliSs  reverberate  the  sound 
Of  parted  fragments  tumbling  from  on  high ; 
And  from  the  summit  of  that  craggy  monnd 
The  perching  eagle  oft  was  heard  to  cry. 
Or  on  resounding  winga  to  shoot  athwart  the  sky. 

9  One  cultivated  spot  there  was,  that  spread 
Its  fiowcry  hosom  to  the  noonday  beam. 
Where  many  a  rosehud  rears  its  blushing  head. 
And  herbs  for  food  with  future  plenty  teem. 
Soothed  by  tlio  lulling  sound  of  grove  and  stream, 
Komantic  visions  swiirm  on  Edwm's  sonl : 

Ho  minded  not  the  Sun's  last  tromhling  gleam. 
Nor  heard  from  far  the  twilight  curfew  toll ; 
When  slowly  on  his  ear  these  moving  accents  stole: 

10  "  Hail,  awful  scenes,that  caJm  the  tronbled  breast. 
And  woo  the  weary  to  profound  repose  I 

Can  passion's  wildest  uproar  lay  to  rest, 
And  whisper  comfort  to  the  man  of  woes  ? 
Here  Innocence  may  wander,  safe  from  foes. 
And  Contemplation  soar  on  seraph  wings. 
0  Sohtude!  the  man  who  thee  foregoes. 
When  lucre  lures  him,  or  ambition  stings, 
Shall  never  know  the  source  whence  real  gnmdeor  ^ringa. 

11  "  Vain  man  [  is  grandeur  given  to  gay  attire  ? 
Vhen  let  the  butterfly  thy  pride  upbraid : 

To  friends,  attendants,  armies  bought  with  hire  ? 
Jt  is  thy  weakness  that  requires  their  aid: 
To  palaces,  with  gold  and  gems  inlaid  ? 
They  fear  the  thief,  and  tremble  in  the  stoim : 
To  hosts,  through  carnage  who  to  conquest  wade? 
Behold  the  victor  vanqmsh'd  by  the  worm ! 
Behold  what  deeds  of  woe  the  locnst  cau  perform! 
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12  "  Trae  dignity  is  hie,  whose  tranqnil  mind 
Virtue  has  raised  above  the  things  below; 
Who,  every  hope  and  fear  to  Heaven  reaign'd. 
Shrinks  not,  though  Fortune  aim  her  deadliest  blow." 
This  strain  from  'midst  the  rocks  was  heard  to  flow 
In  solemn  sounds.     Now  beam'd  the  evening  star; 
And,  from  embattled  clonds  emerging  slow, 
Cynthia  came  riding  on  her  silver  car ; 

And  hoary  monntain-cUSs  shone  faintly  from  afar. 

13  Soon  did  the  solemn  voice  its  themo  renew. 
While  Edwin,  rapt  in  wonder,  lietcuing  stood : 
"  Ye  tools  and  toys  of  tyranny,  adieu, 
Seom'd  by  the  wise,  and  hated  by  the  good  I 
Ye  only  can  engage  the  servile  brood 

Of  Levity  and  Lust,  who  all  their  days, 
Ashamed  of  truth  and  liberty,  have  woo'd 
And  hngg'd  the  chain  that,  glittering  on  their  gaze. 
Seems  to  outshine  the  pomp  of  Heaven^s  empyreal  blaze. 

14  "  Like  them,  abandon'd  to  Ambition's  sway, 
I  sought  for  glory  in  the  paths  of  guile ; 
And  lawn'd  and  smiled,  to  plunder  and  betray. 
Myself  betraVd  and  plunder'd  all  the  while ; 
So  gnaw'd  the  viper  the  corroding  file; 

But  now  with  pangs  of  keen  remorse  I  rue 

Those  years  of  trouble  and  debasement  vile. 

Yet  why  shoald  I  this  cruel  theme  pursue  ? 

Fly>  fly,  detested  thoughts,  for  ever  from  my  view! 

15  "The  gnste  of  appetite,  the  clouds  of  caro, 
And  storms  of  disappointment,  all  o'erpast, 
Henceforth  no  earthly  hope  with  Heaven  shall  share 
This  heart,  where  peace  serenely  shines  at  last. 
And  if  for  me  no  treasure  he  amass'd, 

And  if  DO  future  age  shall  hear  my  name, 
I  Inrk  the  more  secure  from  fortune's  blast. 
And  with  more  Icisnre  feed  this  pious  flame. 
Whoso  rapture  far  transcends  the  fairest  hopes  of  fame. 

16  "  The  end  and  the  reward  of  toil  ia  rest : 
Be  all  my  prayer  for  virtue  and  for  peaca 

Of  wealth  and  fame,  of  pomp  and  power  possess'd, 
Who  ever  felt  his  weight  of  woe  decrease  ? 
Ah  1  what  avails  the  lore  of  Rome  and  Qreece, 
The  lay  heaven-prompted,  and  harmonious  string. 


The  dast  of  Ophir,  or  the  Tyrian  fleece, 
All  that  art,  fortnoe,  enterprise  can  bring. 
If  envj,  scom,  remorse,  or  pnde  the  bosom  wring  ? 

n  "Let  Vanity  adorn  the  marble  tomb 

Witli  trophies,  rhymes,  and  'ecntcheons  of  renown. 
In  the  deep  dungeon  of  some  Qothic  dome, 
Where  night  and  desolation  ever  frown. 
Miue  be  the  breezy  hill  that  skirts  the  down, 
Where  a  green,  ffrussy  tnrf  is  all  I  craye, 
With  here  and  there  a  violet  bestrown. 
Fast  by  a  brook,  or  fonntain's  murmuring  wave; 
And  many  an  evening  Son  shine  sweetly  on  my  grave. 

18  "And  thither  let  the  village  swain  repairj 
And,  light  of  heart,  the  village  maiden  gay. 
To  deck  with  flowers  her  haLt-dishevell'd  hair. 
And  celebrate  the  moriy  mom  of  May : 
There  let  the  shepherd  s  pipe  the  livelong  day 
Fill  all  the  grove  with  love  a  bewitching  woe ; 
And  when  mild  Evening  comes  in  mantle  gray, 
Let  not  the  blooming  band  make  haste  to  go; 

Ko  ghost,  nor  spell,  my  long  and  last  abode  shall  know. 

19  "  For  thongh  I  fly  to  'scape  from  Fortune's  rage, 
And  bear  the  scars  of  envy,  spite,  and  scorn. 
Yet  with  mankind  no  horrid  war  I  wage, 

Yet  with  no  impious  Spleen  my  breast  is  torn : 
For  virtue  lost,  and  rain'd  man  I  mourn. 
0  man!  creation's  pride.  Heaven's  darling  child. 
Whom  Nature's  best,  divinest  gifts  adorn. 
Why  from  thy  home  are  truth  and  joy  exiled. 
And  ful  thy  favourite  haunts  with  blood  and  tears  defiled  F 

30  "  Along  yon  glittering  sky  what  glory  Btreamal 
What  majesty  attends  Night's  lovely  queen  I 
Fair  laugh  our  valleys  in  the  yeraal  beams; 
And  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roll  between. 
And  all  conspire  to  beautify  the  scene : 
But,  in  the  mental  world,  what  chaos  drear! 
What  forms  of  mournful,  loathsome,  furious  mien! 
0,  when  shall  that  Eternal  Mom  appear. 
These  dreadful  forms  to  chase,  this  chaos  dark  to  clear? 

21  "  0  Thou,  at  whose  creative  smile,  yon  Heaven, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  beaaty,  life,  and  light, 
Eose  from  th'  abyss;  when  dark  GonfusioQ,  driven 
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DowD,  down  the  bottomleBB  profound  of  night, 
Fled,  where  ho  ever  flies  thy  piercing  sight  i 
0,  glance  on  these  sad  shades  one  pitying  ray, 
To  blast  the  fury  of  opprcesive  mi^t, 
Melt  the  hard  heart  to  love  and  mercy's  eway. 
And  cheer  the  wandering  aoal,  and  light  him  on  the  way ! " 

22  Silence  ensued ;  and  Edwin  raised  his  eyes 
In  tears,  for  grief  lay  heavy  at  his  heart 
"And  is  it  thus  in  courtly  life,"  he  cries, 

"  That  man  to  man  acts  a  betrjwer'a  part  ? 
And  dares  he  thus  the  gifts  of  Heaven  pervert. 
Each  social  isstinct,  and  sublime  desire  P 
Hail,  Poverty!  if  hononr,  wealth,  and  art, 
If  what  the  great  puraue  and  leam'd  admire. 
Thus  dissipate  and  quench  the  sonl's  ethereal  firel" 

23  He  said,  and  tarn'd  away;  nor  did  the  Sage 
O'erhear,  in  silent  orisons  employ'd. 

The  Youth,  his  rising  sorrow  to  assuage. 
Home,  as  he  hied,  the  evening  scene  onjoyd: 
For  now  no  cloud  obscures  the  starry  void; 
The  yellow  moonlight  sleeps  on  all  tne  hills; 
Nor  IS  the  mind  with  startling  sounds  annoy'd; 
A  soothing  murmnr  the  lone  region  fills 
Of  groves,  and  dying  gales,  and  melancholy  rills. 

24  But  he  from  day  to  day  more  anxious  grew, 
The  voice  still  seem'd  to  vibrate  on  his  ear; 
Nor  durst  he  hope  the  hermit's  tale  uutrne ; 
For  man  he  seem'd  to  love,  and  Heaven  to  fear; 
And  none  speaks  false,  where  there  is  none  to  hear. 
"  Yet,  can  man's  gentle  heart  become  so  fell  ? 

No  more  in  vain  conjecture  let  me  wear 
My  hours  away,  but  seek  the  hermit's  cell ; 
'Tis  lie  my  doubt  can  clear,  perhaps  my  care  dispel." 

25  At  early  dawn  the  Youth  his  jonrney  took. 
And  many  a  monntaln  pass'd  and  valley  wide. 
Then  reach'd  the  wild;  where,  in  a  flowery  nook, 
And  seated  on  a  mossy  stone,  he  spied 

An  ancient  man :  his  harp  lay  him  beside. 
A  stag  sprang  from  the  pasture  at  his  call, 
And,  kneeling,  lick'd  the  wither'd  hand  that  tied 
A  wi-eath  of  woodbine  round  his  antlers  tall. 
And  hung  his  lofty  neck  with  many  a  floweret  small. 
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26  And  BOW  the  houy  St^e  axoee,  and  saw 
ThewaDdererapproacEing:  innocence 
Smiled  on  his  glowing  cheek,  bat  modest  awe 
Depreaa'd  his  eye,  that  fear'd  to  give  oflenca 
"  Who  art  thou,  courteous  Btrangcr?  and  from  whence  f 
Why  roam  thy  steps  to  this  Bequester'd  dale  ?  " 
■"  A  shepherd  boy,"  the  Youth  replied,  "  far  hence 
My  habitation;  hoar  ray  artless  tale  ; 
Nor  levity  nor  falsehood  shall  thine  ear  assaiL 

87  "  Late  as  I  roam'd,  intent  on  Nature's  charms, 
I  reach'd  at  eye  this  wilderness  profound ; 
And,  leaning  wbero  yon  oak  expands  her  arms, 
Ucard  these  rude  cliSs  thine  awfnl  voice  reboand; 
For  in  thy  speech  I  recognise  the  sound. 
Yon  mourn'd  for  ruin'd  man,  and  virtue  lost. 
And  seem'd  to  feel  of  keen  remorse  the  wound. 
Pondering  on  former  days,  by  ^^It  engross'd, 
Or  in  the  giddy  storm  of  dissipation  toss  d. 

28  "  But  say,  in  courtly  life  can  craft  he  leam'd. 

Where  knowledge  opens  and  exalts  the  sonl? 
Whore  Fortune  lavishes  her  gifts  nneam'd. 
Can  Belfiahness  the  liberal  heart  control? 
Is  glory  there  achieved  by  arts  as  foul 
As  those  that  felons,  fiends,  and  furies  plan  ? 
Spiders  ensnare,  snakes  poison,  tigers  prowl: 
Lijve  is  the  godlike  attribute  of  man. 
0,  teach  a  simple  youth  this  mystery  to  scaiu 

39  "  Or  else  the  lamentable  strain  disclaim. 
And  give  me  back  the  calm,  contented  mind. 
Which,  liito  exulting,  view'd  in  Nature's  frame 
Goodness  untainted,  wisdom  unconfined, 
Grace,  grandeur,  and  utility  combined: 
Bestore  those  tranquil  days  that  saw  me  still 
Well  pleased  with  ail,  hut  most  with  humankind; 
When  Fancy  roam'd  through  Nature's  works  at  will, 
TJncheck'd  by  cold  distrust,  and  uninform'd  by  ill." 

30  "Wonldat  thou,"  the  Sage  replied,  "in  peace  retnm 
To  the  gay  dreams  of  fond  romantic  youth. 
Leave  me  to  hide,  in  this  remote  sojourn, 
From  every  gentle  ear  the  dreadful  truth: 
For  if  my  desultory  strain  with  ruth 
And  indignation  make  thine  eyes  o'erflow. 
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AIbs  1  what  comfort  could  thy  an^piish  soothe, 
Shouldst  thou  th'  extent  of  hmnaa  folly  know  ? 
Be  ignorance  thy  choice,  where  knowledge  leads  to  woe. 

31  "  Bnt  let  untender  thoughts  afar  be  driven ; 
Nor  venture  to  arraign  the  dread  decree : 
For  know,  to  man,  as  candidate  for  Heaven, 
The  voice  of  the  Eternal  said.  Be  free: 
And  this  divine  prerogative  to  thee 
Does  virtne,  happiness,  and  Heaven  convoy; 
For  virtue  is  the  child  of  liberty, 
And  happiness  of  virtue ;  nor  can  they 
Bo  free  to  keep  the  path,  who  ore  not  free  to  stray. 

38  "  Yet  leave  me  not    I  would  allay  that  grief. 
Which  else  might  thy  young  virtue  overpower ; 
And  in  thy  converse  i  shall  find  relief, 
When  the  dark  shades  of  melancholy  lour ; 
For  solitude  has  many  a  dreary  hour, 
Even  when  exempt  from  grief,  remorse,  and  pwi : 
Come  often  then ;  for  haply,  in  my  bower. 
Amusement,  knowledge,  wisdom  tnou  mayst  gain : 
If  I  one  soul  improve,  I  nave  not  lived  in  vain." 

33  And  now,  at  length,  to  Edwin's  ardent  gase 
The  Muse  of  history  unrolls  her  page: 
But  few,  alast  tlie  scenes  her  art  displays, 
To  charm  his  fancy,  or  his  heart  engage. 

Here  chiefs  their  thirst  of  power  in  blood  assuage, 
And  straight  their  flames  with  tenfold  fierceness  bom: 
Hero  smiling  Virtue  prompts  the  patriot's  rage, 
Bnt,  1o!  ere  long,  is  left  alone  to  mourn, 
And  languish  in  the  dust,  and  clasp  th'  aluindon'd  nm. 

34  "Ambition's  slippery  verge  shall  moiials  tread. 
Where  ruin's  gulf,  nnfathom'd,  yawns  beneath  ? 
Shall  life,  shall  liberty  be  lost,"  he  said, 

"For  the  vain  toys  that  Pomp  and  Power  bequeath? 
The  car  of  victory,  tlie  plrimo,  the  wreath 
Defend  not  from  the  bolt  of  fate  the  brave; 
No  note  the  clarion  of  Renown  can  breathe. 
To  alarm  the  long  night  of  the  lonely  grave, 
Or  check  the  headlong  liaste  of  time's  o'erwhelmiiig  wave. 

36  "  Ah,  what  avails  it  to  have  traced  the  springs 
That  whirl  of  empire  the  atnpendous  wheel? 
Ah,  what  have  I  to  do  with  conquering  kings, 

L       '.     I.-.  (Kittle 


Hands  dreoch'd  in  blood,  and  breasts  begirt  irith  steel  ? 
To  those  whom  Mature  taught  to  think  and  feel 
Horoee,  alusl  are  things  o£  small  concern; 
Goald  History  man's  secret  heart  reveal, 
And  what  imports  a  heaven-bom  mind  to  team, 
Her  transcripts  to  explore  what  bosom  wonld  not  yearn  ? 

36  "  This  praise,  O  Oheronean  sage,'  is  thine ! 
(Why  sbonld  this  praise  to  thee  alone  belong F) 
All  else  from  Nature's  moral  path  decline. 
Lured  by  the  toys  that  captivate  the  throng ; 
To  herd  in  cuhineta  and  camps,  among 

Spoil,  carnage,  and  the  cruel  pomp  of  pride; 
Or  chant  of  heraldry  the  drowsy  song. 
How  tyrant  blood  o  er  many  s  region  wide 
Bolls  to  a  thousand  thrones  its  execrable  tide. 

37  "  0,  who  of  man  the  story  will  nnfold, 
Ere  victory  and  empire  wrought  annoy, 

?      In  that  Elysian  age,  (misnamed  of  gold,) 
;       The  age  of  lore  and  innocence  and  joy, 
<   "When  all  were  great  and  free  I  man's  sole  emplvjr. 
To  deck  the  bowm  of  his  parent  Earth ; 
Or  toward  his  bower  the  marmuring  stream  decoy, 
To  aid  the  floweret's  long-expected  birth. 
And  lull  the  bed  of  peace,  and  crown  the  board  of  miriji? 

38  "  Sweet  were  your  shades,  0  ye  primeval  groves  1 
Whose  boughs  to  man  his  food  and  shelter  lent, 
Pure  in  his  pleasures,  happy  in  his  loves. 

His  eye  still  smiling,  ana  his  heart  content : 
Then,  hand  in  hand,  Health,  Sport,  mid  Labour  went; 
Nature  supplied  the  wish  she  taught  to  crave ; 
None  prowl'd  for  prey,  none  wateh'd  to  circumvent ; 
To  all  an  equal  lot  Heaven's  bounty  gave': 
No  vassal  feard  his  lord,  no  tyrant  fear'd  his  slave. 

39  "  But,  ah !  th'  Historic  Muse  has  never  dared 

To  pierce  those  hallow'd  bqwers :  'tis  Fancy's  beam 
Pour'd  on  the  vision  of  th'  enraptor'd  bard, 
That  paints  the  charms  of  that  delicious  theme. 
Then  Vul,  sweet  Fancy's  ray !  and  hail,  the  dream 
That  weans  the  weary  soul  from  guilt  and  wool 
Careless  what  others  of  my  choice  may  deem, 

1   Plutarch  Ib  called  "  Cberaneaa  Bage,"  Aram  Cberoneo,  a  town  In  BooUa,  wiMn 
he  mt  bora  and  UtmL 
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I  long,  where  Love  and  Fancy  lead,  to  go 
And  meditate  on  Heaven ;  enongb  of  Earth  I  know." 

40  "  I  cannot  blame  thy  choice,"  the  Sage  replied, 
"  For  soft  and  amooth  are  Fancy's  flowery  ways : 
And  yet  even  there,  if  left  without  a  guide. 
The  young  adventurer  unsafely  playa. 

Eyes  dazzled  long  by  flotion's  goody  raye 
In  modest  truth  no  l^ht  nor  beauty  find : 
And  who,  my  child,  would  traat  the  meteor  blaz^ 
That  soon  must  fail,  and  leave  the  wanderer  blind. 
More  dark  and  helpless  far  than  if  it  ne'er  had  shined  f 

41  "Fancy  enervates,  while  it  Boothes  the  heart; 
And,  while  it  dazzles,  wounds  the  mental  si^t: 
To  joy  each  hdghtenii^  ohann  it  can  impart. 
But  wraps  the  hour  of  woe  in  tenfold  nignt: 
And  often,  wliere  no  real  ills  aftr^ht, 

Its  TiBionary  fiends,  an  endiess  train, 
Assail  with  equal  or  superior  might, 
And  through  the  throobiag  heart,  and  dizzy  brain. 
And  shivering  nerves,  shoot  stingsof  more  than  miHtal  pain. 

42  "  And  yet,  alasl  the  real  ills  of  life 
Claim  the  full  vigour  of  a  mind  prepared, 
Prepared  lor  patient,  long,  labonoug  strife, 
Its  guide  ejcperience,  and  truth  ita  guard. 
We  fare  on  £arth  as  other  men  have  fared. 
Were  they  succeBsful  ?  Let  ua  not  despair. 
Was  disappointment  oft  their  sole  reward  ? 
Yet  shall  their  tale  instruct,  if  it  declare 

How  theyjiave  borne  the  load  ourselves  are  doom'd  to  bear. 

43  "  What  charms  th'  Historic  Moee  adorn,  from  spoils 
And  blood  and  tyrants  when  she  wings  her  flight. 
To  bail  the  patnot  prince  whose  pious  toils, 
Sacred  to  science,  liberty,  and  right. 

And  peace,  through  every  age  divinely  bright 
Shall  shine  the  bcust  and  wonder  of  mankmdl 
Sees  yonder  Sun,  from  his  meridian  height, 
A  lovelier  scene  than  virtue  thus  enshrined 
In  power,  and  man  with  man  for  mntnal  aid  combined? 


44  "  Hail,  aacred  Polity,  by  Freedom  rear'd  1 

Hail,  sacred  Freedom,  when  by  law  restrain'dl 
Without  you,  what  were  man  r    A  grovelling  herd, 
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In  darkneae,  wretchedDess,  and  want  enobain'd. 
Sablimed  b^  jon,  the  Qreek  and  Boman  reign'd 
In  arts  annvall'd  I     0,  to  latest  daye, 
In  Albion  may  yonr  influence  tinprofaned 
To  godlike  worth  the  generous  bosom  raise, 
And  prompt  the  sage's  lore,  and  Sre  the  poet's  laysl 

46  "  Bnt  now  let  other  themes  our  care  engage. 
For,  lo,  with  modest  yet  majestic  grace, 

To  cnrb  Im^ination^s  lawless  rage. 
And  from  within  the  oherish'd  heu^  to  brace. 
Philosophy  appears  I    The  gloomy  race 
By  Indolence  and'moping  Fancy  bred. 
Fear,  Discontent,  Sohcitnde,  give  place; 
And  Hope  and  Oonrage  brighten  in  their  stead. 
While  on  me  kindling  sool  her  vital  beams  are  shed  I 

16  "  Then  wakon  from  long  lethargy  to  life 

The  Bceds  of  happiness  and  powers  of  thought; 
Then  larring  appetites  forego  their  strife 
A  strife  by  ignorance  to  madness  wrought. 
Pleasure  by  savage  man  is  dearly  boaght 
With  fell  revenge;  Inst  that  defies  control, 
With  gluttony  and  death.    The  mind  untaught 
Is  a  dark  waste,  where  fiends  and  tempests  howl: 
As  Phoebus  to  tiie  world,  is  science  to  thiB  bouL 

47  "And  Beason  now  throngh  number,  time,  and  spaoe^ 
Darta  the  keen  lustre  of  her  seriotis  eye, 

And  learns,  frt>m  facts  compared,  the  laws  to  trace^ 
Whose  long  progression  leads  to  Deity. 
Can  mortal  strength  presume  to  soar  so  high  ? 
Can  mortal  sight,  so  oft  bedimm'd  with  t^ars, 
Sach  gloiy  b^  ? — for,  lo  1  the  shadows  fly 
From  feature's  face ;  confusion  diaappeafs. 
And  order  charms  the  eye,  and  hajrmony  the  ears  I 

48  "  In  the  deep  windings  of  the  grove,  no  more 
The  hag  obscene  and  grisly  phantom  dwell ; 
Kor  in  the  fall  of  mountain-stream,  or  roar 
Of  winds,  is  beard  the  angry  spirit's  yell ; 
No  wizard  mutters  the  tremendous  spell. 
Nor  sinks  convulsive  in  prophetic  swoon ; 

Nor  bids  the  noise  of  drums  and  trumpets  swell. 
To  ease  of  fancied  pangs  the  labouring  Uoou, 
Or  chase  the  sha^  tbst  blots  the  blazing  orb  of  noon. 
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Stnnn  d  with  th'  eteru^  turbulence  of  wares, 
Lo  I  with  dim  ej^  that  never  leam'd  to  emilfi. 
And  trembling  hasda,  the  famish'd  native  craves 
Of  Heaven  his  wretched  faie;  shivering  in  cavea, 
Or  Bcorch'd  on  rocks,  he  pines  from  day  to  day : 
But  Science  gives  the  word;  and,  lol  he  braves 
The  surge  and  tempest,  lighted  by  her  ray. 
And  to  a  happier  land  waftf  merrily  awayl 

50  "And  even  where  Nature  loads  the  teeming  plain 
With  the  full  pomp  of  vegetable  store. 
Her  bounty,  unimproved,  is  deadly  bane: 
Dark  woods  and  rankling  wilds,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Stretch  their  enormous  gloom ;  which  to  explore 
Even  Fancy  trembles,  in  her  sprightliest  mood: 
For  there  each  eyeball  gleams  with  lust  of  gore. 
Nestles  each  murderons  and  each  monstrous  brood. 
Plague  lurks  in  every  shade,  and  steams  from  every  flood. 

61  "'Twas  from  Philosophy  man  leam'd  to  tame 
The  soil,  by  plenty  to  intemperance  fed : 
Lo!  from  the  echoing  ase  and  thundering  flame, 
Poison  and  plague  and  yelling  rage  are  fled: 
The  waters,  bursting  from  their  slimy  bed, 
Bring  health  and  melody  to  every  vale ; 
And,  from  the  breezy  main,  and  mountain's  head. 
Cores  and  Flora,  to  the  sunny  dale,  ,  .-'    : 

To  fan  their  glowing  channa,  invite  the  fluttering  gale. 

63  "  What  dire  necessities  on  every  hand 

Our  art,  oar  strength,  our  fortitude  require  1 
Of  foes  intestine  what  a  numerous  band 
Against  this  little  throb  of  life  conspire!  . 

Yet  Science  can  elude  their  fatal  ire 
Awhile,  and  turn  aside  Death's  levell'd  dart, 
Soothe  the  sharp  pang,  allay  the  fever's  fire, 
And  brace  the  nerves  once  more,  and  cheer  the  heart, 
And  yet  a  few  soft  nights  and  balmy  days  impart. 

63  "  Nor  less,  to  regulate  man's  moral  frame, 
Science  exerts  her  all-composing  sway : 
Flutters  thy  breast  with  fear,  or  pants  for  fame. 
Or  pines,  to  indolence  and  spleen  a  prey, 
Or  avarice,  a  flend  more  fierce  than  they? 
Flee  to  the  shade  of  Ac^emus'  grove ; 
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Where  cares  molest  not,  discord  melts  Away 
In  harmony,  and  the  pnre  passions  prore 
How  sweet  the  words  of  Truth,  breathed  from  the  lips  of  Lore. 

54  "What  cannot  Art  and  Industry  perform, 
When  Science  plans  the  progress  of  their  toil  ? 
They  smile  at  penury,  disease,  and  storm; 
And  oceans  from  their  mighty  monnd^  recoiL 
When  tyrants  scourge,  or  demagogues  embroil 
A  land,  or  when  the  rabble's  headlong  rage 
Order  transforms  to  anarchy  and  spoil. 
Deep-versed  in  man  the  philosophic  sage 

Prepares  with  lenient  hand  their  trenxy  to  aaanage. 

55  "  'Tis  he  alone,  whose  comprehensive  mind. 
From  situation,  temper,  soil,  and  clime 
Explored,  a  nation's  various  powers  can  bind. 
And  various  orders  in  one  Form  sublime 

Of  policy,  that  'midst  the  wrecks  of  time 
Secure  shall  lift  its  head  on  high,  nor  fear 
Th'  assault  of  foreign  or  domestic  crime. 
While  public  faith,  and  public  love  sincere, 
And  industry  and  law,  maintain  their  sway  severe.** 

56  Enraptured  by  the  hermit's  strain,  the  youth 
Proceeds  the  path  of  Science  to  explore. 
And  now,  expanded  to  the  beams  of  truth, 
New  energies,  and  charms  nnknown  before, 

*    His  mind  discloses :  Fancy  now  no  more 
Wantons  on  fickle  pinion  through  the  skiea; 
But,  flx'd  in  aim,  and  conscious  of  her  power, 
Aloft  from  cause  to  cause  exalts  to  rise. 
Creation's  blended  stores  arranging  as  she  fliea. 

57  Nor  love  of  novelty  alone  inspires 

Their  laws  and  nice  dependencies  to  scan ; 
For,  mindful  of  the  aids  that  life  requires. 
And  of  the  services  man  owes  to  man, 
He  meditjites  new  arts  on  Nature's  plan ; 
The  cold  desponding  breast  of  sloth  to  warm, 
The  flame  of  industry  and  genius  fan. 
And  emulation's  noble  rage  alarm. 
And  the  long  hours  of  toil  and  solitude  to  charm. 

68  But  she,  who  sot  on  fire  his  infant  heart. 

And  all  his  dreams,  and  all  his  wandei-ings  shared 
And  bless'd,  the  Muse,  and  her  celestial  art. 
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Still  claim  th'  enthnsiaat's  foDd  and  first  r^ard. 
From  Nature's  beauties,  varionsly  compared 
And  variously  combined,  he  learns  to  frame 
Those  forms  of  bright  perfection  which  the  bard, 
While  boundless  hopes  and  boundless  riews  inflam^ 
Enamour'd,  consecrates  to  never-dying  fame. 

69  0(  late,  witb  cnmbcreome  though  pconpoiiB  show, 
Edwin  would  oft  his  flowery  rhpne  deface. 
Through  ardour  to  adorn;  "but  Nature  EOT 
To  his  experienced  eye  a  modeet  grace 
Frescnts,  where  ornament  the  second  place 
Holds,  to  iutrinsic  worth  and  just  design 
Subservient  still.     Simplicity  apace 
Tempera  his  rage :  he  owns  ner  charm  divine. 
And  clears  tb'  aim)iguons  phrase,  and  lops  tb'  nnirieldy  line. 

60  Fain  would  I  sing  (much  vet  unsung  remains) 
What  sweet  delirium  o'er  Lis  bosom  stole. 
When  the  great  shepherd  of  the  Mantuan  plains  * 
His  deep  m^estic  melody  'gan  roll : 

Fain  would  I  sing  what  transport  Btorm'd  his  soul. 
How  the  red  current  throbb'd  his  veins  along. 
When,  like  Pelides,  bold  beyond  control, 
Without  art  graceful,  without  effort  strong, 
Homer  raised  high  to  heaven  the  loud,  th'  impetuous  song : 

61  And  how  his  lyre,  though  rude  her  first  essays, 
Now  skill'd  to  soothe,  to  triumph,  to  complain. 
Warbling  at  will  throngh  each  narmonious  maze, 
Was  taught  to  modulate  tho  artful  strain, 

I  fain  would  sing :  —  But,  ah  I  I  strive  in  vain : 
Sigbs  from  a  breaking  heart  my  voice  confound. 
With  trembling  step,  to  join  yon  weeping  train, 
I  haste,  where  gleams  funereal  glare  around. 
And,  mix'd  with  shrieks  of  woe,  the  knells  of  death  reaonud. 

62  Adieu,  ye  lays  that  Fancy's  flowers  adorn, 
The  soft  amusement  of  the  vacant  mind! 
He  sleeps  in  dust,  and  all  the  Muses  mourn. 
He,  whom  each  virtue  fired,  each  grace  refined. 
Friend,  teacher,  pattern,  darling  of  mankind ! 
He  Bleeps  in  dust'    Ah,  how  shall  I  pursue 

8  The  "  shepberd  of  tho  Mantuan  plains  "  is  Vicgil ;  so  called  because  ha  wrote 
pastoral  Eclogaea,  and  becaose  his  birOi-pUce  was  near  Mantua,  la  Northern  Itaij-; 
DOW  Hodena. 

9  FrofEBSor  Gregory,  one  of  the  aathor^  coUeagneB  Id  Manschal  College,  Ib  the 
perBon  here  retbircd  to.  Be  died  auddenly  on  the  10th  of  Februor;,  1T7S,  nod  the 
coodnslou  oTliie  poem  was  wTlUeDaibwda;saItet■ 


My  tbeme?    To  heart-consanung  grief  Tesign'd, 
Hore  ott  Mb  receDt  grave  I  fix  my  view. 
And  ponr  my  bitter  tears.     Ye  flowery  lays  adiea  I 

63  Art  thou,  my  GEEaoEX,  for  ever  fled? 
And  am  I  left  to  nnavailiDg  woe? 
When  fortune's  storms  assail  this  weary  head. 
Where  cares  long  since  have  shed  nntimely  snow,    ■ 
Ah,  now  for  comfort  whither  shall  I  go  ? 
Xo  more  thy  soothing  voice  my  anguish  cheers: 
Thy  placid  eyes  with  smiles  no  longer  glow, 
My  hopes  to  cherish,  and  allay  my  fears. 
Tis  meet  that  I  should  mourn :  flow  forth  afresh,  my  tear& 
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OLIVER   GOLDSMITH: 

SKETCH  OF  HIS  LIFE. 


OuvEB  Goldsmith  wm  bom  November  S9,  1738,  «t  Pallas,  Longford 
coDQlj',  IrelaDd;  the  tecoai  ia  a  faniily  of  seven  children.  His  &ihcr,  ihe 
Bev.  Charles  Goldsmith,  was  a  clergymen  of  the  Established  Church,  and  had 
been  edocaled  u  Trinitj  College,  Dnblin.  Oliver  woa  frum  iufaqi^y  very  dif- 
ferent from  other  children  j  subject  to  strange  humoura  ;  generally  serious  and 
reserved,  but  when  in  «iy  spirita  exceedingly  agreeable  ;  a  '  '  ' 
I         !.a._    ...     ucfi  signs  of  genius,  tmit  he      "'' 


of  ul  the  friends  of  the  fcmily.  At  the  age  of  eight  he  discovered  a  natural 
tarn  G>r  rhyming,  and  uflcn  amaaed  his  ^Oier  and  others  with  bis  poetical  at- 
tempts.   lUs  father  had  deiermined  to  educate  the  elder  son,  Henry,  fur  the 


ninistry;  and,  his  income  being  rather  Small,  thought  he  could  not  give  a  lib- 
eral education  to  Oliver ;  but  his  mother  pleaded  so  hard,  that  ahe  finally  pra- 
Taiiedi  the  Bev.  Thomas  Contarine,  who  had  married  Oliver's  aunr,  engaging 
to  bear  part  of  the  expense.  So  Oliver  was  fitted  for  the  University,  and  in 
1744  was  sent  to  Trinity  College,  where  he  was  entered  nnder  Ihe  Bev.  Mr. 
le  of  lh«  ftllons,  but  a  man  of  harsh  and  violent  temper,  insomoch 

anil,  who  waa  wild  and  waywari 

him  at  ail.  Vaiioos  difficultie 
eumslance,  which  must  hero  be  paused  O'  ... 
While  young  Goldsmith  was  in  college  his  biiher  died;  but  the  loss  wa4 
now  supplied  by  his  uncle  Contarine,  who  was  a  man  of  learning  and  good 
position,  and  whose  peuetration  enabled  him  to  see  Oliver's  geniu;  through  all 
the  dark  shades  that  obscured  it.  Goldsmith  took  the  usual  d^ree  in  I?ebru- 
ary,  1749,  two  years  ofier  the  regular  time.  His  uncle  wished  him  to  prepare 
for  holy  orderi ;  bat  this  he  could  not  bring  his  mind  to  undertake  :  so  it  was 
resolved  to  send  him  to  the  Temolo,  that  be  might  make  the  Law  hb  profes- 
sion. But,  on  his  way  to  X«oiion,  he  tnel  with  a  sharper  in  Dublin,  who 
tempted  him  to  ptav,  and  emptied  his  pockets  of  the  £30  with  which  ho  had 
been  furnished  for  the  joamey.  This  threw  him  back  upon  liis  tincio  again ; 
and  it  was  now  decided  to  put  him  to  the  study  of  medicine ;  and  with  this 
view  be  was  sent  to  Edinburgh.  After  attending  the  lectures  and  nsaa] 
GOarses  there,  he  went  to  I,eyden  to  complete  his  medical  studies.  He  re- 
maiood  at  L^den  about  a  year;  bnt  it  there  appeared  that  he  had  not  jet 
fobdned  bis  propensity  for  getting  into  scrapes.  One  morning  he  came  to  a 
AJlow-stndent  with  his  pockets  (nil  of  cash,  eiulting  that  he  had  won  it  the 
evening  before.  His  friend  earnestly  pressed  him  to  play  no  more,  but  hns- 
hand  his  funds  for  the  completion  of  bis  studies.  Ue  declared  his  firm  resolu- 
tion of  doing  so;  hut  the  seductions  of  play  were  stronger  than  his  purpose, 
and  he  was  soon  stripped  of  every  shilling. 

By  this  time.  Goldsmith  was  seized  with  a  passion  for  travelling,  and  he  aet 
out  to  moke  a  long  tonr  in  Europe  on  foot,  working  bis  way  as  he  might.  He 
stayed  at  Padua  six  months  ;  and  if  he  ever  took  any  degree  in  medicine,  it 
must  have  been  there.  While  he  was  in  Italy  his  nnele  diitd.  and  he  was 
obliged  to  foot  it  home,  lodging  In  convents,  wherever  he  found  any  of  his 
own  nation.  Arriving  at  London  in  the  extremity  of  disims,  bo  engaged 
awhile  in  teaching  imder  a  feigned  name.  This  was  in  1T5G.  lileanwhUe  he 
615 

L     .   i.-.(KH^ie 


OOLDSUITH. 


, .      ^   >f  pBtienw,  he  ^t  00  fees.     It  app«»r» 
alM>  that  at  this  time  he  was  gaining  sumelhing  hj  his  pen  ;  and  in  1T5B  be 

£t  an  ■ppointmcnl  as  phyaician  to  one  of  Ihe  factories  in  India.  But  bia  ar- 
nr  for  tin  TOjage  to  Aiia  aoon  abated  somevhat,  and  he  encased  to  write 
Ibr  the  JTonti^  £wMV,  at  a  haodjoitie  salary.  Hsstuok  to  thk  for  some  eight 
months,  when  the  ent^gement  was  diasolved  br  mutual  consent.  He  then 
remoTedt»decent  lodgings  in  Fleet-street,  where  he  wrote  The  VioarofWaix- 
Jidd,  being  meanwhile  oader  arrest  for  debt.  This  was  told  to  Dr.  Johnson, 
who  took  the  manaseript,  and  disposed  of  it  for  £60  to  Mr.  Newbuij,  a.  book- 
seller. The  money  was  paid  at  mat  time,  bnt  the  work  did  not  nppear  till 
some  two  rears  later,  when  Goldsmith's  poem  The  Traneller,  published  in  1765, 
had  established  his  fame.  Hia  delightful  ballad  of  77m  fferiKit  also  made  its 
appearance  the  same  jear,  inscribed  to  the  Conntess  of  Ndrthnmborland. 

Goldamith's  aequajutance  with  Johnson  b^n  in  May,  1761,  when  the  latter 
went  with  Other  literary  men  to  a  supper  at  Goldsmith's  lodgings.  One  of  the 
company  waa  ao  mneh  struck  with  the  atudied  neatness  of  Johnson'u  dress, 
that  he  could  not  help  asking  the  reason  of  it.  "  Why,  sir,"  said  Johnson,  "  I 
bear  that  Goldsmith,  who  ia  a  tctj  great  atoven,  jnstincs  his  disr^iw^  of  dean- 
liness  and  decency  by  nnoting  my  practice;  and  I  am  desirous  this  night  to  show 
him  a  tietteT  example. 

For  seteral  years,  while  writing  his  best  worVs,  those  in  which  all  his  powers 
of  mind  are  displayed,  Goldsmitb  was  at  the  same  time  engaged  in  rarions 
inferior  tabonrs  ftir  his  present  snpport.    In  this  war  he  wrote  the  two  series 

-, L_.  __         .^ ,. -'--jBof  The  Bos  and  rA«  CUizm^ 

ia  marked  by  a  display  of  jnd^- 

.,  _.....  a  later  penod,  while  he  had  hia  comedy.  Tls 

Good-Natartd  Mem,  in  hand,  and  3%  Detaied  Viilage,  he  wrote  his  Soman 
Biitory  and  his  HUtorj  of  England. 

When,  in  1764,  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  Burke,  and  Johnson  established  the 
famous  Club,  Goldsmith  was  among  tbo  first  members,  the  number  being  then 
limited  to  twelve.  They  met  and  bad  a  snpMr  every  Fridav  evening  at  the 
Turk's  Head  tavern.  But  Goldsmith,  with  all  bis  genins  an<f  felici^  of  stj-le, 
bad  no  tact  in  conversation,  and  generally  made  a  botch  of  it  whenever  be  at- 
tempted to  talk.  This  drew  from  Johnson  the  snng  saying,  that  "no  man  was 
more  foolish  when  be  had  not  a  pen  in  his  band,  or  mo'ii!  wise  when  he  bad." 

The  Gaxt-Natured  Man  vias  brought  out  in  Janaarj,  17fl8,  at  Corent-garden 
theatre,  and  had  fair  success,  the  perfbrmance  being  repeated  nine  saccessire 
nights.  This  was  fbltoncd  by  She  Stoept  to  Conquer,  acted  at  the  same  place 
in  March,  1773,  where  it  won  immense  applaaae,  and  passed  into  a  stock  play, 
and  still  holds  its  place  on  the  stage. 

Tie  DaefUd  Ft/Zo^,  published  in  1769,  Is  said  to  bare  atoned  in  the  pnblie 
mind  fbr  all  the  autho/s  mistakes  and  detects.  It  is,  on  the  whole,  the  most 
finished  and  elegant  of  all  Ooldsniitli'S  productions.  Though  it  has  nothing 
that  greatly  kindles  or  rouses  tbo  mind,  it  is  replete  with  a  certain  soothing 
and  sweetening  grace,  and  ia  marked  throughont  by  conanmmate  pniprie^ 
both  of  thought  and  langnage. 

Goldsmith  died  on  the  4ib  of  April,  17T4,  the  hnmediate  canse  of  bis  death 
being  an  overdose  of  medicine  taken  on  his  own  judgment,  and  agarnst  the  ad- 
vice of  his  attending  physician.  —  His  diaraeter  was  one  ofsingnlar  simplicity, 
innocence,  and  benevolence.  Full  as  he  was  of  wit  and  humour,  there  was  not 
an  atom  of  gnilcor  vimlcnco  In  hia  composition.  All  this  fed  to  his  being 
often  victimiicd  bv  adventurers,  especially  by  needy  scribWera  from  his  own 
country,  who  fbnnd  easy  access  to  him.  and  emptied  hia  pockets.  He  iras  in- 
deed genenins  in  the  extreme,  and  ao  strongly  affected  by  compassion,  (bat  bo 
would  quit  his  rest  at  midnight,  to  procure  relief  and  an  asylum  for  a  poor  dy- 
ing olgect  left  destitute  in  the  streets. 
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THE  DESERTED  VILLAQE. 

SwBBT  AuBUBK  1  lovelieat  village  of  the  plain, 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheer'd  the  laboui-ing  «waiB, 
Where  Bmiling  Spnng  its  earliest  visit  paid, 
And  parting  Summera  lingering  blooms  delay'd; 
Dear  lovely  bowers  of  innocence  and  ease. 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  every  sport  could  please, 
How  often  have  I  loiter'd  o'er  thy  green, 
Where  humble  happiness  endear  d  each  scene  1 
How  often  have  I  paused  on  every  charm. 
The  shelter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  farm, 
The  never-failing  brook,  the  husv  mill, 
The  decent  church  that  topp'd  the  nelghbourin?  hills 
The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  sbaJe, 
For  talldug  age  and  whispering  lovers  made  1 
How  often  have  I  bless'd  the  coming  day. 
When  toil  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play. 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  labour  free. 
Led  up  their  sports  beneath  the  spi'cading  tree, 
While  many  a  pastime  circled  in  the  shade. 
The  young  contending  as  the  old  survey'd; 
And  many  a  gambol  fiolick'd  o'er  the  ground, 
And  sleights  of  art  and  feats  of  strengtn  went  round ; 
And  still  as  each  repeated  pleasure  tired. 
Succeeding  sports  the  mirthful  band  inspired; 
The  dancing  pair  that  simply  sought  renown, 
By  holding  out,  to  tire  each  other  down; 
^ho  swain  mistrustloss  of  his  smutted  face. 
While  secret  laughter  titter'd  round  the  place; 
The  bashful  virgin's  side-long  looks  of  love. 
The  matron's  glance  that  would  those  looks  reprove. 
These  were  thy  chaimS)  sweet  village  I  sports  like  these, 
With  sweet  succession,  taught  e'en  toil  to  please ; 
These  round  thy  bowers  their  cheerful  influence  shed, 
These  were  thy  charms,  —  bnt  all  these  charms  are  Sed  I 
Sweet  smiling  village,  loveliest  of  the  lawn, 
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Th][  gportB  are  fled,  and  all  thy  churms  withdrawn ; 

Amidst  thy  bowers  the  tyrant'^s  hand  is  seen. 

And  desolation  saddens  all  thy  green : 

One  only  master  graaps  the  whole  domain. 

And  half  a  tillage  stints  thy  sioiling  pbiin ; 

Ko  more  thy  glassy  brook  reflects  the  day, 

But,  chokea  with  sedges,  works  its  weedy  way; 

Along  thy  glades,  a  solitary  guest, 

The  nol low-sounding  bittern  guards  its  nest; 

Amidst  thy  desert  walks  the  lapwing  flies. 

And  tires  their  echoes  with  unyaried  cries. 

Sunk  are  thy  bowers  in  shapeless  ruin  all. 

And  the  long  grass  o'ertops  the  mouldering  wall. 

And,  trembling,  shrinking  from  the  spoilers  hand, 

Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

Ill  fares  the  lund,  to  hastening  ills  a  prey, 
"Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay: 
Princes  and  lords  may  flonrish,  or  may  fade; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made : 
Bat  a  bold  peasantry,  their  country's  pride. 
When  once  destroy'd,  can  never  be  supplied. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  gnefs  began. 
When  every  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man ; 
For  him  light  labour  spread  her  wholesome  store, 
Just  gave  what  life  required,  but  gave  no  more : 
His  best  companions,  innocence  and  health; 
And  his  best  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  alter'd ;  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Usurp  the  land,  and  dispossess  the  swain; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  scattered  hamlets  rose. 
Unwieldy  wealth  and  cumbrous  pomp  repose ; 
And  every  want  to  luxury  allied. 
And  every  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Those  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom. 
Those  calm  desires  that  ask'd  but  little  room. 
Those  healthful  sports  that  sfraced  the  peaceful  soene, 
Lived  in  each  look,  and  brignten'd  all  the  green; 
These,  far  departing,  seek  a  kinder  shore. 
And  mral  mirtb  and  manners  are  no  more. 

Sweet  Aubdrh!  parent  of  the  blissful  hour, 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confess  the  tyrant's  power. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  solitary  round^ 
Amidst  thy  tangling  walks  and  roin'd  gronndf^ 
And,  many  a  year  elasped,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  stood,  the  hawthorn  grew, 
Bemembrance  wakes  with  all  her  bus;  train. 
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Swells  at  my  breast,  and  tarns  the  past  to  pain. 

In  all  mj  wanderings  round  this  world  of  care, 
In  all  mj  ericfs, —  and  God  has  given  my^hare, — 
I  still  had  Qopes,  my  latest  honrs  to  crown, 
Amidst  these  hnmblo  bowfirs  to  lay  mc  down ; 
To  husband  out  life's  taper  at  the  close. 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wiiating  by  repose  ; 
I  still  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  atill. 
Amidst  the  swains  to  shew  my  book -learn 'd  skill, 
Aronnd  my  fire  an  evening  group  lo  draw. 
And  tell  uf  all  I  felt,  and  all  1  saw ; 
And,  as  a  hare  whom  hounds  and  horns  purgne, 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  first  he  flew, 
I  still  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past. 
Here  to  return,  —  and  die  at  home  at  last. 

O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline, 
Betreats  from  care,  that  never  must  be  mine, 
How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like  these, 
A  youth  of  labonr  with  an  age  of  ease ; 
Who  quits  a  world  where  strong  temptations  try, 
And,  since  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  8y  ! 
For  him  no  wretches,  born  to  work  and  weep, 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dangerous  deep; 
Nor  surly  porter  stands  in  guilty  state. 
To  spurn  imploring  famine  from  the  gate: 
But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end. 
Angels  around  befriending  Virtue's  friend ; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  with  unperoeived  decay. 
While  resig^Dation  gently  slopes  the  way; 
And,  all  hts  prospects  brightening  to  the  last, 
His  Heaven  commences  ere  the  world  be  past 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft,  at  evening's  close, 
tJp  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rose ; 
There,  as  I  pass'd  with  careless  8t<>ps  and  slow, 
The  mingling  notes  came  soften'd  from  below; 
The  swain  responsive  as  the  milk-maid  eung, 
The  sober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  yonng ; 
The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 
The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school ; 
The  watch-dog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  whispering  wind, 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  vacant  mind; 
These  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  the  shade. 
And  QlI'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  made. 
But  now  the  sounds  of  population  fail, 
No  cheerful  murmurs  nnctuate  in  the  gale, 
No  bnsy  steps  the  grass-grown  foot-way  tread. 
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Bat  all  ihe  bloomy  flnsh  of  life  ia  fled,  — 
All  bat  jTon  widow'd,  Bolitary  thing, 
Tbat  feebly  beode  beside  tbe  ]}tashj  spring : 
Sbe,  wretcbed  matron,  forced  in  age,  for  bread. 
To  Btrip  the  brook  with  mantling  cresses  spread, 
To  picK  her  wintrr  faggot  from  the  thorn. 
To  seek  her  nightly  sh^,  and  weep  till  mom ; 
She  only  left  of  all  the  harmless  train, 
The  sad  historian  of  the  pensire  plain. 

Near  Tender  copse;  where  once  the  garden  smiled. 
And  still  where  many  a  garden-fiower  grows  wild; 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose, 
Tbe  village  preacher'a  modest  mansion  rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear. 
And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year; 
fiemote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race. 
Not  e'er  had  changed,  nor  wish'd  to  change  his  place; 
Unskilful  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  power 
By  doctrines  fashion'd  to  the  varying  hoor; 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  leam'd  to  prize. 
More  bent  to  raise  tbe  wretehed  than  to  rise. 
His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  cbid  their  wanderings,  bat  relieved  their  pun; 
The  long  remember'd  beggar  was  his  gnost,  ■ 
Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast. 
The  rnio'd  spendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
Claim'd  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allow'd; 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay. 
Sate  by  his  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away; 
Wept  o'er  his  wonnda,  or  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Shonlder'd  his  cratch,  and  sbew'd  how  Selds  were  won. 
Pleased  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  leam'd  to  glow, 
And  quito  forgot  their  vices  m  their  woe; 
Careless  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  scan, 
His  pity  gave  ore  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretohed  was  his  pride. 
And  e'en  his  feelings  lean'd  to  Virtue's  side: 
But  in  his  dnty  prompt  at  every  call, 
He  watch'd  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt  for  all ; 
And,  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries. 
To  tempt  its  new-fledged  offspring  to  the  skie% 
He  tried  each  art,  reproved  each  dull  delay, 
Allured  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  way. 

Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  hud. 
And  sorrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  dismayed, 
The  reverend  champion  stood.    At  his  control. 
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Despair  and  anenish  fled  the  struggling  aonl; 
Comfort  came  down  the  trembling  wi-otch  to  raise, 
And  bis  loat  faltering  accents  wliigpor'd  praise. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  iinufiected  grace, 
His  looks  adom'd  the  veDerublc  place ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  provail'd  with  double  sway. 
And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remain'd  to  pray. 
The  service  past,  around  the  pious  man, 
With  steady  zeal,  each  Itonest  rustic  ran ; 
E'en  children  follow'd  with  endearing  wile. 
And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  share  the  good  man's  smile. 
His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmtli  cxprcss'd. 
Their  welfare  pleased  him,  and  their  cares  distress'd; 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs  were  given, 
But  all  his  seriixiB  thoughts  had  rest  in  Heaven. 
As  some  tall  cliff  that  lifts  its  awful  form. 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  storm. 
Though  round  its  breast  the  rolling  clouds  arc  spread, 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way. 
With  bloftsom'd  furze  nnprofitably  gay. 
There,  in  his  noisy  maosiou,  skilf'd  to  rule. 
The  village  master  taught  his  little  school: 
A  maa  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  eveir  truant  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  learn 'd  to  trace 
The  day's  disasters  in  his  morning  face; 
Fnll  well  they  langh'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 
Full  well  the  busy  whisper  circling  round 
Convey'd  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  frown'd: 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or,  if  severe  in  augbt. 
The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault; 
The  village  all  declared  how  much  he  knew, 
'Twas  certain  he  could  write,  and  cypher  too ; 
Lands  he  could  measure,  terms  and  tides  presage. 
And  e'en  the  story  ran  that  he  could  gauge; 
In  arguing,  too,  the  parson  own'd  his  skill. 
For,  e'eu  though  vanquish'd,  he  could  argue  still ; 
While  words  of  learned  length  and  thundering  sound 
Amaz'd  the  gazing  rustics  ranged  around. 
And  still  they  gazed,  and  still  the  wonder  grew, 
That  one  small  head  could  carry  all  he  knew. 

But  past-is  all  his  fame.  The  very  spot 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumph'd  is  forgot. 
Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifts  its  head  on  high, 
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Where  once  the  aign-poBt  caught  the  passing  eye, 
Low  liea  that  house  where  ant-brown  draughts  inspir'd. 
Where  grey-beard  mirth  and  stniling  toil  retired, 
Where  village  statesmen  talk'd  with  looks  profomid, 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  ronnd. 
Imagination  fondly  stoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  splendours  of  that  festive  place ; 
The  white-wash'd  wall,  the  nicely-sanded  floor. 
The  vamish'd  clock  that  cllck'd "behind  the  door; 
The  cheat  contrived  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  chest  of  drawers  by  day; 
The  pictures  placed  for  ornament  and  use. 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goose ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  Winter  chill'd  the  day, 
With  aspen  boughs  and  flowers  and  fennel  gay, 
While  broken  tea-cups,  wisely  kept  for  show. 
Banged  o'er  the  chimney,  glisten'd  in  a  row. 

Vain  traoaitory  splendours  I  could  not  all 
Beprieve  the  tottering  mansion  from  its  fall! 
Obscure  it  einks,  nor  shall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  importance  to  the  poor  man's  heart; 
Thither  no  more  the  peasant  shall  repair. 
To  sweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care ; 
No  more  the  farmer's  news,  the  barber's  tale. 
No  more  the  woodman's  ballad  shall  prevail ; 
No  more  the  smith  his  dusky  brow  shall  clear, 
Belax  bis  ponderous  strength,  and  lean  to  hear; 
The  host  himself  no  longer  shall  be  found 
Careful  to  see  the  mantling  bliss  go  round; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willing  to  be  preat. 
Shall  kisa  the  cup  to  pass  it  to  the  rest. 

Yes  1  let  tlio  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain 
These  simple  blessings  of  the  lowly  tr^n; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  chHrm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art;  ' 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  Nature  has  its  play. 
The  soul  adopts,  and  owns  their  first-bom  sway; 
Lightly  they  frolic  o'er  the  vacant  mind, 
Uuenvied,  unmolested,  nnconflncd. 
But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  masquerade. 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  arrayd. 
In  these,  ere  trifiers  half  their  wish  obtain, 
The  toiling  pleasure  sickens  into  pain ; 
And,  e'en  while  fashion's  brightest  arts  deCoy, 
The  heart  distrusting  asks  if  this  be  joy. 

Ye  friends  to  tmtE,  ye  statesmen  who  survey 
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The  rich  man's  joys  increase,  the  poor's  decay, 

Tis  yours  to  judge,  how  wide  the  limits  stand 

Between  a  splendid  and  an  happy  land. 

Proud  swells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore. 

And  shouting  Folly  hails  them  from  her  shore; 

Hoards,  e'en  beyond  the  miser's  wish,  abound, 

And  rich  men  dock  from  all  the  world  around. 

Yet  count  our  gains.    This  wealth  is  but  a  uame 

That  leaves  our  useful  products  still  the  same. 

Not  so  the  loss.     The  man  of  wealth  and  pride 

Takes  up  a  space  that  many  poor  supplied : 

Space  for  his  lake,  his  park's  extended  bounds. 

Space  for  his  horses,  equipage,  and  hounds: 

The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  silken  sloth 

Has  robb'd  the  neighbouring  Selds  of  half  their  growth; 

His  seat,  where  solitary  sports  are  seen, 

Indignant  spurns  the  cottage  from  the  green: 

Around  the  world  each  needful  product  flies. 

For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  supplies. 

While  thus  the  land's  adom'd  for  pleasure,  all 

In  barren  splendour  feebly  waits  the  full. 

As  some  fair  female  unadom'd  and  plain, 
Secure  to  please  while  yonth  confirms  her  reign, 
Slights  every  borrowed  charm  that  dresa  supplies, 
Nor  shares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes ; 
But  when  those  charms  are  past,  for  charms  are  tttd\. 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail. 
She  then  shines  forth,  solicitous  to  bless. 
In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  dress. 
Thus  fares  the  laud  by  luxury  betray'd ; 
In  nature's  simplest  charms  at  first  array'd. 
But  verging  to  decline,  its  splendours  rise. 
Its  vistas  strike,  its  palaces  surprise ; 
While,  scourged  by  famine  from  the  smiling  land, 
The  mournful  peasant  leads  his  humble  band ; 
And  while  he  sinks,  without  one  arm  to  save. 
The  country  blooms,  —  a  garden  and  a  grave. 

Where,  then,  ah  I  where  shall  poverty  reside. 
To  'scape  the  pressure  of  contiguous  pride  ? 
If  to  some  common's  fenceless  limits  stray'd 
He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  scanty  blade. 
Those  fenceless  fields  toe  sons  of  wetuth  divide, 
And  e'en  the  bare-worn  common  is  denied. 

If  to  the  city  sped,  what  waits  him  there? 
To  see  profusion  that  he  must  not  share; 
To  see  ten  thousand  baneful  arts  combined 
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To  pamper  luxury,  and  thin  mankind ; 

To  see  eacli  joy  the  sons  of  pleaanre  know 

Extorted  from  his  fellow -creature's  woe. 

Here,  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  brocade, 

There  the  jtale  artist  plies  the  sicklj  trade ; 

Here,  while  the  prand  their  long-drawn  pomps  display, 

TJicre  the  black  gibbet  glooms  beside  the  way. 

The  dome  where  Pleasure  holds  her  midnight  reign. 

Here,  richly  deck'd  admits  the  gorgeous  train: 

TumnltuouB  grandeur  crowds  the  blazing  sqnar^ 

The  rattling  chariots  clash,  the  torches  glare. 

Sure  scenes  like  these  no  troubles  e'er  annoyl 

Sure  these  denote  one  universal  joy ! 

Are  these  thy  serious  thoughts  ?  —  Ah !  turn  thine  eyes 

Where  the  poor  houseless  sbivering  female  lies. 

She  once,  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  blest. 

Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  distrest; 

Her  modest  looks  the  oott^e  might  adorn. 

Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn: 

TSow,  lost  to  all,  her  fnends,  her  virtne  fled. 

Near  her  betrayer's  door  she  lays  her  bead. 

And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  shrinking  from  the  shower, 

With  aeiivy  heart  deplores  that  luckess  hour, 

When  idly  first,  ambitions  of  the  town, 

She  left  her  wheel,  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Do  thine,  sweet  Auburn,  thine,  the  loTeliest  train. 
Do  thy  fair  tribes  participate  her  pain  F 
E'en  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  hnnger  led. 
At  proud  men's  doors  they  ask  a  little  bread  I 

Ah,  no!    To  distant  climes,  a  dreary  scene. 
Where  half  the  convei  world  intrudes  between, 
Through  torrid  tracts  with  fainting  steps  they  go. 
Where  wild  Altama  mnrmnrs  to  their  woe. 
Far  difierent  there  from  all  that  ehann'd  before, 
The  various  terrora  of  that  horrid  shore : 
Those  blazing  suns  that  dart  a  downward  ray. 
And  fiercely  shed  intolerable  day; 
Tiiose  matted  woods  where  birds  foi^t  to  sing, 
But  silent  bats  in  drowsy  clusters  cling; 
Those  poisonons  fields  with  rank  luxuriance  crown'd. 
Where  the  dark  scorpion  gathers  death  aronnd; 
Where  at  each  step  the  stranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrors  of  the  vengeful  snake; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  hapless  prey. 
And  savage  men  more  murderous  still  than  theji 
While  oft  in  whirls  the  mad  tornado  flies, 
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Uiogling  the  ravaged  landscBpe  with  the  skies;  — 
Far  different  these  from  every  former  scene. 
The  cooling  brool^  the  grassy-vested  green. 
The  breezy  covert  of  the  warbling  grove, 
That  only  shelter'd  thefts  of  harmless  love. 

Good  Heaven !  what  sorrows  gloom'd  that  parting  day 
That  call'd  them  from  their  native  walks  away ; 
When  tlie  poor  exiles,  every  pleasure  past, 
Hung  round  the  bowers,  and  fondly  look'd  their  last. 
And  took  a  long  farewell,  and  wish'd  in  vain 
For  seats  like  these  beyond  the  western  main ; 
And,  ehndderiug  still  to  face  the  distant  dee]^ 
Betnm'd  and  wept,  and  still  retnm'd  to  weep. 
The  good  old  sire  was  first  prepared  to  go 
To  oew-fonnd  worlds,  and  wept  for  others'  woe; 
But,  for  himself,  in  conscious  virtue  brave. 
He  only  wish'd  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave. 
His  lovely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tews, 
The  fond  companion  of  his  helploBg  years, 
Silent  went  next,  neglectful  of  lier  charms, 
And  left  a  lover's  for  her  father's  arms. 
With  louder  plaints  the  mother  spoke  her  woes, 
And  bleas'd  the  cot  where  every  pleasure  rose; 
And  kiss'd  her  thoughtless  babes  with  many  a  tear. 
And  clasp'd  them  close,  in  sorrow  doubly  dear; 
Whilst  her  food  husband  strove  to  lend  relief 
In  all  the  silent  manliness  of  grief. 

0  luxury  1  thou  curat  by  Heaven's  decree, 
How  ill  exchanged  are  things  like  these  for  thee ! 
How  do  thy  potions,  with  insidious  joy. 
Diffuse  their  pleasures  only  to  destroy  I 
Kingdoms  by  thee,  to  sickly  greatness  grown. 
Boast  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own. 
At  every  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mass  of  rank  unwieldy  woe ; 
Till,  sapp'd  their  strength,  and  every  part  unsound, 
Down,  down  they  sink,  and  spread  a  ruin  round. 

E'en  now  the  devastation  is  begun, 
And  half  the  business  of  destruction  done ; 
E'en  now,  methinks,  as  pondering  here  I  stand, 
I  see  the  rural  virtues  leave  the  land. 
Down  where  yon  anchoring  vessel  spreads  the  sail. 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  every  gale. 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
Pass  from  the  shore,  and  darken  all  the  strand. 
Contented  toil,  and  hospitable  care, 
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And  kind  oonoabiat  teDdemess  are  there; 
And  piety  with  wishes  placed  above, 
And  steady  loyal^,  and  faithful  lov«. 
And  thon,  sweet  Poetry,  thou  loveliest  maid. 
Still  first  to  fly  where  sensual  joys  invade; 
Unfit,  iu  these  degenerate  times  of  shame. 
To  catch  the  heart  or  strike  for  honest  fame; 
Dear  charming  nymph,  neglected  and  decried. 
My  shame  in  ci-owds,  my  solitary  pride; 
Tnou  source  of  all  my  bliss  and  all  my  woe, 
That  fonnd'st  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep'at  me  so; 
Thon  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  eicel. 
Thou  nurse  of  every  virtue,  fare  thee  well. 
Farewell ;  and,  0 1  where'er  thy  voice  be  tried. 
On  Tomo's  clifEs  or  Pambamarca's  side, 
Whether  where  equinoctial  fervours  glow, 
Or  Wiator  wi'aps  the  polar  world  in  snow. 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  time, 
Bedress  the  rigours  of  th*^  inclement  clime ; 
Aid  slighted  truth  with  thy  persuasive  strain. 
Teach  ernng  man  to  spurn  tne  rage  of  gain ; 
Teach  him,  that  States  of  native  streugui  posseeet. 
Though  very  poor,  may  still  bo  very  b^st ; 
That  trade's  proad  empire  bastes  to  swift  decay, 
As  ocean  sweeps  the  labonr'd  mole  away ; 
While  self-dependent  power  can  time  defy. 
As  rocks  resist  the  billows  and  the  sky. 
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JAMES    THOMSON: 

SKETCH  OF  HIS  LIFE. 


EmrAX,  s  BTna]l  village  on  ibe  Tweed,  near  Kelso,  in  Scotland,  was  the 
binh-placo  of  Jawsb  Thoxboh;  the  time,  September  11,  1700.  He  wna  the 
third  sun  and  the  Tourth  child  in  a  &milf  or  nine  children.  At  the  (itnu  of  hia 
birth,  hia  father  was  miniHter  of  Ednam  parish,  but  soon  after  removed  to 
SoDthdean,  a  lai;ger  parish,  near  Jedbui^h,  where  he  contioaed  till  his  death, 
in  1718. 

About  rhe  a^  of  twelve,  yonng  Thomson  was  sent  to  the  Jedboigh  Gr«m- 
mar  School,  where  he  attracted  the  notice  of  a  minister  of  the  neighbourhood, 
and  also  of  sevpral  of  the  gentry,  hy  his  early  essays  at  poetry.  After  three 
jcars  at  the  School,  he  was  sent  lo  the  University 'of  Edinbui^h,  with  a  view 
of  preparing  for  the  ministry.  At  Edinburgh,  (he  poetical  repaUtion  he  had 
already  won  aoon  j>ained  him  the  friendship  of  David  Mallet  and  of  Patrick 
Murdoch,  who  afterwards  wrote  a  lite  of  liim.  On  the  death  of  hia  bther,  the 
laniil}-  became  somewhat  straitened  for  means;  nevertheless  hia  mother  re- 
move wiih  her  children  to  Edinbargh,  resolved  to  complete  the  education  of 
James  by  strict  econom;. 

In  due  time  Thomson  set  about  his  sacred  studies,  and  stnck  to  them,  more 
or  less,  till  17S4.  when,  fbr  some  cause  or  other,  he  seems  lo  have  got  so  dis- 
gusted with  divinity,  thai  he  threw  it  up,  and  turned  his  mind  to  more  taO' 
genial  pursuits,  mving  amon);  his  associates  in  the  University  (ome  yonng 
men  who  aspired  to  literary  eminence,  he  took  tlie  advice  of  a  lady,  a  IHend  of 
his  mother,  and  resolved  to  try  his  fortune  in  London.  His  old  mend  Mallet 
hod  already  gone  to  London,  and  was  living  there ;  and  there  Thomson  (tr- 
rivcd  some  lime  in  the  year  1725,  with  little  money  In  his  pocket,  but  w^l 
recommended  by  letiors  of  introduction  to  persons  of  inflaence,  Doth  social  uid 
literary.  Before  leaving  Edinburgh,  he  had  written  much,  if  not  most,  of  hit 
Winter;  and  he  took  the  manuscript  with  him.  After  someweeks  in  London, 
the  same  ludy  who  bad  advised  him  to  1:0  lliitlier  was  instrumental  in  getting 
hiro  the  place  of  tutor  lo  a  sou  of  Lord  Binning,  then  residing  at  East  BaniBt, 
ten  miles  from  the  citj. 

""  "     '       imploycd,  Thomson  finished  his  TFi'nler,  and,  this  done,  lost 


time  in  seeking  a  publisher.    He  did  not  easily  lind  one;  but  at  last  a  pnb 
lisher  named  Miltan  was  induced  to  purchase  ilu  poem  at  the  low  price  of  threi 
Even  at  this  it  wua  likely  for  some  time  to  prove  a  bad  bargain  to 


the  pubilsher,  as  the  poem  found  no  readers.  The  poem  was  dedicated  lo  Sir 
Spencer  Comnton,  then  Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons,  bat  eten  he  took 
no  notice  of  it.  At  length,  the  liev.  Mr.  Whatley,  afterwu^s  prebendary  of 
York,  being  one  day  in  Millan's  shop,  happened  to  take  up  the  poem,  and  was 
so  much  pleased  with  what  he  read,  tliat  no  forthwith  went  to  sounding  the 
author's  praises.  The  Speaker's  attention  was  now  drawn  lo  the  poem,  and 
he  invited  Thomson  to  visit  him;  and,  on  hi»  doing  so,  made  him  a  present  of 
twenty  );uineas.  The  result  was,  that  Winter  soon  became  a  general  favourite; 
its  prowih  in  popalarity  being  so  rapid  that  two  editions  were  called  for  before 
the  year  was  out.  The  next  j-car,  1727,  ISmaaifr  waa  given  to  the  pnbUo,  and 
was  followed,  in  17S8,  by  Spring;  the  latter  being  dedicated  l«  tbeCoonteMitf 
Hertford,  at  whose  re^idenco  it  waa  written. 
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Bj  this  time  Thomaon  ivas  b  recDgnised  member  of  the  literary  dreie  of 
Lundon.  Still  the  pocina  were  not  puttini;  much  mone^  in  hi'  |>iii-:<e,  thongh 
hercoeivcd  fifty  jtuiiicuK  f<tr  Spring.  In  1730,  B  new  edition  of  T'Ae  Sumwu  w«i 
publiiihed  bj  subs^riplion  ;  llic  Iburlh  of  iba  seriea,  AtUuma,  bcin;,'  then  added 
(a  the  othera.-wiiiisJi  was  driik^iied  to  Speaker  Oiulon.  The  i^unc  edidon 
included  the  autlior'^i  povni  To  t!ie  Memory  of  Sir  Isaac  Nctatoit.  Ainung  the 
■ubscribcrs  were  <nanv  persons  of  high  stKial  rank,  and  also  Eumc  of  ihc  foiv- 
must  men  of  letlcrs ;  I'ope  himself  taking  three  copies.  In  five  ytaiv  TliiiiDaoa 
had  climbed  the  steep  bill  of  fame,  and  now  stood  at  the  top,  niiiulcrint;  nraong 
bis  friends  and  painins  the  Hrst  wits  of  the  day,  the  most  lamous  poets,  and 
the  muiit  di^^Iingllisbud  members  of  society. 

The  yearbe^re  the  publication  of  the  collected  Shuom,  Thomson  andertook 
to  work  the  mine  of  dramatic  poetry,  thinking  that  the  stage  would  briii;:  him 
lart^r  returns  of  money  than  he  had  yet  gained.  Accordingly  hi.s  travel*  of 
&7>Aont«ia  was  acted  in  Febmary,  IT30,  and  was  dedicated  to  the  Qiieen. 
Tublic  expectikiion  was  raised  very'higli,  but  the  piece  was  from  the  first  little 
belter  than  afoilnre. 

The  neni  year,  the  inflaence  of  Dr.  Bundle,  afterwards  Bishop  of  Denr, 
procnred  Thomson  the  liiinfltion  of  travelling  companion  to  Charles,  son  of  Sv 
Charles  Talbot.  Tbc  continental  tour  with  voung  Talbot  lasted  about  n  year, 
the  travellers  returning  to  Eiij-land  at  the  close  of  1731.  Young  Talbot  died 
the  September  following;  and  the  poet  lamented  his  death  in  some  vertes 
which  speak  well  for  his  warmth  of  heart,  thongh  not  for  the  felicity  of  his 
Uuse.  Two  monthj  afterwards,  Sir  Charles  was  made  Lord  Clmnccllor;  and 
Due  of  his  first  official  acts  wns  to  appoint  Thotnson  to  the  sinecure  office  of 
Secretary  of.  Briefe  in  the  Court  of  Chancery.  This  placed  the  poet  in  a  com- 
fortable position,  and  relieved  him  from  dependence  on  his  pen.  As  be  had  a 
nMurat  love  of  country  life,  in  May,  1736,  he  removed  to  Biebmoiid,  whrro  he 
took  a  cottage  bordering  on  the  Thames,  with  a  small  garden  attached,  no  that 
be  could  indulge  bis  favourite  taste  for  ganlening.  Here  he  revised  and  en- 
laired  Tie  ^l«a«aiu,  and  carried  them  through  three  new  editions,  in  1738, 1744, 
and  1745. 

The  dMih  of  the  Lord  Chancellor,  in  1737,  cost  the  poet  his  office,  and  this 
becaase.  either  from  indolence  or  pride,  he  did  not  apply  for  it  to  the  new 
Chancellor,  who  kept  it  open  for  some  time  on  purpose  that  be  mij^ht  do  so. 
Thomson  now  became  straitened  again  for  means,  and  so  went  to  trying  his 
hand  anew  at  the  drama.  lie  wrote  several  pieces,  but  none  of  them  have  any 
real  merit.  At  this  period,  a  note-worthy  incident  occurred.  Thomson  had 
been  arrested  for  a  debt  of  £70.  While  in  confinement,  be  was  visited  by 
Quin,  the  actor,  who  had  a  supperorden^dfrom  a  neighbouring  tavern.  When 
it  was  over,  Quin  said  it  w*as  time  they  should  sq^uare  accounts.  At  tliis  the 
poet  was  much  alarmed.  The  great  actor  then  said,  "  When  I  read  T!it  Sea- 
MM,  I  was  so  delighted,  that  1  put  the  poet  down  in  my  wilt  for  £100  ;  and 
you  must  allow  me  to  pay  it  with  my  own  hand."  He  thereupon  laid  the  sum 
on  the  table,  and  immediately  withdrew. 

At  length,  in  1744,  I^ord  Lyttleiou  came  into  power,  and  he  at  once  (nve 
Thomson  the  office  of  Surveyor-General  of  the  Leeward  Islands,  also  a  sine- 
enre,  with  a  salary  of  ;£300  o-ycar,  which  he  held  till  hia  death,  Lyttletou's  scat 
•I  Ha^^ley-Park  being  one  of  bis  favourite  resorts. 

The  lastof  Thomson's  works  published  during  his  life  was  Tie  CaatUofh- 
Aiaux.  which  he  had  been  working  at  for  fifteen  years.  Its  origin,  in  liis  faniy, 
dates  baek  to  his  youth ;  and  from  a  few  disconnected  stanzas,  intended  to 
ridicnie  the  indolence  of  himself  and  some  of  his  friends,  it  grew  intc  its  pres- 
ent shape.    It  is,  1  think,  f^  the  best  of  his  works,  and  be  took  the  most  paiiu 

Tlie  poet  died  in  August,  1746,  in  con^uence  of  a  ogld  caught  throiu[h 
carele.sa  exposure  on  the  river.  He  was  an  exceedingly  amiable  man,  a  do- 
lightfut  compaiuon,  and  was  sincerely  mourned  by  a  large  circle  of  friends. 
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THE  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE. 


Tbe  caatlB  hlght  orindaleM*. 

And  Its  Mm  luxorj' ; 


1  0  HOBTAL  man,  vho  livest  here  by  toil, 
Do  not  complam  of  this  thy  hard  estate : 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  must  ever  moil. 
Is  a  sad  sentence  of  an  ancient  date ; 
And,  certes,  there  is  for  it  reason  great; 

For,  though  sometimes  it  makes  thee  weep  and  wail. 
And  curse  thy  star,  and  eiirly  drndge  and  late, 
Withoutcn*  tnat  would  come  a  heavier  bale, 
Ijoose  life,  unruly  passions,  and  diseases  pale. 

2  In  lowly  dale,  fast  by  a  river^a  Bide, 

With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  encompass'd  round, 
A  moat  encnanting  wizard  did  abide, 
Than  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  nowhere  found. 
It  was,  I  ween,  a  lovely  spot  of  ground ; 
And  there  a  eeaaon  atween  June  and  May, 
Half  praukt  with  Spring,  with  Summer  half  imbrown'd* 
A  listless  climate  mode,  where,  sooth  to  say, 
No  living  wight  could  work,  ne  cared  even  for  play. 

3  Was  nought  around  but  images  of  rest: 

Sleep- soothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns  between ; 
And  fiowery  beds  that  slumbrous  influence  kcst, 
From  poppies  breathed  ;  and  beds  of  pleasant  green. 
Where  never  yet  was  creeping  creature  seen. 
Meantime  unnnmber'd  glittering  streamlets  play'd, 

I  Bach  wi^uUo  forms  are  sometimea  nacd  bj  Thonuon  In  this  poem,  wbgie  Dia 
Terse  wuita  the  extra  BfUable.  In  order  to  give  a  mure  Spunscrian  smock  to  the 
■^le.  Sows  have  eoMcn  for  out.  Forthe  sftmB  ranBOnB,  the  iettcf  y  Ib  (omBtlmM 
preflxed  to  ■  ward,  bb  i/bom,  uelad,  Ac.— For  the  menDlug  of  arcluuc  and  ohaolate 
words.  SMI  OloMory  at  IIm  end  of  the  poen. 
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And  hurled  everywhere  their  waters  sheen ; 
That,  aa  they  biekor'd  through  the  sunny  glade, 
Though  i-estless  still  themselves,  a  lulling  murmur  made. 

4  Join'd  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling  rills. 
Were  heard  the  lowing  herds  along  the  vale. 
And  flocks  loud-bleating  from  the  distant  hills, 
And  vacant  shepherds  piping  in  the  dale ; 
And,  now  and  then,  sweet  Philomel  would  wail. 
Or  stockdoves  plain  amid  the  forest  deep. 
That  drowsy  rustled  to  the  aighing  ealo ; 

And  still  a  coil  the  grasshopper  did  Keep; 
Yet  all  these  sounds  yblent  inclined  all  to  sleep. 

5  Full  in  the  passage  of  the  vale,  above, 
A  sable,  silent,  solemn  forest  stood. 

Where  nought  but  shadowy  forms  was  seen  to  morc^ 
As  Idlcss '  fancied  in  her  dreaming  mood; 
And  up  the  hills,  on  either  side,  a  wood 
Of  blackening  pines,  aye  waving  to  and  fro. 
Sent  forth  a  sleepy  horror  through  the  blood ; 
And  where  this  valley  winded  out,  below. 
The  murmuring  main  was  heard,  and  scarcely  heard,  to  flow. 

6  A  pleasing  land  of  drowsyhead  it  was. 

Of  dreams  that  ware  before  the  half -shut  eye; 
And  of  gov  castles  in  the  clouds  that  pass; 
For  ever  flushing  round  a  summer  sky ; 
There  eke  the  soft  delights  that  witchingly 
Instil  a  ^anton  sweetness  through  the  breast; 
And  the  catm  pleasures  always  hover'd  nigh ; 
But  whate'er  smack'd  of  noyance  or  unrest, 
Was  fur,  far  o&  expell'd  from  this  delicious  nest. 

7  The  landscape  such,  inspiring  perfect  ease, 
Where  Indolence  (for  so  the  wizard  hight) 
Close-liid  his  castle  'mid  embowering  trees. 
That  half  shut  out  the  beams  of  Phcebus  bright. 
And  made  a  kind  of  chcquer'd  day  and  night: 
Meanwhile,  unceasing  at  the  massy  gate. 
Beneath  a  spacious  palm,  the  wicked  wight 
Was  placed;  and,  to  his  lute,  of  cruel  fate 

And  labour  harsh  complaio'd,  lamenting  man's  estate. 

8  Thither  continual  pilgrims  crowded  still. 
From  all  the  roods  of  earth  that  pass  ther^  by : 


1   JUIiufbr  Idleness,  wUob  la  bare  pacMniOsd. 
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For,  aa  they  chanced  to  hreathe  on  neighbouring  hill, 
The  freshneaa  of  this  valley  emote  their  eye, 
And  drew  them  ever  and  anon  more  nigh  ; 
Till  clustering  round  th'  enchanter  false  they  haug, 
Ymolten  with  his  siren  melody; 
While  o'er  th'  enfeebling  lute  his  hand  he  flung, 
And  to  the  trembling  chords  these  tempting  verses  sung: 

9  "  Behold !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  Earth,  behold ! 
See  all  but  man  with  unearu'd  pteasnre  gay ; 
See  her  bright  robes  the  bntterfly  unfoli^ 
Broke  from  her  wintry  tomb  in  prime  of  May! 
What  youthful  bride  can  equal  lier  array  ? 
Who  can  with  her  for  easy  pleasure  vie  r 
From  mead  to  mead  with  gentle  wing  to  stray. 
From  flower  to  flower  on  balmy  gales  to  fly. 

Is  all  she  has  to  do  beneath  the  radiant  sky. 

10  "  Behold  the  merry  minstrels  of  the  morn, 
The  swarming  songsters  of  the  careless  grovo, 

Ten  thousand  throats !  that,  from  the  flowering  thorn. 
Hymn  their  good  God,  and  carol  sweet  of  love. 
Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  them  emove : 
They  neither  plough  nor  sow ;  ne,  fit  for  flail,* 
E'er  to  the  barn  the  nodden  sheaves  they  drove; 
Yet  theirs  each  harvest  dancing  in  the  gale, 
Whatever  crowns  the  hiU,  or  smiles  along  the  vale. 

11  "  Outcast  of  Kature,  man !  the  wretched  thrall 
Of  bitter  dropping  sweat,  of  swoltry  pain. 

Of  cares  that  eat  away  the  heart  with  gall, 
And  of  the  vices,  an  inhuman  train, 
That  all  proceed  from  savage  thirst  of  gain : 
For  when  hard-hearted  interest  first  began 
To  poison  Earth,  Astrsea  left  the  plain; 
Guile,  violence,  and  murder  seized  on  man, 
And,  for  soft  milky  streams,  with  blood  the  rivers  ran. 

12  "  Come,  ye,  who  still  the  cumbrous  load  of  life 
Push  hard  up  hill ;  but,  as  the  farthest  steep 
Yon  trust  to  gain,  and  put  an  end  to  strife, 
Down  thunders  back  the  stone  with  mighty  Bweep, 
And  hnrla  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep. 

For  ever  vain ; —  come,  and,  withouten  fee, 
I  in  obliviou  will  your  sorrows  steep. 


8   FUforfait  it  TvaAj  In  be 
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Yonr  cares,  yonr  toils ;  will  8t«ep  yon  in  a  aea 
Of  full  delight;  0,  come,  ye  weary  wights,  to  me! 

13  "  With  me,  yon  need  not  rise  at  early  dawn, 
To  pass  the  joyless  day  in  vai'ious  stonods; 
Or,  louting  low,  on  npstart  fortune  fawn. 
And  sell  fair  honour  for  some  paltry  pounds; 
Or  througli  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds. 
To  cheat,  and  dan,  and  lie,  and  visit  pay, 
Now  Sattering  base,  now  giving  secret  woaods; 
Or  prowl  in  courts  of  law  for  human  prey. 

In  renal  senate  thieve,  or  rob  on  broad  highway. 

14  "No  cocks,  with  me,  to  rustic  labour  call. 
From  village  on  to  village  sounding  clear; 

To  tardy  swain  uo  sbrill-voiced  matrons  squall; 
No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  stun  your  ear ; 
No  hammers  thump;  no  horrid  blacksmith  sere, 
Ne  noisy  tradesman  your  sweet  slumbers  start. 
With  sounds  that  are  a  misery  to  hear; 
But  all  is  calm,  aa  would  delight  the  heart 
Of  Sybarite  of  old,  all  Nature,  and  all  Art 

15  "  Here  nought  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent  ease, 
Qood-natured  lounging,  sauntering  up  and  down  ; 
They  who  are  pleased  themselves  must  always  please; 
On  others'  ways  they  never  squint  a  frown. 

Nor  heed  v^hat  hapa  in  hamlet  or  in  town. 
Thus,  from  the  source  of  tender  Indolence, 
With  milky  blood  the  heart  is  overflown, 
Is  soothed  and  sweeten'd  by  the  social  sense ; 
For  interest,  envy,  pride,  and  strife  are  banish'd  hence. 

16  "  What,  what  is  virtue  but  repose  of  mind, 
A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  uo  storm; 
Above  the  roach  of  wild  ambition's  wind. 
Above  those  passions  that  this  world  deform, 
And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  worm  ? 
But  here,  instead,  soft  gales  of  passion  play. 
And  gently  stir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form 

A  quicker  sense  of  joy;  as  breezes  stray 
Across  th'  enliTen'd  skies,  and  make  them  still  more  gay. 

17  "The  best  of  men  have  ever  loved  repose; 
They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray. 

Where  the  soul  soura,  and  gradual  rancour  grows, 
Embitter'd  more  from  peevish  day  to  day. 
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E'en  those  frhom  fame  has  lent  her  fturest  ray. 
The  moat  renown'd  of  worthy  wights  of  yore, 
From  a  base  world  at  last  have  stolen  away : 
So  Scipio,  to  the  soft  CDmfeaD  shore 
Betiriog,  tasted  joy  he  never  knew  before. 

18  "  But  if  a  little  exercise  you  choose, 
Some  zest  for  ease,  'tis  not  forbidden  here : 
Amid  the  groves  you  may  indulge  the  Muse, 
Or  tend  the  blooms,  and  deck  the  vernal  yeai*; 
Or  softly  stealing,  with  ^onr  wiitery^ear. 
Along  the  brooks,  the  crimaon-spotted  fry 
You  may  delude;  the  whilst,  amused,  you  hear 
Now  the  hoarse  stream,  and  now  the  zephyr's  sigh, 

Attnn&d  to  the  birds,  and  woodland  melody. 

19  "  0  grievous  folly  I  to  heap  up  estate. 
Losing  the  days  you  see  beneath  the  San ; 
When,  sadden,  comes  blind  unrelenting  fate. 
And  gives  th'  untasted  portion  you  have  won 
With  ruthless  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  undone 
To  those  who  mock  you,  gone  to  Pluto's  reign, 
There  with  sad  ghosts  to  pine,  and  shadows  dan: 
But  sure  it  ia  of  vanities  most  vain. 

To  toil  for  what  you  here  untoiling  may  obtain." 

20  He  ceased.    But  still  their  trembling  ears  retained 
The  deep  vibrations  of  his  witching  song ; 

That,  by  a  kind  of  magic  power,  constrain'd 
To  enter  in,  pell-mell,  the  listening  throng. 
Heaps  pour*!]  on  heaps,  and  yet  they  slipped  along, 
In  silent  ease:  as  when  beneath  the  beam 
Of  summer  Moons,  the  distant  woods  among, 
Or  by  some  flood  all  silver'd  with  tho  gleam. 
The  soft-embodied  fays  through  airy  portal  stream. 

21  By  the  smooth  demon  so  it  order'd  was, 
And  here  his  baneful  boanty  firat  began ; 

Though  some  there  were  who  would  not  further  pass, 
And  his  alluring  baits  suspected  han. 
The  wise  distrust  the  too  fair-spoken  man  ; 
Yet  through  the  gate  they  cast  a  wishful  eye: 
Not  to  move  on,  perdie,  is  all  they  can ; 
For  do  their  very  best  they  cannot  fly. 
But  often  each  way  look,  and  often  sorely  sigh. 

22  When  this  the  watchful  wicked  wizanl  saw. 
With  sudden  spring  he  leap'd  upon  them  straight; 
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And,  soon  as  toucb'd  by  his  nnhallow'd  paw, 
They  found  themselves  within  tho  cursed  gate; 
Fnll  hard  to  be  repass'd,  like  that  of  fate. 
Not  stronger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew 
Who  sought  to  pull  high  Jove  from  regal  state: 
Though  feeble  wretch  lie  aeem'd,  of  saUow  hue, 
Certes,  who  bides  his  grasp,  will  that  encouuter  i-uo. 

33  For  whomsoe'er  the  villain  takes  in  hand, 
Their  joints  unknit,  their  sinews  melt  apaoe; 
As  lithe  they  grow  as  any  willow-wand. 
And  of  their  vanish'd  force  remains  no  trace: 
So  when  a  maiden  fair,  of  modest  grace. 
In  all  her  buxom  blooming  May  of  charms. 
Is  seized  in  some  losel'a  hot  embrace, 
She  waxetb  very  weakly  as  she  warms. 
Then  sighing  yields  her  np  to  love's  delicioas  harms. 

24  Waked  by  the  crowd,  slow  from  his  bench  arose 
A  comely,  full-spread  porter,  swoln  with  sleep: 

His  calm,  broad,  thoughtless  aspect  breathed  repose; 
And  in  sweet  toroor  he  was  plunged  deep, 
Ue  could  himself  from  ceaseless  yawning  keep; 
While  o'er  his  eyes  the  drowsy  liquor  ran, 
Through  which  his  balf-waked  soul  would  faintly  peep; 
Then,  taking  his  black  staff,  he  call'd  his  man, 
And  roused  himself  as  much  as  rouse  himself  be  can. 

25  The  lad  leap'd  lightly  at  his  master's  call: 
He  was,  to  weet,  a  little  roguish  page, 

Sare  sleep  and  play  who  minded  nought  at  all, 
Like  most  the  untaught  striplings  of  nis  age. 
This  boy  he  kept  each  band  to  disengage. 
Garters  and  buckles,  task  for  him  unfit. 
And  ill  becoming  his  grave  personage. 
And  which  his  portly  panncn  wonid  not  permit; 
So  this  same  limber  page  to  all  performed  it. 

26  Meantime  the  master-porter  wide  displayed . 
Great  store  of  caps,  of  slippers,  and  of  gowns ; 
Wherewith  he  those  who  enter'd  in  array'd 
Loose  as  the  breeze  that  plays  along  tho  downs. 
And  waves  the  summer  woods  when  evening  frowns: 
0  fair  uudreas,  bestdress!  it  checks  no  vein, 

But  every  flowing  limb  in  ploasni'c  drowns. 
And  heightens  each  with  grace.    This  done,  right  tain 
Sir  porter  sat  him  down,  und  toru'd  to  sleep  again. 
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27  Thus  easy  rubed,  they  to  the  fountain  sped 
That  in  the  middle  of  the  court  up-threw 

A  stream,  high  spouting  from  its  liquid  bed, 
And  falling  hack  ugain  in  drizzly  dew : 
There  each  deep  draughts,  aij  deep  he  thirsted,  drew; 
It  was  a  fountain  of  nepenthe  raro; 
Whence,  as  Dan  Homer  sings,  huge  pleasaiice  grew. 
And  sweet  oblivion  of  vile  earthly  care ; 
Fair  gladsome  waking  thoughts,  and  joyous  dreams  more  fair. 

28  This  rite  perform'd,  all  inly  pleased  and  still, 
Withouten  tromp,  was  proclamation  made: 

"  Yc  sons  of  Indolence,  do  what  you  will ; 
And  wandor  where  you  list,  through  hall  or  glade; 
Be  no  man's  pleasure  for  another  stay'd; 
Let  each  as  likes  him  best  hia  hours  employ, 
And  cursed  be  he  who  minds  his  neighbour's  trade  I 
Here  dwella  kind  ease  and  unreproving  joy ; 
He  little  merits  bliss  who  others  can  annoy. 

29  Straight  of  these  endless  numbers,  swarming  round 
As  thick  as  idle  motes  in  sunny  ray, 

Not  ono  eftsoons  in  view  was  to  be  found, 
But  every  man  stroll'd  off  his  own  glad  way; 
Wide  o'er  this  ample  court's  blank  area, 
With  all  the  lodges  that  thereto  pertain'd. 
No  living  creature  could  be  seen  to  stray; 
While  solitude  and  perfect  silence  reign  d; 
So  that  to  think  yon  dreamt  you  almost  were  constiain'd. 

30  As  when  a  shepherd  at  the  Hcbrid-Isles, 
Placed  far  amid  the  melancholy  main, 
(Whether  it  bo  lone  fancy  him  beguiles, 
Or  that  aerial  beings  sometimes  deign 
To  stand  embodied  to  our  senses  plain,) 
Sees  on  the  naked  hill,  or  valley  low, 

The  whilst  in  ocean  Phosbus  dips  his  wain, 
A  vast  assembly  moving  to  and  fro ; 
Then  all  at  once  m  air  dissolves  the  wondrous  show. 

31  Ye  gods  of  quiet,  and  of  sleep  profound  I 
Whose  soft  dominion  o'er  this  castle  sways, 
And  all  the  widely  silent  places  round, 
For^ve  me,  if  my  trembling  pen  displays 
What  never  yet  was  sung  in  mortal  lays. 

But  how  shall  I  attempt  Buch  arduous  string  ? 
I  who  have  spent  my  nights,  and  nightly  days, 


In  this  Boul-deadening  place'  loose-loitering: 
Ah!  bow  shall  I  for  this  uprear  my  monlted  wing? 

33  Gome  on,  my  Muse,  nor  stoop  to  low  de^>air, 
Thon  imp  of  Jove,  tonch'd  by  celestial  fire! 
Thou  yet  shalt  sitig  of  war,  and  aetions  fair, 
Which  the  bold  sons  of  Britain  will  inspire; 
Of  ancient  bards  thuu  yet  shalt  sw^p  the  lyre; 
Thou  yet  shalt  tread  in  tragic  pall  the  stage. 
Paint  love's  enchanting  woes,  tlie  hero's  ire. 
The  sage's  calm,  the  patriot's  noble  rage. 
Dashing  corruption  down  through  every  worthless  ago. 

33  The  doors,  that  knew  no  shrill  alarming-hell, 
Ne  cursiid  knocker  plied  by  villain's  hand. 
Self-open 'd  into  halts,  where  who  can  tell 
What  elegance  and  grandonr  wide  expand, 
TJie  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Persia  land  ? 
Soft  quilts  on  quilts,  on  carpets  carpets  spread, 
And  coaches  stretch 'd  around  in  seemly  band; 
And  endless  pillows  rise  to  prop  the  head; 
So  that  each  spacious  room  was  one  full-swelling  bed: 

31  And  everywhere  huge  cover'd  tables  stood. 

With  wines  liigh-flavonr'd  and  rich  viands  crown'd; 
Whatever  sprightly  juico  or  tasteful  food 
On  the  green  hosora  of  this  Earth  are  found. 
And  all  old  ocean  'genders  in  his  rouud, 
Some  hand  unseen  these  silently  display'd. 
Even  undcmanded  by  a  sign  or  sound; 
Yon  need  but  wish,  and,  instantly  obey'd. 
Pair  ranged  the  dishes  rose,  and  thick  the  glasses  play*d. 

35  Here  freedom  reign'd,  without  the  least  alloy ; 
Nor  gossip's  tale,  nor  ancient  maiden's  gall, 
Ifor  saintly  spleen  durst  murmur  at  our  joy. 
And  with  envenora'd  tongue  our  pleasures  pall: 
For  why  *  there  was  but  one  great  rule  for  all,  — 
To  wit,  that  each  should  work  his  own  desire. 
And  eat,  drink,  stndy,  sleep,  as  it  may  fall. 
Or  melt  the  time  in  love,  or  wako  the  lyre, 
And  carol  what,  unhid,  the  Muses  niiglit  mspire. 

4    J^  whii  iBbeenuie.  car  far  tilt  Teaonthrtt.    See  pwe  WS,  irate  (l    TaateliwttD 

tbere  quoted  I  Iiece  add  another,  fW>m  tho  fine  old  ballad,  Ug  Iliad  lu  nua  Kutgiaml 

"Thia  i9  my  cboveejur  icft.v  I  imle 

No  waalm  U  like  a  quiet  miuilo." 
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36  The  rooms  with  costly  tapestrj  were  hang, 
Where  was  inwoven  many  a  gentle  tale, 
Such  as  of  old  the  rural  poets  sung. 

Or  of  Arcadian  or  Sicilian  rale : 
Seclining  lovers,  iu  the  lonely  dale, 
Pour'd  forth  at  large  the  sweetly-tortured  heart ; 
Or,  eighing  tender  passion,  swefl'd  the  gale, 
And  taught  charm'd  echo  to  resound  their  smart ; 
Willie  flocks,  woods,  streams  around,  repose  and  peace  impart. 

37  Those  pleased  the  most,  where,  by  a  cunning  hand, 
Depainted  was  the  patriarchal  age ; 

What  time  Dan  Abraham  left  tlie  Chaldee  land, 
And  pastured  on  from  verdant  stage  to  stage. 
Where  fields  and  fountains  fresh  could  best  engage. 
Toil  was  not  then ;  of  nothing  took  they  heed. 
But  with  wild  beasts  the  silvan  war  to  wage. 
And  o'er  vast  plains  their  herds  and  flocks  to  feed  : 
Bless'd  sons  of  Nature  they !  true  golden  s^e  indeed  1 

38  Sometimes  the  pencil,  in  cool  airy  halls, 
tade  the  gay  bloom  of  vernal  landscapes  rise. 
Or  Autumn  s  varied  shades  imbrown  the  walls: 
Now  the  black  tempest  strikes  th'  astonish'd  eyes; 
Kow  down  the  steep  the  flashing  torrent  flies ; 
The  trembling  snn  now  plays  o^r  ocean  blue, 
And  now  rude  mountains  frown  amid  the  skies; 
Whate'er  Lorraine  light-touch'd  with  softening  hnt^ 

Or  savage  Rosa  dash'd,  or  learned  Poussin  drew. 

39  Each  sonnd  too  here  to  languishment  inclined, 
LuU'd  the  weak  bosom,  and  induced  ease;  ' 
Aerial  music  in  the  warbling  wind. 

At  distance  rising  oft,  by  small  degrees, 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o'er  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  breathed  such  sonl-dlssolving  airs 
As  did,  alas !  with  soft  perdition  please : 
Entangled  deep  iu  its  enchanting  snares. 
The  listening  heart  forgot  all  duties  and  all  cares. 

40  A  certain  mnsic,  never  known  before. 
Here  lull'd  the  pensive,  melancholy  mind ; 
Pull  easily  obtam'd.    Behoves  no  more. 
But  sidelong,  to  the  gently  waving  wind. 
To  lay  the  well-tnned  instioiment  reclined ; 
From  which,  with  airy  flying  fingers  light. 
Beyond'  eat^  mortal  toncn  the  most  ronned, 
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The  god  of  winds  drew  sonndB  of  deep  delight: 
Whence,  with  joet  eauBe,  the  harp  of  .^la8  it  bight 

41  Ah  mel  what  hand  can  touch  the  string  bo  fine? 
Who  up  the  lofty  diapason  roll 

Such  sweet,  such  sad,  Buch  soleniu  airs  divine. 
Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  soul  P 
Now  rising  love  they  fann'd ;  now  pleasing  dole 
They  breathed,  in  tender  musings  through  tho  heart ; 
And  now  a  graver  sacred  strain  they  stole. 
As  when  semptiic  hands  a  hymn  impart ; 
Wild  warbling  nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  ^1 

42  Such  the  gay  splendour,  the  luxurious  state, 
Of  Caliphs  old,  who  on  the  Tygris'  shore, 
In  mighty  Bagdat,  populous  and  great, 

Held  their  bright  court,  where  was  of  ladieB  store; 
And  verse,  love,  music,  still  the  garland  wore: 
When  sleep  was  coy,  the  bard,  in  waiting  there, 
Cheer'd  the  lone  midnight  with  tho  Muse's  lore; 
Composing  music  bade  his  dreams  be  fair, 
And  music  lent  new  gladness  to  the  morning  air. 

43  New  the  pavilions  where  we  slept,  still  ran 
Soft  tinkling  streams,  and  dashing  waters  fell, 
And  sobbing  breezes  sigh'd,  and  oft  began 
(So  work'd  the  wizard)  wintry  storms  to  swell, 
Aa  heaven  and  earth  they  would  together  mell ; 
At  doors  and  windows,  threatening,  seem'd  to  call 
The  demons  of  the  tempest,  growling  fell. 

Yet  the  least  entrance  found  they  none  at  all; 
Whence  sweater  grew  our  sleep,  secure  in  massy  hoU. 

44  And  hither  Morpheus  sent  his  kindest  dreams, 
Baising  a  world  of  gayer  tinet  and  grace ; 
O'er  which  were  shadowy  east  Elysian  gleama. 
That  play'd  in  waving  lights  from  place  to  place, 
And  shed  a  roseate  smile  on  Nature's  face. 

Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  conld  so  array. 
So  fleece  with  clouds  the  pure  ethereal  space; 
Ne  could  it  e'er  such  melting  forms  display. 
As  loose  on  flowery  beds  all  langaishingly  lay. 

45  No,  fair  illuaionsl  artful  phantoms,  no! 
My  Muse  will  not  attempt  your  fairy  land; 
She  has  no  colours  that  like  yon  can  glow: 
To  catch  your  vivid  Bcenes  too  gross  her  hand. 
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Bat  snre  it  is,  was  ne'er  a  subtler  band 
Than  these  same  guitefal  angel-seeming  sprights. 
Who  thus  in  dreams  voluptnons,  soft,  and  bland, 
Pour'd  all  th'  Arabian  heaven  upon  erar  Bights, 
And  bless'd  them  oft  besides  with  moro  i-efined  deligtits. 

46  They  were,  in  sooth,  a  most  enchanting  train. 
Even  feigning  virtne ;  skilful  to  nnite 

With  evil  good,  and  strew  with  pleasure  pain. 
But  for  those  fiends  whom  blood  and  broils  delight; 
Who  horl  the  wretch,  as  if  to  Hell  outright, 
Down,  down  black  gulfs,  where  sullen  waters  sleep; 
Or  hold  him  clambering  all  the  fearful  night 
On  beetling  cliffs,  or  pent  in  ruins  deep ; 
They,  till  due  time  ahonld  serve,  were  bid  far  hence  to  keep. 

47  Ye  guardian  spirits  to  whom  man  is  dear. 

From  these  foul  demons  shield  the  midnight  gloom; 
Angels  of  fancy  and  of  love,  be  near. 
And  o'er  the  blank  of  sleep  difluse  a  bloom: 
.  Fvoke  the  sacred  shades  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  let  them  virtue  with  a  look  impart : 
But  chief,  awhile,  0,  lend  us  from  the  tomb 
Those  long-lost  friends  for  whom  in  love  we  smart. 
And  fill  with  pious  awe  and  joy-mix'd  woe  the  heart! 

48  Or  are  you  sportive?  —  bid  the  mom  of  youth 
Bise  to  new  light,  and  beam  afresh  the  days 
Of  innocence,  simplicity,  and  truth, 

To  cares  estranged,  and  manhood's  thorny  ways. 
What  transport,  to  retrace  our  boyish  plays. 
Our  easy  bliss,  when  each  thing  joy  supplied ; 
The  woods,  the  mountains,  and  the  warbling  maze 
Of  the  wild  brooks!  —  But,  fondly  wandering  wide, 
My  Muse,  resume  the  taak  that  yet  doth  thee  abide. 

49  One  great  amusement  of  our  household  was, 
In  a  huge  crystal  magic  globe  to  spy, 

Still  as  you  tum'd  it,  all  things  that  do  pass 
Upon  this  ant-hill  Earth ;  where  constantly 
Of  idly-busy  men  the  restless  fry 
Run  bustling  to  and  fro  with  foolish  haste, 
In  search  of  pleasures  rain  that  from  them  fly. 
Or  which,  obtain'd,  the  caitiffs  dare  not  taste:  — 
Wheo  nothing  is  enjoy'd,  can  there  be  greater  waste  ? 
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80  "Of  ranity  the  mirror,"  this  was  call'd: 
Here^  yon  a  muckworm  of  the  town  may  ae». 
At  hJB  dall  desk,  amid  his  ledgers  stall'd, 
Eat  up  with  carking  care  and  penury; 
Most  like  to  carcass  parch'd  on  gallow-tree. 
"  A  penny  saved  is  a  penny  got : " 
Firm  to  Uiis  scoundrel  maxim  keepeth  he, 
Ne  of  its  rigour  will  he  bate  a  jot, 
Till  he  has  quencb'd  his  fire,  and  banished  his  pot. 

51  Straight  from  the  filth  of  this  low  grub,  beholdl 
Gomes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  spendthrift  heir. 
All  glossy  gay,  enamoll'd  all  with  gold. 
The  silly  tenant  of  the  summer  aii-; 
In  folly  lost,  of  notbiog  takes  he  care ; 
Pimps,  lawyers,  stfiwards,  harlots,  flatterers  vile. 
And  thieving  tradesmen  him  among  them  share ; 
His  father's  ghost  from  limbo  lake  the  while 
Sees  this,  which  more  damnation  doth  upon  him  pile. 

fi2  This  globe  portray'd  the  race  of  learned  men, 
Still  at  their  books,  and  turning  o'er  the  page, 
Backwards  and  forwards :  oft  they  snatch  the  pen, 
Ab  if  inspired,  aod  in  a  Thespian  rage ; 
Then  wnte,  and  blot,  as  would  your  ruth  engage : 
Whv,  anthors,  all  this  scrawl  and  scribbling  sore  ? 
To  lose  the  present,  gain  the  future  age, 
Praised  to  he  when  yon  can  hear  no  more, 
And  much  enrich'd  with  fame,  when  useless  woiidly  store. 

fi3  Then  irould  a  splendid  city  rise  to  view, 
With  carts  and  cars  and  coaches  roaring  all: 
Wide-pour'd  abroad  behold  the  giddy  crew; 
See  how  they  dash  along  from  wall  to  wall ; 
At  every  door,  hark  how  they  thundering  call! 
Good  jXrdl  what  can  this  giddy  rout  excite  F 
Why,  on  each  other  with  fell  tooth  to  fall ; 
A  neighbonr's  fortune,  fame,  or  peace,  to  blight. 
And  make  new  tiresome  parties  for  the  coming  night. 

M  The  puzzling  sons  of  party  next  appear'd, 
In  dark  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met; 
And  now  they  whisperd  close,  now  shrugging  rear'd 
Th'  impcvtant  shoalder;  then,  as  if  to  get 
New  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  were  inward  set 
No  sooner  Lncifer  recalls  aSairs, 
Than  forth  they  various  msh  in  mighty  fret, 
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When,  lot  pnsh'd  up  to  power,  and  crown'd  their  cares. 
In  cornea  another  set,  and  kicketh  them  down  stairs. 

55  Bat  what  most  show'd  the  vanity  of  life. 
Was  to  behold  tho  nations  all  on  fire, 

In  cruel  broils  engaged,  and  deadly  strife : 
Most  Christian  kings,  inflamed  by  black  desire, 
With  honourable  ruffiaiia  in  their  hii'e, 
Cause  war  to  rage,  and  blood  around  to  pour; 
Of  this  sad  work  when  each  begins  to  tire, 
Then  sit  them  down  just  where  they  were  befoie, 
Till,  for  new  scenes  of  woe,  peace  shall  their  force  restore. 

56  To  number  up  the  thousands  dwelHng  here, 
A  aselesB  were,  and  eke  an  endless  task ; 
From  kings,  and  those  who  at  the  helm  appear. 
To  gipsies  brown  in  summer  glades  who  bask. 
Tea,  many  a  man,  perdie,  1  could  unmask, 
Whose  desk  and  table  make  a  solemn  show, 
With  tape-tied  trash,  and  suits  of  fools  that  ask 
For  place  or  pension  laid  in  decent  row ; 

But  these  I  passen  by,  with  nameless  numbers  moe. 

57  Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  place, 
There  was  a  man  of  special  grave  remark : 
A  certain  tender  g^loom  o'erspread  his  face. 
Pensive,  not  sad;  m  thought  involved,  not  dark; 
As  soot  this  man  could  sing  as  morning  lark. 
And  teach  the  noblest  moi^s  of  the  heart : 

But  these  his  talents  were  yburied  stark; 
Of  the  fine  stores  he  nothing  would  impart 
Which  or  boon  Nature  gave,  or  nature-painting  Art. 

58  To  noontide  shades  incontinent  he  ran. 

Where  pnrls  the  brook  with  sleep-inviting  sonnd ; 
Or  when  Dan  So!  to  slope  his  wheels  began, 
Amid  the  broom  he  bask'd  him  on  the  ground. 
Where  the  wild  thyme  and  camomile  are  found: 
There  would  he  linger,  till  tho  latest  ray 
Of  light  sat  trembling  on  the  welkin's  bpnnd ; 
Then  homeward  through  the  twilight  shadows  stray, 
Sauntering  and  slow.    So  had  he  passM  many  a  day. 

59  Yet  not  in  thoughtless  dumber  wore  they  past: 
For  oft  the  heavenly  fire,  that  lay  conceal'd 
Beneath  the  sleeping  embers,  mounted  fast, 
And  all  its  native  tight  anew  reveal'd : 
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Oft  aa  he  trsTereed  the  cemlean  field, 
And  mark'd  the  clouds  that  drove  before  tho  vind. 
Ten  thousand  glorious  systems  would  ho  build. 
Ton  thousand  great  ideas  fiU'd  his  mind ; 
Bnt  with  the  clouds  they  fled,  and  left  no  trace  behind. 

60  With  him  was  sometimes  join'd,  in  silent  walk, 
(Profoundly  silent,  for  they  never  spoke,) 
One  shier  still,  who  quite  detested  talk: 

Oft,  Btuug  by  ^leen,  at  once  away  he  broke. 
To  groves  of  pine  and  broad  o'ersnadowing  oak; 
There,  inly  thrill'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone. 
And  on  himBelf  hie  pensive  fury  wroke, 
Ne  ever  utter'd  word,  save  when  first  shone 
The  glittfiring  star  of  eve,  —  "Thank  Heaven!  tho  day  is 
done-"* 

61  Here  lurk'd  a  wretch,  who  had  not  crept  abroad 
For  forty  years,  ne  face  of  mortal  seen ; 

In  chamoer  brooding  like  a  loathly  toad; 
And  sure  his  linen  waa  not  very  clean. 
Through  secret  loopholes,  that  had  practised  been 
Near  to  his  bed,  hia  dinner  vile  he  took ; 
Unkempt  and  rough,  of  squalid  face  and  mien. 
Our  castle's  shame  I  whence,  from  his  filthy  nook. 
We  drove  the  villain  oat  for  fitter  lair  to  look 

62  One  day  there  chanced  into  these  halls  to  rove 
A  joyons  youth,  who  took  you  at  first  atght; 
Him  tbe  wild  wave  of  pleasure  hither  drove. 
Before  the  sprightly  tempest-toaaing  light; 
Gertes,  be  was  a  most  engaging  wight. 

Of  socit^  glee,  and  wit  humane  though  keen. 
Turning  the  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night: 
For  him  the  merry  bcUa  had  rung,  I  ween. 
If,  in  this  nook  of  quiet,  bells  had  ever  been. 

63  But  not  e'on  pleasure  to  esceas  is  good : 
What  most  elates,  then  sinks  the  soul  aa  low: 
When  spring-tide  joy  pours  in  with  copious  flood. 
The  higher  still  th'  exulting  billowa  flow, 

The  further  back  again  they  flagging  go. 
And  leave  us  grovelling  on  the  dreary  shore: 
Taught  by  this  son  of  joy,  we  found  it  so. 
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Who  whilst  lie  stay'd,  he  kept  in  ear  aproar 
Our  maddeu'd  cutle  all,  th'  abode  of  sleep  do  more. 

64  Ab  when  in  prime  of  Jane  a  bumish'd  fly, 

Spmn?  from  the  meadfl,  o'er  which  he  sweepa  alon|^ 
Cneer'd  hy  tbo  breathing  bloom  luid  vital  sky. 
Tunes  np  amid  these  airy  halls  his  song, 
Soothing  at  first  the  gay  reposing  throng ; 
And  oft  he  sips  their  bowl;  or,  nearly  drowo'd. 
He,  thence  recoTering,  drives  their  beds  among, 
And  scares  their  tender  sleep  with  trump  profound; 
Then  ont  again  he  flics,  to  wing  his  mazy  roaad. 

63  Another  guest  there  was,  of  senae  refined, 
Who  felt  each  worth,  for  every  worth  he  had; 
8erene  yet  warm,  humane  yet  firm  his  minil. 
As  little  touch'd  lis  any  man's  with  bad : 
Him  through  th»r  inmost  walks  the  Muses  lad. 
To  him  the  sacred  love  of  Nature  lent ; 
And  sometimes  would  he  make  our  valley  glad ; 
Whenas  we  found  he  would  not  here  be  pent. 
To  him  the  better  sort  this  friendly  message  sent : 

66  "Come,  dwell  with  us,  true  son  of  virtue,  comel 
But  if,  aloa  I  we  cannot  thee  persuade 

To  lie  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome, 
No  ever  more  to  quit  our  quiet  glade ; 
Yet  when  at  last  thy  toils  but  ill  apaid 
Shall  dead  thy  fire,  and  damp  its  heavenly  spark, 
Thou  wilt  be  glad  to  seek  the  rural  shade. 
There  to  indulge  the  Muse,  and  Nature  mark : 
We  then  a  lodge  for  thee  will  rear  in  Hagley  Park."  ' 

67  Here  whilom  ligg'd  th'  Eaopus  of  the  age ;  t 
But  call'd  by  fame,  in  soul  yprick^d  deep, 

A  noble  pride  restored  him  to  the  stage, 
And  roused  him  like  a  giant  from  his  sleep. 
Even  from  his  slumbers  we  advantage  reap: 
With  double  force  th'  enliven'd  scene  he  wakes. 
Yet  quits  not  Nature's  bounds.     Ho  knows  to  keep 
Each  due  decorum:  now  the  heart  he  shakes. 
And  now  with  well-urged  sense  th'  enlighten'd  judgment 
takes.' 
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68  A  bard  hen  dvelt,  more  &t  thAD  bud  beAenm; 
WhO)  Toid  of  «nTy>  eaile,  uid  Inrt  of  gain. 

On  virtue  still,  and  Nature's  pleasing  themee, 
Pour'd  forth  his  unpremeditated  strain  : 
The  vorld  forsaking  with  a  calm  disdain, 
Here  laugh'd  he  careless  in  his  easy  seat; 
Here  quaffd,  enciroled  with  the  joyous  tTain> 
Oft  moralizing  sage ;  bis  ditty  sweet 
He  loathM  mncn  to  write,  tie  carM  to  repeat.* 

69  Fall  oft  by  holy  feet  our  ground  was  trod; 
Of  clerks  good  plenty  here  you  mote  eqiy. 

A  little,  round,  fat,  oily  man  of  God 
"Was  one  I  chiefly  mark'd  among  the  fry: 
He  had  a  roguian  twinkle  in  his  eye, 
And  shone  all  glittering  with  un^)dly  deW, 
If  a  tight  damsel  chan(»d  to  trippen  by; 
Which  when  observed,  he  shmnk  into  his  mew. 
And  straight  would  recollect  htB  piety  anew.* 

70  Nor  be  fo^ot  a  tribe,  who  minded  nought 
(Old  inmatoB  of  the  place)  but  State  o^rs: 
They  look'd,  perdie,  as  if  they  deeply  thought, 
And  on  their  brow  sat  every  nation's  cares ; 
The  world  by  them  is  parcell'd  out  in  efaatcs. 
When  in  the  Hall  of  Smoke  they  congress  hold, 
And  the  sage  berry,  enn-bnmt  Mocha  bears, 

Has  clear'd  their  inward  eye :  then,  Bmoke-e&roll'd« 
Their  ot<aclM  break  forth  mysterloua  as  of  oM. 

71  Here  languid  Beauty  kept  her  p^e^faced  coort ; 
Bevies  ofdaiuty  dtunee,  of  high  degree. 

From  every  quarter  hither  made  resort ; 
Where,  froOi  gross  mortal  care  and  buAiness  &«e> 
They  lay,  pour'd  out  in  ease  and  luKury; 
Or  should  tliey  a  vain  show  of  wwk  aasuttlc^ 
Alas  I  and  well-a-day!  what  can  it  bo  ? 
To  knot,  to  twist,  to  range  tbe  vernal  blo6m ; 
Bat  far  is  cast  the  distaff,  spinning-wheel,  aHA  looa. 

72  Their  only  labour  was  to  kill  the  time ; 
(And  labour  dire  it  is,  and  weary  woe;) 
They  sit,  they  loll,  turn  o'er  some  idle  rhytoe; 

•  IMs  staniswM  ueant  u  h  portrait  bf  nMMsao' UnaeK  uidwaiwiiHQn.br 
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Then,  rising  Badden,  to  the  ^Iosb  thej  go, 
Or  saantertorth,  with  tottenng  step  and  slow: 
This  soon  too  rude  an  exercise  they  Und ; 
Straight  on  the  conch  their  limbs  ^aJn  they  tbrov, 
Where  hours  oa  hours  they  sighing  lie  reclined. 
And  conrt  the  Tsponry  god,  soft,  breathing  in  the  wind. 

73  One  nyia{di  there  was,  methought,  in  bloom  of  Uay, 
On  whom  the  idle  fiend  glanced  many  a  look, 

In  hopes  to  lead  her  down  the  slippery  way 
To  taste  of  Pleasure's  deep-deceitfnl  brook: 
No  rirtoes  yet  her  gentle  mind  forsook ; 
No  idle  whims,  no  vi^urs  fill'd  her  brain, 
But  prudence  for  her  youthful  guide  eho  took. 
And  goodness,  which  no  earthly  vice  could  stain. 
Dwelt  in  her  mind;  she  was  ne  proui),  1  ween,  or  vain. 

74  Now  must  I  mark  the  villainy  we  found. 
But  ah  I  too  late,  as  shall  cftsoons  be  shown. 
A  place  here  was,  deep,  dreary,  under  ground ; 
Where  still  our  inmates,  when  unpleusing  grown, 

.  Diseased  and  loathsome,  privily  wore  thrown: 
Far  from  the  light  of  heaven,  they  languish'd  there,   ' 
Unpitied  uttering  many  a  bitter  groan ; 
For  of  these  wretches  taken  was  no  care: 
Fierce  fiends,  and  hags  of  Hell  their  only  unrses  wwe. 

75  Alas,  the  change  I  from  Boeoes  of  joy  and  rest. 
To  this  daii  den,  where  sickness  toBs'd  aiwfiy. 
Here  Lethargy,  with  deadly  sleep  oppreas'd, 
8tretch'd  on  his  back,  ami?hty  lubbard,  lay. 
Heaving  his  sides,  and  raiortd  night  and  day; 
To  atir  nim  from  his  trance  it  was  not  eath. 
And  his  half-open'd  eyne  he  shut  stniightw&y: 
He  led,  I  wot,  the  softest  way  to  doath. 

And  taughi  withouten  pun  and  strife  to  yield  the  breath. 

76  Of  limbs  enormous,  but  with^  unsound, 
Soft-swoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropsy: 
Unwieldy  man ;  with  belly  monstrous  round, 
For  ever  fed  with  watery  supply ; 

For  still  he  drank,  andjet  he  still  was  dry. 
And  moping  here  did  Hj^ochondria  sit. 
Mother  of  Spleen,  in  robec  of  varions  dye. 
Who  vex^d  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit; 
Asd.some  ber  frantic  deem'd  aud  some  her  deem'd  a  wit. 
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77  A  lady  proud  she  was,  of  ancient  blood. 

Yet  oft  ber  few  her  pride  made  crouchen  low: 
She  felt,  or  fancied  in  her  fiuttering  mood. 
All  the  diseases  which  the  ^Ittles  know, 
And  Bonght  all  physio  which  the  shops  bestow. 
And  still  new  leeches  and  new  drugs  would  tiy. 
Her  humour  ever  wavering  to  and  fro : 
For  sometimes  she  would  laugh,  and  sometimes  cry. 
Then  sudden  waz^d  wroth,  uid  all  she  knew  not  why. 

78  Fast  by  her  side  a  listless  maiden  pined, 

With  aching  head,  and  squeamish  heart-baminge; 
Pale,  bloat^,  cold,  she  seem'd  to  hate  mankind. 
Yet  loved  in  secret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here  the  Tertian  shakes  his  chilling  wings ; 
Tfae  sleepless  Gout  here  coants  the  crowing  cocks, 
A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  now  a  serpent  stings; 
Whilst  Apoplexy  cramm'd  Intemperance  knocka 
Down  to  the  gronnd  at  once,  as  butcher  felleth  ox.* 


Tbe  EaJsht  of  Arts  utd  IndoabTi 
And  his  BChieTementii  bit ; 


1  EsoAFBD  the  castle  of  the  sire  of  sin, 

Ah !  where  shall  I  so  sweet  a  dwelling  flndP 
For,  all  around,  without,  and  all  within, 
Nothing  save  what  delightful  was  and  kind. 
Of  goodness  savonring  and  a  tender  mind. 
E'er  rose  to  view.     But  now  another  straiu. 
Of  doleful  note,  alas  I  remains  behind: 
I  now  must  sing  of  pleasure  tnm'd  to  pain, 

And  of  the  false  enchanter  Indolence  complain. 

3  Is  there  no  patron  to  protect  the  Muse, 
And  fence  for  her  Parnessas'  barren  soil? 
To  every  labour  its  reward  accrues, 
And  they  are  sure  of  bread  who  swink  and  moi!; 
But  a  fell  tribe  th'  Aonian  hive  despoil, 
As  ruthless  wasps  oft  rob  tbe  painful  bee: 
Thus  while  the  laws  not  guard  that  noblest  toil. 
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N"e  for  the  Hnses  other  meed  decree. 
They  praised  are  alone,  and  utarre  right  menilf. 

3  I  care  not,  Fortune,  what  you  me  deny : 
You  <wino(  rob  me  of  free  Nature's  grace ; 
You  cannot  shut  the  windows  of  the  sky, 
Through  which  Aurora  shows  her  brightening  face; 
You  cannot  bar  my  constant  feet  to  trace 

The  ;woodB  and  lawna,  by  living  stream,  at  eve : 
Let  health  my  nerrea  and  finer  fibres  brace, 
And  I  their  toys  to  the  great  children  leave : 
Of  fancy,  reason,  virtue,  nought  can  me  bereave. 

4  Come,  then,  my  Muse,  and  raise  a  bolder  song ; 
Come,  hg  no  more  upon  the  bed  of  sloth. 
Dragging  the  lazy  languid  line  along, 

Fond  to  oegin,  but  still  to  finish  lotn, 
Thy  half-writ  scrolls  all  eaten  by  the  moth : 
Arise,  and  sing  that  generous  imp  of  fame, 
Who,  irith  the  sons  of  softness  nobly  wroth, 
To  sweep  away  this  human  Inmber  came. 
Or  in  a  chosen  few  to  rouse  the  slnmbering  flame. 

fi  In  Faiiy  land  there  lived  a  knight  of  old,       , 

Of  feature  stem,  Selvaggio  well  yeleped, 
'  A  rough  unpolish'd  man,  robust  and  bold. 

But  wondrous  poor ;  he  neitlier  Bow'd  nor  reap'd, 

Ne  stores  in  Summer  for  cold  Winter  hesp'd ; 

In  hunting  all  his  days  away  he  wore ; 

Kow  Bcorcli'd  by  June,  now  in  November  steep'd. 

Now  pinch'd  by  biting  January  sore, 
He  still  in  woods  pursued  the  libbard  and  the  boar. 

6  As  he  one  morning,  long  before  the  dawn, 
Prick'd  through  the  forest  to  dislodge  his  prey, 
Deep  in  the  winding  bosom  of  a  lawn. 

With  wood  wild  fringed,  he  mark'd  a  taper's  ray, 
That  from  the  beating  rain,  and  wintry  fray. 
Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  steps  decoy ; 
There,  up  to  earn  the  needments  of  the  day. 
He  fonnd  dame  Poverty,  nor  fair  nor  coy : 
He  wedded  her,  and  him  she  bore  a  lusty  boy. 

7  Amid  tihe  greenwood  shade  this  boy  was  bred. 
And  grew  at  last  a  knight  of  muchel  fame. 
Of  active  mind  and  vigorous  lustyhed, 

■  r„i",i-,Got)'^lc 


The  Knigbt  of  Arts  and  Indostr^  1^  nuiie : 
Earth  was  hie  bed,  the  boughs  hie  roof  did  fnune; 
He  knew  no  beverage  but  the  flowing  stream ; 
Hie  tasteful  well-earn 'd  food  the  silvan  gam^ 
Or  the  brown  frait  with  which  the  woodlands  teem: 
The  same  to  him  glad  Summer,  or  the  Winter  breme. 

8  So  pass'd  his  yonthly  morning,  void  of  core. 
Wild  as  the  colts  that  throngfa  the  oommonB  ran: 
For  liim  no  tender  parents  troubled  were, 

He  of  the  forest  seem'd  to  be  the  son ; 
And,  certes,  had  been  utterly  undone, 
But  that  Minerva  pity  of  him  took, 
With  all  the  gods  that  love  the  mral  wonne, 
That  teach  to  tame  the  Boil  and  mle  the  orook; 
Ne  did  the  sacred  Sine  disdain  s  gentle  lo<^ 

9  Of  fertile  genius  him  they  unrtured  well, 
In  every  science  and  in  every  tat 

By  which  mankind  the  thoughtless  bmtes  exc^ 
Tnat  can  or  use  or  joy  or  grace  impart, 
Disclo^inz  all  the  powers  of  head  and  heart ; 
Ne  were  tlie  goodly  exercises  spared 
That  brace  the  nerves,  or  mako  the  limbs  aldr^ 
And  mix  clastic  force  with  flrmness  hard: 
Was  never  knight  on  gronnd  mote  be  with  him  oompand 

10  Sometimes,  with  early  mom,  he  mounted  gay 
The  hunter  steed,  exulting  o'er  the  dale, 
And  drew  the  roseate  breath  of  orient  day; 
Sometimes,  retiring  to  the  secret  vale, 

Yclad  in  steel,  and  bright  with  buraish'd  mail. 
He  strain'd  the  bow,  or  toss'd  the  sounding  spear. 
Or,  darting  on  the  goal,  outstripp'd  the  gue. 
Or  wheel'd  the  chariot  in  its  mid  career, 
Or  strenuous  wrestled  hard  with  many  a  toagh  oompeu. 

11  At  other  times  he  pried  through  Ifature's  stor^ 
Whate'cr  she  in  th'  ethereal  round  contains, 
Whate'er  she  hides  beneath  her  verdwat  floor, 
The  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns; 

Or  else  he  scann'd  the  globe,  those  small  donuung 
WJiere  restless  mortals  such  a  turmoil  keep. 
Its  seas,  ,it8  floods,  its  mountains,  and  its  plains; 
But  more  he  search'd  the  mind,  and  roused  from  ileep 
Those  moral  seeds  whence  we  heroic  actions  reap. 
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IS  No;  vehld  he  Beam  to  stoop  from  high  puraoita 
Of  heavenly  truth,  aod  practise  what  she  taught: 
Vain  ia  thetre*  of  knowledge  witliout  frqite! 
Sometimes  in  hand  the  spade  or  plough  ho  canght. 
Forth  calling  all  with  which  boon  earth  is  fmught; 
Sometimea  he  plied  the  strong  ineolianic  tool. 
Or  rear'd  the  fabric  from  the  flneet  draught; 
And  oft  he  pat  hitneelf  to  JHoptnne's  school. 
Fighting  with  winds  and  waves  on  the  vez'd  ocean  pool. 

13  To  solace  then  these  rougher  toils,  he  tried 
To  touch  the  kindling  canvas  into  life; 
With  Nature  his  creating  pencil  vied. 
With  Nature  joyons  at  the  mimic  strife : 

Or  to  such  shapes  as  graced  Pygmalion's  wife 
He  hew'-d  the  marble;  or,  with  varied  fire. 
He  roused  the  trumpet  and  the  martial  fife, 
Or  bad  the  Jute  sweet  tenderness  inspire. 
Or  verses  framed  that  well  might  wake  Apollo's  Ijra. 

14  Accomplisli'd.  thus,  he  from  the  woods  issAed, 
Fnll  of  great  aims,  and  bent  on  bold  emprise; 

■■The  work  which  long  he  in  his  breast  had  brew'd. 
Now  to  perform  he  ^mlent  did  devise ; 
To  wit,  a  barbarons  world  to  civilise.  ' 

Earth  was  stilt  tlien  a  boundless  forest  wild ; 
Nought  to  be  seen  but  savage  wood,  and  skies; 
No  cities  noiirish'd  arts,  no  culture  smiled. 
No  govornmejit,  no  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild. 

15  A  rugged  wight,  the  worst  of  brutes,  waa  man ; 
On  higown  wretched  kind  he  rntlilcsa  prej'd; 

The  strongest  still  the  weakest  overran ;  ■  - 

In  every  country  mighty  robbers  sway'd. 
And  guile  and  ruffian  force  were  ail  their  trad? : 
Life  was  a  scene  of  rapine,  want,  and  woe; 
Which  this  brave  knight.  In  noble  anger,  made 
To  swear  he  would  the  rascal  rout  o'erthrow. 
For,  by  the  powers  divine,  it  should  no  more  be  sol 

16  It  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  song 

1o  say  how  this  best  Sun,  from  orient  climes, 
Came  beaming  life  and  beauty  all  along. 
Before  lijm  chasing  indolence  and  crimes. 
Still  as  he  pass'd,  the  nations  he  sublimes, 
Andioallfl  forth  arta  and  virtufi^  with  his  ray: 


Then  E^Tpt,  Oreec^  and  Borne  tiieir  golden  tisia^ 
SaccesaiVe,  had ;  but  nov  in  mias  grey 
Tbey  lie,  to  slaviGh  sloth  aad  tyraimy  »  prey. 

17  To  crown  his  toils.  Sir  Indostiy  then  spread 
The  swelling  sail,  and  made  for  Britain's  coaat. 
A  silvan  li£e  till  then  the  natives  led. 

In  the  brown  shades  and  greenwood  forest  lost, 
All  careless  rambliDs  where  it  liked  them  moat; 
Their  wealth  the  wiH  deer  bouncing  throngh  the  glade; 
They  lodged  at  large,  and  lived  at  Nature's  cost, 
Save  spear  and  bow,  withonten  other  aid ; 
Yet  not  the  Roman  eteel  their  naked  breast  dismay'd. 

18  He  liked  the  soil,  ho  liked  the  clement  skies. 
He  liked  the  verdant  hills  and  flowery  plains: 
"  Be  this  my  great,  my  chosen  iale,"  he  cries, 
"  This,  whilst  my  labours  Liberty  sustains, 
This  qneen  of  ocean  all  assault  ^sdains." 
Nor  liked  ho  less  the  genius  of  the  land. 

To  freedom  apt  and  persevering  pains. 
Mild  to  obey,  and  gcnerons  to  command, 
Temper'd  by  forming  Heaven  with  kindest,  firmest  hand. 

19  Here,  by  degrees,  his  master-work  arose. 
Whatever  arts  and  industry  can  frame; 
Whatever  finish'd  agriculture  knows. 

Fair  queen  of  arts!  from  Heaven  itself  who  csmc^ 
When  Eden  flourish'd  in  unspotted  &me; 
And  still  with  her  srecet  innocence  we  find. 
And  tender  peace,  and  joys  without  a  name. 
That,  while  they  ravish,  tranquillise  the  mind : 
Nature  and  art  at  once,  delight  and  nse  combined. 

20  Then  towns  he  quickeo'd  by  mechanic  arts. 
And  bade  the  fervent  city  glow  with  toil; 
Bade  social  commerce  raise  renowned  marts, 
Join  land  to  land,  and  marry  soil  to  soil; 
Unite  the  poles,  and  without  bloody  spoil 
Bring  home  of  either  Ind  the  gorgeous  stores ; 
Or,  should  despotic  rage  the  world  embroil. 
Bade  tyrants  tremble  on  remotest  shores. 

While  o'er  th'  encircling  deep  Britannia's  thunder  roan. 

21  The  drooping  Muses  then  he  westward  call'd 
From  the  famed  city  by  Propontio  sea. 

What  time  the  Turk  th'  enfeebled  drecian  tbrall'd :, 
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Theiice  from  their  cloiater'd  walks  he  eet  them  tz^ 
And  bronght  them  to  another  Castalie, 
Where  Isia  many  a  famous  nursling  breeds; 
Or  where  old  Cam  soft-paces  o'er  the  lea 
In  pensive  mood,  and  tunes  his  Doric  reeds, 
The  whilst  his  flocks  at  large  the  lonely  shepherd  feeds. 

33  Yet  the  ftno  arts  were  what  he  flnish'd  loaet ; 
For  why*  (hey  are  the  quintessence  of  all, 
The  growth  of  labouring  time,  and  slow  increased; 

■    ■  Unless,  as  seldom  chances,  it  should  fall 
That  mighty  putrons  the  coy  sisters  call 
Up  to  the  sunshine  of  uncumber'd  ease. 
Where  no  rude  care  the  mounting  thought  may  thrall, 
And  whero  they  nothing  hare  to  do  but  please: 
Ah,  gracious  God  1  Thou  Enow'st  they  ask  no  other  fees. 

S3  But  now,  alas !  we  live  too  late  in  time : 

Our  patrons  now  e'en  grudge  that  little  claim, 
Eacept  to  such  as  sleek  the  soothing  rhyme ; 
And  yet,  forsooth,  thoy  wear  Maeenas'  name. 
Poor  sons  of  puft-up  vanity,  not  fame. 
TJnbroken  spirits,  cheer  I  still,  still  remains 
Th'  eternal  patron,  Liberty ;  whose  flame. 
While  she  protects,  inspires  the  noblest  strMna: 
The  best  and  sweetest  far,  ace  toil-created  gains. 

24  Whenaa  the  knight  had  framed,  in  Britain-land, 
A  matehlesB  form  of  glorious  government. 
In  which  the  sovereign  laws  alone  command. 
Laws,  'stablish'd  by  the  public  free  consent. 
Whose  majesty  is  to  the  sceptre  lent;  — 
When  this  great  plan,  with  each  dependent  art, 
Was  settled  Qrm,  and  to  his  heart's  content. 
Then  so&ght  he  from  the  toilsome  scene  to  part. 
And  let  llf^  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  throngn  the  heart. 

%5  For  this  he  chose  a  farm  in  Deva'a  vale, 
Where  his  long  alleys  peep'd  npon  the  main: 
In  this  calm  seat  ho  drew  the  healthful  gale, 
■  Here  mix'd  the  chief,  the  patriot,  and  the  swain. 
The  happy  monarch  of  his  silvan  train, 
Here,  sided  bj  the  guardians  of  the  fold. 
He  walk'd  his  roands,  and  cheer'd  his  blest  domain: 

9   Btiaute.    See  page  SS6,  note  1. 


Hii  days,  tlie  days  of  tuBtaiu'd  nature,  roll'd 
Seplete  with  peace  aud  joy,  like  patriarchs  o£  old. 

26  Witness,  ye  lowing  herds  who  gave  him  milk; 
Witness,  ye  flocks  whose  woolly  vestments  far 
Exceed  soft  ludiit's  cotton  or  ner  silb ; 
Witness,  with  Autumn  eharced  the  nodding  car 
That  homeward  came  beneaUi  sweet  eTeniug's  star, 
Or  of  September-moons  the  radiance  mild. 

0,  hide  thy  head,  abominable  war! 
Of  crimes  and  ruffian  idleness  the  child  I 
From  Heaven  this  life  ysprung,  from  Hell  thy  glories  vildl 

27  Nor  from  his  deep  retirement  banish'd  was 
Th'  amusing  care  of  rural  industry. 

Still,  as  with  grateful  change  the  seasons  puss, 
'  Kew  scenes  arise,  new  landscapes  strike  the  eye. 
And  all  th'  enliven'd  country  beautify; 
Gay  plains  extend  where  marshes  slept  before; 
O'er  recent  meads  th'  exulting  streamlets  Sy ; 
Dark-frowning  heaths  grow  bright  with  Ceres'  store, 
And  woods  imbrown  the  steep,  or  wave  along  the  shore. 

28  As  nearer  to  his  farm  you  made  approach. 
He  polish'd  Nature  with  a  finer  hand; 

Yet  on  her  beauties  durst  not  Art  encroach; 
'Tis  Art's  alone  these  beauties  to  expand. 
In  graceful  dance  immingled,  o'er  the  land 
Pan,  Pales,  Flora,  and  Pomona  play'd ; 
Here,  too,  brisk  gales  the  rude  wild  common  fami'd: 
A  happy  place;  where  free,  and  nnaiBray'd, 
Amid  the  flowering  brakes  each  coyer  creature  stisy'd. 

29  But  in  prime  vigour  what  can  last  for  aye  ? 
That  soul-enfeebling  wiaard  Indolence, 

I  whilom  sung,  wrought  in  his  works  decay: 
-   Spread  far  and  wide  was  his  cursed  infiuence; 

Of  public  virtue  much  he  duU'd  the  sense, 

E'en  much  of  private ;  eat  our  spirit  out. 

And  fed  our  rank  luxurious  vices :  whence 

The  land  was  overlaid  with  many  a  lout ; 
Not,  as  old  fame  reports,  wise,  generous,  bold,  and  stout. 

80  A  rage  of  pleasure  madden'd  every  breast; 
Down  to  the  lowest  lees  the  ferment  ran ; 
To  his  licentious  wish  each  must  be  bless'd, 
With  joy  be  fover'd,  snatch  it  as  he  can. 
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Thus  rice  the  standiurd  rear'd ;  her  arrier-bM 
Corraption  cali'd,  and  loud  ehe  g&ve  the  word, 
."Mind,  mind  yourselves!  why  ^ould  the  vulgar  man. 
The  lacquey,  be  more  virtnouB  than  his  lord  ? 
Enjoy  this  apan  of  life  I  'tia  all  the  gods  afford." 

31  The  tidings  reach'd  io  where,  in  quiet  hall, 
The  good  old  knight  eujoy'd  vell-eam'd  rsposa: 
"  Gome,  come,  sir  Knight!  thy  children  on  thee  call; 
Come,  save  us  yet,  ere  ruin  round  us  close! 
The  demon  Indolence  ttiy  toils  o'erthrows." 
On  this  the  noble  colour  Btain'd  hia  cheek?, 
Indignant,  glowing  through  the  whitening  snows 
Of  venerable  eld ;  his  eye  full  speaks 
His  ardent  soul,  imd  from  his  couch  at  once  be  breaki^ 

33  "  I  will,"  he  cried,  "  so  help  me  God !  destroy 

Th»t  villain  Archimage." — His  page  then  straight 
He  to  him  cali'd ;  a  fiery-footed  toy, 
Benempt  Dispatch :  —  "My  steed  be  at  the  gate ; 
My  bard  attend ;  quick,  bring  the  net  of  fate." 
This  net  was  twisted  by  the  Sisters  Three; 
Which  when  once  cast  o'er  harden'd  wretch,  too  ]fiia 
Eepentance  comes ;  replevy  cjin  not  be 
From  the  strong  iron  graap  of  vengeful  destiny. 

33  He  came,  the  bard,  a  little  druid  wight, 
Of  witber'd  aspect;  but  his  eye  was  Keen, 
With  sweetness  mix'd.    In  russet  brown  bedi^t, 
As  is  his  sister  of  the  copses  green,' 
He  cuept  along,  uitpromising  of  mien- 
Gross  he  who  judges  so.     His  soul  was  fair. 
Bright  as  the  children  of  yon  a^nre  sheen  I 
True  comeliness,  which  nothing  can  impair, 
Dwells  in  the  mind :  all  else  is  vanity  and  glare. 

31  "  Oome,"  quoth  the  knight,  "  a  voice  has  reach'd  mine  eai 
The  demon  Indolence  threats  overflow 
To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear: 
Come,  Fhilomcliis;  let  us  mstajit  go, 
O'erturn  his  bowers,  and  lay  his  castle  low. 
Those  men,  those  wretched  men  1  who  will  be  slaves, 
Must  drink  a  bitter  wrathful  cup  of  woe: 
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Bat  some  there  be,  thy  Bong,  as  from  their  ^rares. 
Shall  raise."    Thrice  happy  he  who  without  ngoar  saves  I 

35  Issuing  forth,  the  knight  bestrode  his  steed. 
Of  ardent  bay,  and  on  whose  front  a  star 

8hone  blazing  bright ;  sprung  from  the  generous  breed 
That  whirl  of  active  day  the  rapid  car, 
He  pranced  along,  disdaining  gate  or  bar. 
Ujeaniime  the  bi:^  on  milk-white  palfrey  rode; 
An  honest,  sober  beast,  that  did  not  mar 
His  meditations,  but  full  softly  trode: 
And  mach  they  moralised  as  thus  yfere  they  yodeu 

36  They  talk'd  of  virtue  and  of  hnman  bliss; 
What  else  so  fit  for  man  to  settle  well  ? 
And  still  their  long  reseuvhes  met  in  this. 
This  Ti-uth  of  Truths,  which  nothing  can  refell-: 
"From  virtue's  fount  the  purest  joys  outwell. 
Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  cheer  the  conscioos  soul; 
While  vice  pours  forth  the  troubled  streams  of  Hell, 
The  which,  howe'er  disguised,  at  last  with  dole 

Will  through  the  tortured  breast  their  fiery  torrent  roE" 

37  At  length  it  dawn'd,  that  fatal  valley  gay. 

O'er  which  high  wood-crown'd  hills  their  summitB  rear: 
On  the  cool  height  awhile  our  palmers  stay, 
And  spite  even  of  themselves  their  senses  cheer; 
Then  to  the  wizard's  wonne  their  steps  they  steer. 
Like  a  green  isle,  it  broad  beneath  them  spread, 
With  gardens  round,  and  wandering  currents  clear. 
And  tufted  groves  to  shade  the  meadow-bed, 
Sweet  airs  and  spng;  and  without  hurry  all  seem'd  glad. 

38  "  As  God  shall  judge  me.  knight  ]  we  must  tot^ve," 
The  half-enraptur^  Philomelus  cried, 

"  The  frail  good  man  deluded  here  to  live, 
And  in  these  groves  his  musing  fancy  hide. 
Ah!  nought  is  pure.  It  cannot  be  denied. 
That  virtue  still  some  tincture  has  of  vice. 
And  vice  of  virtue.  What  should  then  betide. 
But  that  our  charity  be  not  too  nice? 
Come,  let  us  those  we  can,  to  real  bliss  entice." 

39  "Ay,  sicker,"  quoth  the  knight,  "all  flesh  is  frail. 

To  pleasant  sin  and  joyous  dalliance  bent; 
But  let  not  brutish  vice  of  this  avail, 
And  think  to  'scape  deserved  panishment 
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Jnetice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent; 
From  mercy's  eelf  she  got  her  sacred  glaive: 
Grace  be  to  those  who  can,  and  will,  repent; 
But  penance  long  and  dreary,  to  the  Blare, 
Who  mnst  in  floods  of  ire  hia  gross  fonl  spirit  lave." 

40  Thas,  holding  high  discourse,  they  came  to  where 
The  cursed  carl  was  at  his  wonted  trade; 
Still  tempting  heedless  men  into  his  snare, 
In  witching  wise,  as  I  before  have  said. 
Bat  when  he  saw,  in  goodly  gear  array'd. 
The  grave  majestic  knight  approaching  nigh. 
And  oy  his  side  the  bara  so  sage  and  staid, 
His  countenance  fell ;  yet  oft  his  anxious  eye 
Mark'd  them,  like  wily  fox  who  roosted  cock  doth  spy. 

4X  Nathless,  with  feign'd  respect,  he  bade  give  back 
The  rabble  rout,  and  welcomed  them  foil  kind ; 
Struck  with  the  noble  twain,  they  were  not  slack 
His  orders  to  obey,  and  fall  behind. 
Then  he  resumed  his  song ;  and,  uuconfined, 
Pour'd  all  his  music,  ran  through  all  his  strings : 
With  magic  dust  their  eyne  he  tries  to  blind, 
And  virtue's  tender  airs  o'er  weakness  flings. 
What  pity  base  his  song  who  so  divinely  sings! 

4S  Elate  in  thought,  he  counted  them  his  own. 
They  listcn'd  so  intent  with  fix'd  delight: 
But  they,  instead,  as  if  transmew'd  to  stone, 
Marvell  d  he  could  with  such  sweet  art  unite 
The  lights  and  shades  of  manners,  wrong  and  right. 
Meantime  the  silly  crowd  the  charm  devour. 
Wide  pressing  to  the  gate.     Swift,  on  the  knight 
He  darted  fierce,  to  drag  him  to  his  bower. 
Who  backening  shann'd  his  touch,  for  well  be  knew  its  power* 

43  As  in  throng'd  amphitheatre,  of  old, 
The  wary  Betiarius  trapp'd  his  foe; 

E'en  so  the  knight,  returning  on  him  bold, 
At  once  involved  him  in  the  Wet  of  Woe, 
Whereof  I  mention  made  not  long  ago. 
Enraged  at  first,  he  seorn'd  so  weak  a  jail. 
And  leap'd,  and  flew,  and  flounced  to  and  fro; 
But  when  he  found  that  nothing  could  avail. 
He  set  him  felly  down,  and  gnaw'd  his  bitter  nail. 

44  Alarm'd,  th'  inferior  demons  of  the  place 
Kaised  rueful  shrieks  and  hideous  yelU  around; 
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Black  Btormy  clondx  defonn'd  the  welkin'i  face, 
And  from  beneath  was  heard  a  wailing  sound. 
As  of  infcTDal  aprights  iu  cavern  bound ; 
A  solemn  endnoss  every  creature  strook. 
And  lightnings  flssb'd,  and  horror  rock'd  the  gronnd; 
Huge  crowds  on  crowds  ontponr'd  with  blemish'd  look. 
As  if  on  time's  last  verge  this  bame  of  things  had  shook- 

15  Soon  as  tbe  Bhort<lived  tcmpeet  was  yspent, 
Stcam'd  from  the  jaws  of  vex'd  ATernua'  hole, 
And  hush'd  the  hnbbnb  of  the  rabbleniont. 
Sir  Industry  the  first  oalm  moment  stole : 
"  There  must,"  he  cried,  "  amid  so  vast  a  eboal. 
Bo  some  who  are  not  tainted  at  the  heart, 
Not  poison'd  quite  by  this  same  villain's  bowl: 
Come  then,  my  hard,  thy  heavenly  fire  impart; 
Touch  soul  with  soul,  till  forth  tbe  latent  spirit  start** 

46  The  bard  obey'd ;  and  taking  from  his  side, 
Where  it  in  seemly  sort  depending  hung, 

His  British  harp,  its  speaking  strings  he  tried. 
The  which  with  skilful  touch  he  deftly  strung, 
Till  tinkling  in  clear  symphony  they  rung. 
Then,  aa  he  felt  the  Muses  come  along, 
litght  o'er  the  chords  hie  raptnred  hand  he  flung. 
And  pluy'd  a  prelude  to  his  rising  song :  [throng. 

Tbe  whilst,  like  midnight  mute,  ten  thousands  round  him 

47  Thus,  ardent,  burst  his  strain :  —  "Ye  hapless  race, 
Diro  labouring  here  to  smother  reason's  ray. 

That  liglitd  our  Maker's  image  in  oar  face, 
And  civea  us  wide  o'er  Earth  unqueetion'd  sway; 
What  is  th'  adored  Supreme  Perfection,  sayf 
What,  but  eternal  never-resting  soul, 
'       Almighty  Power,  and  all-directing  day? 
By  whom  each  atom  stirs,  the  phuiets  roll ; 
Who  fills,  surrounds,  informs,  and  agitates  the  whole. 

48  "  Come,  to  tho  beaming  god  your  hearts  unfold  I 
Draw  from  its  fountain  life  1  'Tia  thence,  aloue, 
We  can  excel.    Tip  from  unfeeling  mould. 

To  seraphs  burning  round  th'  Almighty's  tluoae^ 
Life  rising  still  on  life,  in  higher  tone. 
Perfection  forms,  and  with  perfection  bliss. 
In  universal  Nature  this  clear  shown. 
Not  ncedeth  proof:  to  prove  it  were,  I  wis. 
To  prove  the  beauteous  world  excels  tiiie  brute  abjnH- 


THE  CABTI.B  OP  INDOLBKOE.  6W 

4S  "Is  not  the  fiold,  with  lively  Culture  grtea, 
A  eight  more  jojous  tbim  the  dead  moraes  ? 
Do  not  the  ekies,  with  active  ether  clean, 
And  fuQD'd  by  sprightly  zephyrs,  far  surpaei 
The  foul  November  fogs,  and  slumbrous  mass 
With  which  sad  Nature  TeilN  her  drooping  fac«  ? 
Does  not  the  mountain  streami  as  clear  as  gWei, 
Gay-dancing  on,  the  putrid  pool  disgrace  ? 
The  s^oe  in  idl  b<dda  tru^  bat  chief  in  hanuQ  not. 

50  "It  waB  not  by  vile  loitering  in  ease, 

That  Greece  obtain'd  the  brighter  palm  of  art ; 
That  soft  yet  urdent  Athena  Team'a  to  pleaeo, 
To  keen  the  wit,  saA  to  sublime  the  heart, 
In  all  supremo  I  complete  in  every  part  1 
It  was  not  thence  majestic  Rome  arose. 
And  o'er  the  nations  shook  her  conquering  dart 
For  sluggard's  brow  the  laurel  never  grows; 
Senown  is  not  the  child  of  indolent  Sepose. 

51  "  Had  nnambitions  mortals  minded  nought 
But  in  loose  joy  their  time  to  wear  away; 
Bad  they  alone  the  lap  of  dalliance  sought. 
Pleased  on  her  pillow  their  dull  lieads  to  lay, 
Hude  nature's  state  had  been  onr  state  to-day; 
No  cities  e'er  their  towery  fronts  had  raised. 
No  arts  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay; 

With  brother-brutes  the  human  race  had  grazed ; 
None  e'er  bad  soar'd  to  fame,  none  hononr'd  been,  none 
praised.  '  ' 

5S  "  Qreat  Homer's  eong  had  never  fired  the  breast 
To  thirst  of  glory  and  heroic  deeds; 
Sweet  Maro's  Muse,*  sunk  in  inglorious  rest. 
Had  ffllent  slept  amid  the  Minoian  reeds; 
The  wits  of  modem  time  had  told  their  beads. 
And  monkish  legends  been  their  only  strains; 
Onr  Milton's  Eden  had  lain  wrapt  in  weeds;         [swains; 
Oar    Shakespeare    stroU'd    and    langh'd   with   Warwick 
Ne  had  my  master  Spenser  charm'd  his  Mulla's  [Jaina.* 

53  "Dumb  too  had  been  the  sage  historic  Muse, 
And  perish'd  all  the  sons  of  ancient  fame; 

i    Maro  Is  one  ofViivil'a  naniiM;  Fnbllus  Tlr^iaa  Maro. 

S    Jftitto  is  the  aame  of  a  river  In  the  Muoty  of  CorK,  IrclBEd,  noM  ^ik*  8p«>»CT, 
u  Seoetar;  of  I|18  Loid  LlaiMiUatf,  UA  bU  resideiiM.  aod  wbore  ba  WMapofcd  Tha 


Those  stany  lights  of  rirtue  that  diffuse 
Thronch  tlie  dark  depth  of  time  their  vivid  flume 
Had  ail  been  lost  with  such  as  have  no  name. 
Who  then  had  scom'd  his  ease  for  others'  good  ? 
Who  then  had  toil'd  rapacions  men  to  tame  ? 
Who  in  the  pablic  breach  devoted  stood, 
And  for  his  country's  caaee  been  prodigal  of  blood  f 

54  "  Bat  should  to  fame  yonr  hearts  nnfeeling  ho, 
If  right  I  read,  yon  pleasure  all  require; 
Then  hear  hov  oest  may  be  obtain'd  tliis  fee, 
How  best  enjoyd  this  Nature's  wide  desire. 
Toil,  and  be  glad !  let  industry  inspire 
Into  yonr  qnicken'd  limbs  her  buoyant  breath  1 
Who  does  not  act  is  dead;  absorb'd  entire 
In  miry  sloth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hath : 
0  leaden-hearted  men,  to  be  in  love  with  death! 

65  "  Ah  I  what  avail  tiie  lai^eet  ^ifts  of  Hcafen, 
When  drooping  health  and  spirits  go  amtsa? 
How  tasteless  then  whatever  can  be  given  I 
Health  is  the  vital  prinoiple  of  bliss, 
And  exercise  of  health.    In  proof  of  this. 
Behold  the  wretch,  who  slugs  his  life  away. 
Soon  swallow'd  in  disease's  sad  abyss ;    . 
While  he  whom  toil  haa  braced,  or  manly  play. 
Has  light  as  air  each  limb,  each  thought  as  clear  as  daj. 

56  "0,  who  can  speak  the  vigorous  joys  of  health! 
Unclogg'd  the  body,  unobscured  the  miud : 
The  morning  rises  ^ay,  with  j^easing  stealth. 
The  temperate  evening  falls  s««ne  and  kind. 
In  health  the  wiser  brutes  true  gladneee  find: 
See!  how  the  younglings  friak  along  the  meads. 
As  May  comes  On,  and  wakes  the  balmy  wind; 
Bampant  wiUi  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds:  [breeds? 

Yet  what  but  high-strung  health  tnis  dancing  pleaaannce 

67  "  But  here,  instead,  is  foster'd  every  ill 

Which  or  distemper'd  minda  or  bodies  know. 
Come,  then,  my  kindred  spirits !  do  not  spill 
Your  talents  hei-e :  this  place  is  but  a  show. 
Whose  charms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  woe. 
Come,  follow  mc,  I  will  direct  you  right 
Wliere  pleasure's  roses,  void  of  aerpenta,  grow, 

L        .     I.-.  (Kittle 
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Sincere  as  sweet ;  com^  follow  this  good  knight. 
And  yoa  will  bless  the  day  that  bronght  him  to  yoar  sight. 

58  "  Some  be  will  lead  to  courts,  and  some  to  camps ; 
To  senates  Bome,  uid  public  st^e  debates, 
Where,  by  the  Boiemn  gleam  of  midnight  lamps. 
The  world  is  poised,  and  managed  mightj  States; 
To  high  discovery  some,  that  new  creates 

The  face  of  Earth ;  some  to  the  thriving  mart ; 
Some  to  the  mral  reign,  and  softer  fates ; 
To  the  sweet  Hnses  some,  who  raise  the  heart : 
All  glory  shall  be  yonrs,  all  Katnre,  and  sJl  ArtI 

59  "  There  are,  I  see,  who  listen  to  my  lay, 
Who  wretched  sigh  for  virtne,  but  despair : 
'AH  may  be  done,'  methinks  I  hear  them  say, 

'  E'en  death  despised  by  generous  actions  fair ; 
All,  —  but,  for  those  who  to  these  bowers  repair. 
Their  every  power  dissolved  in  luxury. 
To  quit  of  torpid  sluggishness  the  lair. 
And  from  the  powerful  arms  of  sloth  get  free,  — 
"Tis  rising  from  the  dead: — alas,  it  cannot  be!' 

60  "  Would  you,  then,  learn  to  dissipate  the  band 
Of  the  huge  threatening  difficulties  dire 
That  in  the  weak  man's  way  like  lions  stand. 
His  soul  appal,  and  damp  his  rising  fire  ? 
Resolve,  resolve,  and  to  be  men  aspire: 
Exert  that  noblest  privilege,  alone 

Here  to  mankind  indulged;  control  desire; 
Let  godlike  reason,  from  her  sovereign  throne. 
Speak  the  commanding  word,  I  will!  and  it  is  done. 

61  "  Heavens !  can  jou,  then,  thus  waste  in  shamefnl  wise 
Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here? 

Heirs  of  eternity!  ybom  to  rise 
Through  endless  states  of  being,  still  more  near 
To  bliss  approaching,  and  perfection  clear. 
Can  yon  renounce  a  fortune  so  sutilime, 
Sach  glorious  hopes,  your  backwaid  steps  to  steer. 
And  roll,  with  vilest  bi-utes,  through  mud  and  slime? 
Xo!   no!    TOur  Heaven-tooch'd   hearts  disdain  the  sordid 
en  me  1 " 

6:S  "Enough!  enough!"  they  cried:  straight  from  the  crowd 
The  better  sort  on  wings  of  transport  fly : 
As  when  amid  the  lifeless  summits  proud 
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Of  Alpine  difls,  vhen  to  tha  gelid  ekj 
Suovg  jnled  on  anowB  in  viDtry  torpor  lie, 
The  rays  divine  of  vernal  PIubIius  play ; 
Til'  nwaken'd  heaps,  in  stiramlets  from  on  high. 
Roused  into  action,  lively  leep  sway, 
Glad  warbling  through  the  vahra,  in  their  new  being  gi^. 

63  Not  less  the  life,  the  virid  joy  aerene. 
That  lighted  up  those  newHjreated  men. 

Than  tiiut  which  wings  th'  exalting  spirit  clean, 
When,  joet  delivered  from  this  fiesnlj  den. 
It  Boariog  geeka  its  native  skios  again : 
How  light  its  essence!  how  unclogg'd  its  powers. 
Beyond  the  blazon  of  my  mortal  penl 
-E'en  BO  we  glad  forsook  these  sinful  bowers. 
E'en  such  enraptured  life,  snoh  energy  was  oars, 

64  But  f^  the  greater  part,  with  rage  inflamed, 
Dire-mutter'd  curses,  and  blasphemM  high  Jovej 
"  Ye  eons  of  hate  I "  they  bitterly  exclaim'd, 

"  What  bronght  yon  to  uiis  seat  of  peace  and  lore  t 
While  with  kind  Nature,  here  amid  the  grove. 
We  pasa'd  the  harmless  sabbath  of  our  time, 
What  t6  disturb  it  coold,  fell  men,  emove 
Your  barbarous  hearts  F    Is  happiness  a  crime  ? 
Then  do  the  fiends  of  Hell  rule  in  you  Heaven  snblime," 

65  "Ye  impious  wretches,"  quoth  the  knight  in  wrath, 
"Your  happiness  behold!"  —  Then  straight  a  wand 
He  waved,  an  anti-magic  power  that  hath. 

Truth  from  illnsiTc  falsehood  to  command. 
Sudden  the  landscape  sinks  on  every  hand ; 
The  pure  quick  stroiims  are  marshy  puddles  found ; 
On  baleful  heaths  the  groves  all  blacken'd  stand; 
And  o'er  the  weedy,  foul,  abhorrSd  ground 
Snakes,  adders,  toads,  each  loathsome  creature  cmwis  aronnd. 

66  And  here  and  there,  on  trees  by  lightning  scathed. 
Unhappy  wights  who  loathid  life  yhung; 

Or,  in  fresh  gore  and  recent  murder  bathed, 
They  weltering  lav ;  or  else,  infuriate  flung 
Into  the  gloomy  flood,  while  ravens  sung 
The  funeral  dirge,  tliey  down  the  torrent  roll'd: 
These,  by  distemper'd  blood  to  madness  stung. 
Had  doom'd  themselves ;  whence  oft,  when  night  controE'd 
The  world,  retiirniug  hither  their  sad  spirits  howl'd. 
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67  Meantime  s  moring  Bcene  was  open  lud; 
That  lazar-hoose,  Lwliilom  in  my  lay 
Depainted  have,  its  horrura  deep  display'd, 
And  g&YS  unnumber'd  wretches  to  the  day, 
Who  tossing  there  in  aqnalJd  misery  lay. 

Soon  as  of  sacred  light  th'  unwonted  smile   -      < 
Foar'd  on  theso  living  oatacombs  its  ray, 
Through  the  drear  caverns,  atretching  many  ft  mll^ 
The  sick  upraised  their  heads,  and  drof^d  thnr  woes  awhile. 

68  "  0  Heaven  1 "  they  cried,  "  and  do  vo  once  more  sea 
YoQ  bli>saed  Sun,  and  this  green  earth  so  fair  J 

Are  we  from  noisome  damps  of  pesthonao  free  7 
And^rink  our  souls  the  sweet  ethereal  air? 
0  thou!  or  knight,  or  god,  who  holdest  there 
That  fiend,  0,  keep  him  in  etemai  chains ! 
But  what  for  us,  the  children  of  despair,     ■ 
Brought  to  the  brink  of  Hell,  what  hope  remains  ? 
Bepeatance  does  itself  bat  aggravate  oar  pains." 

69  The  gentle  knight,  who  saw  their  mefnl  case, 
Let  fall  adown  bis  eilrcr  beard  some  t^ars. 
".Certes,"  quoth  he,  "  it  ia  not  e'on  in  gniee 
To  undo  the  past,  and  eke  your  broken  years: 
Nathleas,  to  nobler  worlds  repentance  rears. 
With  humble  hope,  her  eye ;  to  her  ia  given 
A  power  the  truly  contrite  heart  that  cheers : 

She  quells  the  brand  by  which  the  rocks  are  riven ; 
She  more  than  merely  softens,  she  rejoices  Heaven. 

70  "  Then  patient  bear  the  snfferings  you  have  eam*d, 
And  by  theae  gulFerings  purify  the  mind ; 

Let  wisdom  be  by  past  misconduct  leani'd  j 
Or  pious  die,  with  penitence  resign'd. 
And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  rennea, 
Doabt  not,  you  shall  new  creatures  yet  ariae. 
Till  then,  you  may  expect  in  me  to  find 
One  who  will  wipe  your  sorrow  from  your  eyes, 
One  who  will  soothe  your  pangs,  and  wing  you  to  the  skies." 

71  They  silent  heard,  and  poured  their  thanks  in  tears. 
"For  you,"  resumed  the  knight  with  steraer  tone, 
"Whoso  bard  dry  hearts  the  obdurate  demon  sears. 
That  villain's  gifts  will  cause  yon  many  a  groan; 
In  dolorous  mansion  long  you  must  bemoan 

His  fatal  charing  and  weep  your  staioa  away; 


Till,  soft  and  pnre  as  infant  n>(>^o™  S^own, 
You  feel  a  perfect  change:  tnen,  who  can  Bay 
What  grace  may  yet  shine  forth  in  Heaveo's  eternal  day?  ** 

73  This  said,  his  powerful  wand  be  waved  anew: 
Inatant,  a  glonoug  angel-train  descends, 
The  Charities,  tu  wit,  of  rosy  hue ; 
Sweet  love  their  looks  a  gentie  radiaace  lends. 
And  with  seraphic  flame  compassion  blends. 
At  onco,  delighted,  to  their  charge  they  fly; 
When,  lol  agoodly  hospital  ascenda; 
Id  which  they  bade  each  lenient  aid  be  nigh. 
That  could  the  sick-bed  smooth  of  that  sad  oompsny. 

73  It  was  a  worthy  edifying  Bight, 

And  gives  to  human  kind  peculiar  grace, 
To  see  kind  hands  attcDding  day  and  nighty 
With  tender  ministry,  from  place  to  place. 
Some  prop  the  head ;  some,  from  the  pallid  face 
Wipe  off  the  faint  cold  dews  weak  nature  sheds ; 
Some  reach  the  healing  draught;  the  whilst,  to  chase 
The  fear  supreme,  around  their  soften'd  beds 
Some  holy  man  by  prayer  i^  opening  Heaven  dispreads. 

74  Attended  by  a  glad-acclaiming  train 

Of  those  ho  rescued  had  from  gaping  Hell, 
Then  tam'd  the  knight;  aad,  to  his  hall  ^ain 
Soft-paoiug,  sought  of  peace  the  mossy  cell: 
Yet  down  Ilia  cheeks  the  gema  of  pity  fell. 
To  see  the  helpleaa  wretches  that  remain'd. 
There  left  through  delves  and  deserts  dire  to  yell; 
Amazed,  their  looks  with  palo  dismay  were  staia'd. 
And  spreadingwide  their  hands  they  meek  repentance  feiga'd. 

75  But,  ah!  their  scomM  day  of  grace  was  past: 
For,  horrible  to  tell !  a  desert  wild 

Before  them  stretch'd,  bare,  comfortless,  and  vast ; 
With  gibbets,  bones,  and  carcasses  defiled. 
There  nor  trim  field  nor  lively  culture  smiled; 
Nor  waving  shade  was  seen,  nor  fountain  fair; 
But  sands  abrupt  on  sands  lay  loosely  piled. 
Through  which  they  floundering  toil  d  with  painful  care,' 
Whilst  ^cebus  smote  them  sore,  and  fired  the  cloudless  air. 

76  Then,  varying  to  a  joyless  land  of  bogs,_ 
The  sadden'd  country  a  gray  waste  appcor'd ; 
Where  nought  but  putrid  fitreams  and  nvisome  fi^ 


THE  CASTLE  OP  INDOLENCE.  ( 

For  ever  hung  on  drizzly  AiiBter'e  beard ; 
Or  else  the  ground,  by  piercing  Caurna  sered, 
Was  j&gg'd  with  frost,  or  heap'd  vith  glnzed  snow : 
Throngk  these  extremes  a  ceaseless  round  they  eteer'd, 
By  cruel  fiends  still  hurried  to  and' fro, 
Qsunt  beggary,  and  scorn,  with  many  hell-hounds  moe. 

77  The  first  waa  with  base  dunghill  rags  yclad, 
Tainting  the  gale,  in  which  they  fiutter'd  light; 
Of  morbid  hue  hia  features,  snnK  and  sad; 

His  hoUoff  evne  shook  forth  a  sickly  light; 
And  o'er  his  lank  jawbone,  in  piteous  plight, 
His  black  roa?h  beard  was  matted  ranx  and  vile; 
Direful  to  seeT  a  heart-appalling  eight  1 
Meantime  foul  scurf  and  blotches  him  defile; 
And  dogs,  where'er  he  went,  still  barki)d  all  the  while. 

78  The  other  was  a  fell  despightiul  fiend; 

Hell  holds  none  worse  in  Halefnl  bower  below; 
By  pride  and  wit  and  rage  and  rancour  keen'd; 
Oi  man,  alike  if  good  or  bad,  the  foe ; 
With  nose  uptam'd,  he  always  made  a  show 
As  it  he  smelt  some  nauseous  scent;  his  eye 
Was  cold  and  keen,  like  blast  from  boreal  snoir; 
And  taunts  he  casten  forth  moat  bitterly. 
Sach  were  the  twain  that  off  drove  this  tmgodly  fry. 

79  E'en  so  through  Brentford  town,  a  town  of  mud, 
A  herd  of  bristly  swine  is  prick'd  along ; 

The  filthy  beasts,  that  never  chew  the  end. 
Still  grant,  and  squeak,  and  sing  their  troublous  son^ 
And  oft  they  plunge  themselves  the  mire  among: 
But  aye  the  rathleaa  driver  goads  them  on, 
And  aye  of  barking  dogs  the  bitter  throng 
Makes  them  renew  then:  unmelodious  moan; 
Ne  ever  find  they  rest  from  their  unresting  fone. 
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ABCHAIO  ASD  OfiSOtJETB  Wt>BD3  ITSEO  tS  TBB  PSECEDING  VOXM. 


Apaid,  Paid. 


BaU, 

Beiiempti  RunM. 

BliuoH,  Painting,  dlapl^. 

Sremt,  OoU,  IMT. 

OiHm,  Tb«  aorUl-«iwt  wisd. 

Orta,  tJertainlj. 

CbU,  A  solse,  a,  ■tlr,  a  ftiBS. 

J)an,  A.  title  preBzed  to  bbumi*. 

D^ftfy.  skiiftiiir,  adtouir. 

Depainltd,  rWatad, 

Dole,  Grief,  doloar. 

i>rGiiHyk«I,  I>nnraliieSB. 

Sath,  'Btey,  eMOf. 

^Itootl*  Immodlatelf,  fOrthwlltl. 

Poniltart,  eqnlFig«,dra«. 


Olaint 


ford. 


Kaswd,  called,  or  la  iMaiBd. 


IntonUtunt,      Immedlat<!l7. 
Keil,  Caat,  did  cut. 

Lai,  Led;  atd  prMeitto  sT  I 

lehtt. 


una, 

Lotd, 

LoaH'ng, 

Ltali/lud, 


To  lie.  to  couch. 
.Pleases;  fiIiibitaK,IIikall 
Umber,  lax. 
A  loose.  Idlo  feUow. 
Bowing,  bending. 
Lustlhood. 
To  mix,  to  mingle. 
More. 
To  stmggle,  to  work  bale 


Thietd, 
Ttlepei, 


Baltr;,  oppraesindr  hot. 

To  labour,  to  toiL 
Transformed. 

Tile. 

TotUnktW 

To  know;  I* 

Brewliile,  foi 

To  think,  to  i 

A  dwelling,  n  bome. 

Wreaked. 

Blended,  mingled. 

Called,  named. 

TogelhoT. 

Melted. 

Went; 
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GilVN  BBOTttEHS, 

U  TTMnont  Flaei^     ....      BOBTOIT. 

T«n>Ui  Caah  ta  TMrty  Day*.  W^ole— 1#  md  BmkII  FHms. 

ENGLISH. 

A&NOUya  M AITUAJ*  of  BV  OUSH  LITSBATUBA.  ""^ 

Hutorioal  and  CriticaL    Bj  Tboiui  Auiou,  M.  A.       .       .       .       .       .  CSM 

CABPBNTER'S     IKTRODUCTIOK    TO     AHOLO. 

BAZON.  Ab  In^radncltDD  to  Ills  ntudTDftlic  Aagt»4n(]n  Iiun*(I>,  (3(«B~ 
nMng  u  BtHDEnCuy  &iuin»T,  gelHtlDiu  for  Kadt^  wMi  NoH&  wxl  ■ 
ToAbiulUT.  Br  9ri<rHii<  U.  GiipnTEB,  Prohnor  of  IiKic  uid  Bi^lth  L\t- 
eiWan  In  the  UnlTMdn  of  WiBCOMln,  HDil  Anthorof  "feign*  ot  the  XIT. 
CBntorf."    pp.aia lOO    186 

OBAIK'S  BITQI.IBH  OF  SHAESSFEABB.    TUnBtrnteil 

Colleg.,  Kelfiut.    Edlu^Vw.  J.AoL°iruimt>cMt*.    Olotb   .'       .    '  .    1^    LTG 

SLSHENTB  OF  THE  ENGLISH  LAlfOtTAOE.    An 

"niiIiHaY>f«taE8q^kt_igii>g*"      .       ■.  '    ,  .    '  I       .     .«     JO 

BKGLISH  OP  THE   XIV.  CBNTTJBT.    niaMrated  hy 

Ni^n,  OnminMlnil  imd  El^ntonWI.  Dn  Cbkan4'i  Pnloglio  ud  SnWit'l 
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SUD80WS  FAMILY  SHAKKSPEABE  :  Flajs  selected 

tat  imfkml ,  with  Hsdm  Hid  lonvdUMltiiia,  (br  On  In  PindUea. 
TolBim  I.,(tiBtHln!o([  Ai  ton  Lft*  It,'n»  MBrehmlof  Vm 
nnt  ud  Stcond  of  Ktog  Hwry  Um  Founli,  Jplhu  Ciwr,  nod  I 

Slat  iMhull  ttw^lM,  Rtig  L«r,  MtebcW  ■»«  AnWlnf  i 

Tol*B  UL.  MatilBb«  A  Htdnmamr  KUhe,  Dnara.ttaish 
Slag  nun  tba  Bkbth.ftonwoMul  JaHM,  Crntbutm,  doiMni 
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HUDSON^   LIFE,  AK».  AHD  CHAaACTEHfl  OF 

SHAKESFCAJtB.  TnclndlOK  an  BIttorlnl  Shif h  of  ih«  Odgla  ud  Grovth 
of  tt»  Drmms  In  Eoglud,  with  StodiH  In  the  Poefg  Dnmstte  ARhltKlon, 
IMUimUod  of  Chuuter,  tlDium,  S^  ud  Usui  aMUl,  ilM  nKk  Crilkal 
nMonnw  on  the  Ibllowing  iiUtf,  —  A  HIdniamH' NWit'*  Dnoai,  The  H^- 
ehint  Of  XoAct,  The  Han  Wlm  of  Wlndxir,  Haeh  Ud  nboot  Nobhlni,  Al 
Ton  Uke  It,  Twelfth  Hlfbt,  All  <>  Wen  that  Xnde  Wall,  Uewum  BRHeuan, 
The  fempent,  Tba  Wlntcr'a  Tile,  Klnc  John,  Ktnf  Sleliiinl  ttia  Secood,  King 
Bnrv  the  Fonnb.  King  Tlmry  the  PiUb.  Ring  Rkhsrd  the  Thtid,  Kiag  Henqr 
the  Eighth,  RoDMO  iDd  JuUet,  Jallna  Cmr,  HumleC,  MubeCh,  King  Lev, 
Aatoajr  ud  deoantia,  Othello,  Cjuhdloei-uA  Csrklutf.  Sb  CM  ToMhwa 
CMh &i»    (00 
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HUDSOirS  SCHOOL  SHAKESPSABE.  1st  Series.  aij»»iM 

CauKlalaa  Ai  Ion  Idii  It,  Thi  Two  Fin  of  Uini  IT., 

Tm  Mnokim  or  Tnnoi,  Juun  Cuia, 

TmmrtA  Nian,  Huut. 

BdvMdaaipnpuodlOT  t;HtD8obo^ClBbi,CtaHei,*ndlkmUlK    WUk  lo- 
IndiHitouudliolH     BV  IM  Kn.  lUui  v.  IlMMS- 

HUDSOVS  80HO0I.  SHAKBBFSABE.    9d  Serio.   !.«>   tm 


Kim  Uaiin  mm  Mwta,  lutjmni,  Ainan  un  Ouw^tu. 

HTTDSOXra  SCHOOI..SHAKSBPXAItB.    3d  Seriw.   lbo  uo 

KuB  iluBi  VUL,  '  UauouiDi, 

OUDSOITS  8XFABATE  FZ^78  OF  SHAKESPEABK. 

XHB  MnCIUHT  OV  VBHIOa.    laPopocOmr     .....    .S  .«D 

JVUDSCXSAK.    loPiimOanr .EEt  .M 
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HENRT  TIU  VODBTH-    ttttl, Jfl  .40 
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HAZABT'S  OENEAIiOOICAL  ABU  CBBOZTOIiOGI. 

CAIi  CHART  of  theItvl(n*IBii^iu],l!lcatlaiKt,nun«kO«niAsy,  and 
Bpalu.  By  0.  B.  BjiLin.  HDnoUdriffi X iBloehH.  lolikdudBawidlBllo, 
MxiaineJi- :     L» 

BAIJ3ST*S  BIBLE  CHABT  OF  GEBEALOaT  ANB 

CHBOKOLOaY,  ftom  th*  CnKtion  to  A.  D.  100.     Pnnnd  br  C.  8. 

Baud LOO    LS 

Thb  CbHt  la  Jwlgiwl  to  Ulwlnli  BibW  HUcs^  br  IhowlDC  «■ »  olnriiadilnpl* 
flu  tho  goooalogT  ukd  ebrnjology  of  the  pilbelp«l  panoDfl  awbtkpued  In  th*  Sorlp- 

HARVABD  EXAMIKATIOIT  PAPEB8.  Collected  and 
ammt^  br  R.  r.  IsaanK.  A.  M.,  tlxMr  of  IMron  BMi  Behool.  BteamA 
EinU«>,m>l.lDini|»p«i<orJiiiwud8«pbnb«-.IBTt  .  .  .  .  1.91  IJ* 
TtHM  u*  «I1  tbe  qofH'tloitB  (a»pt  oq  the  nb^HtoT  a««kMtrT).lB  Ih*  ftinnof 
puixn.  vhlch  him  beni  mod  <■  tb«  HHitntiou  ftic  (dnlartoa  to  Bami4  CoDatn 
fiDMlSm.  1lHy«mftin>Miu>s*niiBtnitMi<rqiHttlowtDlI>>daii,Pli7rial, 
UK)  Annlant  OncnphT  ;  flncViB  Mid  Ramu  HlitotTi  AitUimaMs  lad  A1>rbmi 
PImH  uHl  BolM  GMoMtrr  I  Iidoaittliaiit  and  Trinvaantrr  1  Istla  ud  flnek  Orm- 
nuwHtOwiwttloa:  PbTrinandMadiuIsI  n»r  ^w  b«a  pablMM  la  M* 
Ibrni  An  tba  mnmilnm  at  T«Bhm,  ulimw  la  Huh  Btiwoli,  asd  MpwhOjr  Dk 
*i>plli  iinpailDgforcaDegB. 

THB  IiXniVG  WOBD ;  or,  Bible  Trndu  and  Lemons       SU    LOO 

Th«  dktlDgul>hlTig  (bacan  of  thta  book  la  tbe  arnngniient  br  nibjBela  of  Ub 
■Tiiltail  and  mnral  tntha  of  Um  Rlbla, »  that  all  Ita  aunt  aipcHidn  Dttatanota 
oDHi  a  irinn  niMect  may  ba  nad  In  anbrakeii  toeoearimi.  It  i*  beOand  that  thl* 
will  fumt-h  wbat  ban  bc«n  loni  Deeded  for  nnbUa  aod  prtvata  Taadlag  in  tba  hoaa^ 
tbe  eehool,  and  die  chnich. 

OtTB  WORLD,  If  o.  I. ;  or,  First  LeaaouB  In  OeograpliT. 

RntaiidedllloD.wlltaDewHapa.bTMAltL,  Hall 75      M 

Dnlcnad  tf>  gin  children  clear  and  Laadnf  ftapreaakna  of  Ao  dtBneDt  eopBtriaw 
and  tDhabltanla  of  tba  earth  -lalhar  tbao  tp  tax  Ibe  aamorr  «Hh  own  hibm  and 


Higie 


5  pAgifl  pkyunj,  ODd  19  po^cH  of  flnelj  eDgraTed  copperpliil«H  polltieol  91.60  Jfi  2-00 
This  bonli  l3  iuCtuded,  If  iue<l  Ln  coiiuectlnit  vLtb  tbi?  Flrat  Le«ODS,  to  cover  tlia 
OBUaJ  COOTH  of  HPUgnptiLcAt  Htullj-  H  Id  bjued  upon  the  principle  that  11  la  mam 
UKful  to  gli«  vMil  copcepUona  of  tiw  phjjicil  twwrw  and  political  uwicialioDi  of 
djflaraiil  HgloDi  than  u  oaJie  papUa  familiar  wllb  luig  UbU  of  plues  aud  a  gciM 
viajr  of  laUsUn- 

PEIBCES  TABLES  OF  LOGABITHHIC  aad  TBIO- 

ONOHETKIC  FUNCTIONS  TO  THSXS  AND  FOUR  PLACIS  OF 
DEClMAia.  B;  Jmra  Muxs  PiDCl,  Unllerrity  ProfeiBOr  of  HalluaiUlei  at 
Harrard  UnlTeniltj.    Ciutli flB      .76 


PEXROJB^  ELEHEHTS  OF  LOaABZTHUS ;  with  an 

Baplaoalion  of  Iho  Author's  THKEE  AND  fOOR  PLAUE  rABLKS.     Bt  Jahe) 
Uiui  pEiacB,  Unlierett;  Fionjaaar  of  Mitlumatlu  at  llamrd  Unlnnlty      .SO 
Thta  Work  1<  a  Oompaaloa  to  THREE  AN»  FODK  PLACB  TABLES  OF  LOQA- 
aiTUMlG  AND  TRIOONUMETBIU  IDHCTIONa,  bj  tbt  aatus  Auttioc. 

BEPHESEITTATrPIE    AUTHOBS.    By  H.  H.  Mobo.k. 

Thi«  \s  araendally  a  npcFlailam,  and  can  be  umde  eqoally  tueful  as  a  vatV  of 


STKWAHT8  BLEMBUrTABY  PHYSICS.  American 
Edition,  Wltd  QUBSTIONS  ul  SXESCISSS.  Bj  Paoi.  0.  A.  Hu.,  of  Har- 
nid  Ijidrenity 1.40 


SEAHLE-S  OUTLIWES  OF  A8TEONOMY.     By  Ab- 

niU  Sum,!,  of  Hinard  Colle^  OhsenatDTJ l.W 

Tbii  work  la  Inuitded  to  Hre  «iich  olemeDtary  iDBtnvtkin  In  the  principal 
adTaoeed  Id  jDatbeiuatios,    It  U  Lllnatrated  bv  carefalJy  prcpaEud  engraTlnRa,  and 


S.  The  geoeral  priiwlplea  of  thcondcal  utntiwiiiy. 


PBIMABY  ABITHUETIC.    Bj  G.  L.  DESABEar    . 
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THE  FOTTRTH   MITSIC   READER.  Bn.    pp.ssB     •isoilil 

Thliwoik,  pniMndlatolkniUiaTlilid  Hu>teSHdcr,iai;»»U[>(«l,iiiHt« 
■  iomiMt«l  InilrwIDT.  to  t»  uad  la  Hlfh  Scbooli  iriun  dd  pnriaiu  lyito- 
■i*U(r  ImKrueUon  hu  bno  i<nn.  To  tlibi  Mid  m  brtof  but  Uwnxifb  tltBHOtUT 
»unc  la  Elm.  vltta  nwicsl  rbncy.oH^ail  ■nlCEgfUa,  ■  nnipku  ajritan  «( 
trlHt  pnetK«t  <u>d  laerwl  mu«tt  uhI  aodg,  with  a«DiDpiiiikiiD«it  Tot  the  fluA 

Tb»  mo*  fniniduMd  U  of  »  hlgti  ofd«,  ud  by  0|- "- '  '- 

Utoil  to  CDldTM*  111*  tuu,  u  mU  u  w  axtcnd  tb 
pu^. 

THE  FIFTH,  or  HIGH  SCHOOL  UUSIC  READER 

FOR  HIZBD  VOICES.  CunliiDing  ■  foU  Com  of  Ad'nnxd  SidhgrtH  IK 
On*  UHl  Tito  ToImi,  ud  ■  tuntaOj  ntoctnl  wimber  of  auy  J^m^Fut  Sonit, 
(■kn  fraai  Uh  work*  0(  th*  taat  nHnpmn.  Tbl>  work  hu  bem  o^ikUIj 
eompllBd  lo  nwT  tfa*  Doofuc  wtnts  of  oor  High  Bcbooli  Iv  ft  bl^h«r  gndt 

M.  B.— TtH^nor  Part  In  muj' of  tba  kii|i  buj  b*  »tb«  onlttad  or  mg 

THE    ABBmaED    FOITBTH     MUSIC    READER. 

i.m  iM 

SECOND  UUSIO   READER mm 

THIRD  mrSIC  READER m    .1B 

THE    KATIOITAL    HUSIC    CHARTS.     Br   LoTHim 

Waims  MlffiH.  Antavahublf  ■IdtaThuhBiiorCDiiiiDaDBebiialilnlippiiniDg 
B  pnettal  kixiwkdgi  of  Moik,  ud  tMcblDE  CbtidreD  tp  itaig  U  dglit.  lu  Fnnr 
Hvtm.    VonjCbmramtb.    I^rtai,  « ID.W  oiih  Sulift 

miST  SIBIEB KM 

BICOIID  SERIB8 lOJX) 

THIKP  BERIBS lO.OD 

lOURTKBBBIK.bjL.  V.  MuomdJ.  B.Bouun »A> 


THE   ITATIONAIi   MUSIC  TEACHER.     A    Practical 

aoldalbiliHtaincVmlHadBtDtoQDgChUdm.    B7L.W.Hum      . 
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GREEK. 

aOODWIirS  aRSEE  GBAUMAB.     Bt  WillTSI?^.*^ 

GooDinx,  Pb.  D.,  BUot  PrafrKor  el  Omk  Llientun  in  Humrd  OuinnitT. 
lUtHDomco CLlStLH 

etobor«l»d  in  deu.ll  Is  tfa«  mthor't  "  SjnU.  of  lit  Onwt  Mood<  ud  T«iMi," 

GREEK    MOODS   AND    TENSES.    The  Fonrth  Edition. 

Bv  WiLum  W.  aaoDviH,  Eltal  ProfeiiMii  of  dittt  UUnture  In  Uunud  Unl- 

Ttrsliy.    iTol.    12mo.    Clatb.    pp  264 1.10    1.7B 

Tbia  work  Hu  Ant  published  la  1830,  *ni  It  ippsnd  In  n  Kv  IttiDi  —  much  w- 

h>rab«n  (dili^.    Tli<  utjKlaf  Ihs  warli  is  to  glre  ■  pliiD  lUtiuiMnl  of  ihe  pnuet- 
plH  whli-h  EOTirn  the  eoDfitructlnii  of  tha  Omdi  Uoodi  ud  luBta,  ~  the  mail  iu- 

GOODWIN'S  OBEEK  READER.     Conuttine  of  Extmrti 


onsiMine  o 


erencH   to  ClUtSBV'S  mil   H\DLBY'S   GKAUMAIta.     SOilii    fa/ Pnarel 

W.  w.  Oooiwur,  of  Uamcd  UoUen,  wd  J.  H.  AiUK,  CimliiUga.    Unlf  nio- 
ro«o     .        .     ■  .       .        .       .       .       .        .        .       .  .       .    1«»    »0B 

Thle  Inwk  contalda  the  third  and  tOarlh  booka  of  tha  AdsIiuIi  (enUn),  thernUar 

Xenophon  ;  the  lut  put  of  tha  Ap^ggj',  ud  Ihe  h«iElDtiliig  nd  endoftbe  Pfaw^ 
or  Plslo  .  Mlectiona  froin  the  ulith,  earentb,  end  alghtll  bookl  of  Ueiodatiu,  aul 

IiEIOHTON'S  GREEK  LESSONS.   Prepared  to  4rci»np«nT 

OoDdwin'a  Greek  Oimmmu,    Bt  B.  F.  LnaflTON,  Hutu  dTHehtiMHiib  School. 
H.l(inoroc«         .       .        .       .       .       .       '.        .       .        .        .        .    La    IM 

elHa  ^both  Gmk  ud  EngliBh),  miinly  lelHIed  rroiu  the  Brat  book  dI  Xeaophon'a 
AnibuLi.  The  eiercliei  on  the  MnodsUH  aanclent,  It  ia  belleied,  to  derelDp  U» 
pnanl  prlneiplea  aa  atsCad  in  the  GnminH.  Tha  tait  at  tbnr  ohApIen  of  the  Aia- 
DviB  ia  gireo  endre,  with  notea  4Dd  nGanaaoea.    Foil  ToeaboUriea  nomnpAoj  t4ie 

UDDELI.  ft   SCOTT'S   GREEK-ENGLISH    LEXI. 

CON.    AbridiBdtnmtbaiHwOifbnlBdiaoii.    NawEdlUou.    ntit  Appendix 

of  Proper  ud  Qcucnphieail  Kuiaa,  bj  J.  U.  Wamw. 

MonemlMck 2*0     8,0(1 

Sheep  binding 280    8.al 

LIDDELL  ft   SCOTT'S    GREEK-ENGLISH   LEXI- 

COH.     Tha  alith  Oifbcd  EdiHon  uaehridgnl.    4to.    HotoocobKk.        .    9,80  12,011 

Sheep  biodiDg  .     10.10  lam 

W»  1a,n  nuda  UTU|[eaMntB  with  Heam,  Humillan  A  Co.  to  pabllah  in  thia 
«DnU7  their  n»r  odllloa  II  UddeU  t  SeoU'a  Gnak  IsitoODa,  ud  ua  ra«lr  in 

The  BncKab  adlUoni  of  Uddail  h  Soolt  an  not  utrtaypti :  bnt  eamh  haa  b«a 

li  Iwgar  bj  one  eichlli  ibu  the  Hfth,  ud  cootalna  1886  p*m.  II  ii  u  «uZvly  dif' 
ftrtnt  vjork  fKwn  the  llrat  edlriOD,  tiie  whoia  department  of  e^motogy  tuTllig  baaiB 
tMrlttao  In  tha  light  of  modem  loTeitlRUiana,  ud  tha  Ihrma  of  the  imgular  ncba 
taint jiian  >>•  fn*t«  detail  by  the  aid  of  Veilcb'a  Getakwue.  Ho  ttudeat  of  Greak 
cu  (Ibnl  to  dUpeoie  with  Ihli  InTalnable  Lexicon,  [ha  priH  of  irtiirb  ia  now  tor  th* 
IM  Um*  btouchi  witbiD  the  mau*  oC  Uie  gnat  Iwdf  of  Aiuricu  aeboton. 
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f  LATO^  APOLOGY  OP  SOCRATES  AlTD  CSITO. 

E<l3tod,  tor  tha  U«  of  Bebooli.  hj  Josk  Wiluaks  Wmn,  A.  ». 
Tbe  iHli  of  thlii  irart  wfll  tw  ths  Onvimn  •dlHon  of  Sr,  CbrliUu  Oim.  rPlBtona 
TtnlHiUiKUiintmla  do  SohntM  unrl  KrlUn.  Poenft*  AqBic*.  Lclfllf.  Ttobm, 
]g72.)  To  ths  mwtnr  rootalnsd  In  Dr.  Cron'i  rdlctn  then  wQI  be  wld»l  nat«  bf 
th>  BiUtomiid  fcam  nlhar  HHirHi,  nkl^m.uid  tiimded  rahniKH  to  Goodwin  nil 
Bmilt}  Th*  book  vfll  bn  mr  Uhi  clia-nom,  ud  all  raUMr  sot  of  dinct  nlu  to 
tlH  (tndml  will  be  rlgttfl^  eieladed. 

THB  (EDIPTJS  TTBANHTTS  OP  SOPHOCLES.   Ed- 

H«d,  with  no  lotiadiHstlon,  Not«.  ud  fMII  RiilunHoB  of  (be  iMtna,  br 
Jeair  W.  Wnm,  A.  K.,  FiffOKi  of  th*  On>k  lapgnege  (ud  Utantnn  tn 
BellwlD  DniTenltr 1.9D    LEB 

THE  MEDEA  OF  EUBIPIDES.  T.iitei,  with  Notes 
rind  ui  Introduciloii,  tn  Fuomo  D.  Aim,  Pb.  D.,  PtofMnr  In  tb*  UdIth- 
XtjofCHuinnuL 

WILETITS  MAinTAL   OP  GBEEE  PBOSS   COH- 

posmoif.  ini.  laao.  cioUi a.w  UD 

WHITE'S   PIE8T   LE8SOW8   ITT   QHEEE.    Prepared 


to  hill  Umk  k«du.    Bj  Joan  Wnuiiu  Waiu,A.tI.,l. 

lluwdCoUtea IJn    IS 

k  Mriei  of  elghCr  iHHiDi  with  profrMdn   OrHk-&i«lifb  ud  nulbb-GRCfc 
HTitH.    Follu««I  bj  eclaoUd  puBcH  thHu  tbe  Bnl  (wo  baoki  oC  XoDfhoa'l 


WHITON'S  SELECT  ORATIOMS  OP  LTSIAS.    Com- 

prlrlng  (he  Unfi'iice  of  HkntitbeiiB,  tba  Ontton  enlnit  EntoiUiHxe,  tlw 

Ibe  OliTe-Tmak ;  wllb  lutiodtuitioai,    Nola,   Ind  Rftennm   In  OaDdvlB>a 
ud  Hwlle;'!  Onek  amDimin,  sod  Ooodwlo'i  Onck  Hoodi  ud  TtntM; 

Juits  Mo»«ia'lVamrar?r'a"' 1^   ] 
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LATIN. 


AUUBUr    ft    GBEENOUGH'S   LATUT   GBAHHAB. 

umDU-.      Bl  J.  U.  ALLB  Ud  J.    U,    UlUIODSII. 

,     .  sisfii 


nUd  bjF  flHfldLul  fliuuples  knd  b^  L-ODip«Tl»iHj  ItlLJl  pumi- 
lel  forajH  of  hlndnd  iutsiugejf- 

AIiLEir   ft  OBBENOUOH'S  LATIN   UETHOD.    A 

IdUls  Onunmsr.  <clth  Kiriuentuzj  InHnKlJon  In  KMdinK  Hi  glfht.  BHrdnii  in 
Tnnnliililiii  snd  Wriliug,  Hotel  ud  Vootiullirjr.  pp.  lUa.  Hllb  Su^plnii.ant 
■odSruUi-    18I& so    LOO 

ALTiBN  ft  QBEEITOUaH'S  C^SAR   (Gallic  Wnr,  Four 
Book!).    Wttta  ten  hill  Noua,  Copptrplals  Hap.uid  ReliiRDcei  to  UKirGniii- 

Do.  vllhout  VDcabulu; 1.00    I'Jl 

ALX.BIT  ft  GBEENOUaH'S    SSIiECT    OSATIOVS 

OF  CICBKO.  ChronoEogically  unngsd,  CDverioK  the  entire  period  of  hig 
Piblio  Lite.    Kdlud  b;  J.  H  k  w7¥.  Auek  udl.  B  aaEDioDan^llb  Ref- 

Hllo,  M>r»Llu>.  u'giriui,  u'i  tb>  FourtentU  PbUJppk.     itlth  Uf^,  luUodiK- 

ALIiEN  ft  GBEENOUGH'S  VIRGIL.    Six  Books  of  the 

founded  ou  (tut  of  KlbbMk,iHUtli>iul>oaiUiU  ud  ftom  He^n  bdoggiTen 

Id  the  mttgla  1.40    1.75 

ALLEN*  ft  GBEENOUGH'S  SALLUST.   The  Con»piracr 

of  UaUUns,  u  nUtad  by  SiilluM.    pp.  SI.    Ciotli M    JM 

ALLEN  ft   OREENOITGH'S   CICERO   DB   SENEC- 

TUT£  iCATO  MAJOR),  in  nolfiinn  atyle  wlUi  Allen  fc  GicenaDgli'i  Cleem. 

pp.  ST.    ClDCh 60      .IE 

ALLEN  ft  GBEBWOTJGH'S  OVID.    Selectton*  from  the 

PonntorOild.chligfiv  troDi  the  MeUmarphoaea.    Willi  Induof  PtoparNutat 

pp.  282 1.20    1 N) 

Tbe  attempt  haa  beeq  made  to  eIt*  ina  nedlpfr  book  ^  snltabla  for  atadmta 
bailDnlnx  Latin  poetrj,  ximethlncllke  acomphlepletairof  theGmk  mythol- 


ALLEN  ft  GBEENOUGH'S  LATIN  COMPOSITION. 

A  g«|ue]  to  the  Uethoil  of  B»rci>M  an  Iha  Con^nictloiu  of  BjdUi,  iillli 
Voeabalary  Itnunlatlou  Into  Latin  for  pnclica  In  Sjrnlwi,  Intioductor}'  to 
OmnpoelllDO  proper). 

Course  No.  I.    Full  Prepnrator/  Course  of  T.atin  Prose  (nith- 

oal  Toeabulu*),  coatalolan  rOur  books    of  Cmar'a  Oailie  War,  SaUnu'i 

Catlltaa,  alght  Ontloiii  of  Cleen),  and  tlia   Qua  Major. 
CoUTSO   No.  II.     Second    Preparatory  Conrse  of  Latin  FrO'e 

{vltb  Tooabulary),  Hintalalng  roue    booka  of  Ccbu'b  Qallle  Wai  ud  dgbt 

Ontlou  of  Ukaio. 
N.B.  — CoumNa.  I  la  Ideutlial  vlth  the  Fint  Conne  prHrribed  lor  admlii- 

aloD  to  llamrdCo)!^.    Conna  Ho.  IL  WDlnlDa  tba  uual  looiul  lequlml 
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ALLEH'S  LATIN  BBADER.    12mo     BiSpRirfs.    ConsL'it- 

tng  of  :W«th>iii"  from  CiKWr.  Curt«i>.  N«pM,  Billmt,  Old,  Tirgil.  PlmtoK, 
TenMirs.  Ciceto,  Plinv,  uid  Tvltu,  nith  Natta.and  ■  geoaMj  Tmabnliij  of 
LaUa  of  num.  than  16,000  wonlB 2.09    . 

ALLEN'S  LATIN  SELECTIONS.  Containing  the  same 
»  Allrn'i  UMn  Knukr,  vltiiDiit  Vmabnlir; I-^ 

ALLEN'S   LATIN  LEXICON.    tSmo.    205  paeeB.    (Being 


ALLEN'S  LATIN  COMPOSITION.  By  W.  P.  Allbh  loo  iffi 
ALLEN'S  MANUAL  LATIN  GRAMMAS  .  .  IM  iJE 
AU^N'S  LATIN  LESSONS.    l2mo.    134pae«a    .      .    i_oo    U6 

LEIGHTON'S  LATIN  LESSONS.    Prepared  to  accompany 

AlliD  &  Unenougli'i  lAtin  Gruiiuu'.  By  K.  f  Leiohton,  Hclnm  lUgb  Bch«iL 

This  work  prsHDla  1  pragnuivt  Mrioa  of  eiercbi«  (botli  LaUnud  GngllBhJ.llliu- 

lukMoT  qiuDiit)' nn  iuimloiwl  from  the  first.     The  uit  caat\ala  of  iibDuiidaim 

1  MI <'.  vini'inn.^iHniouLiu  iknd  llaniuB) ;  Uonlil  nod  Uanlil';  Ur»of  Ow, 


'B  ElplWlUfi  0 


I^m  (or  i:xuidiu[ioa'ud  Bctm 


MADVIG'S    LATIN    GRAMMAR.     Carefully  revised   by 

TuoHis  A.  THUiiieE,  YaJe  CoUEge,    Hsirmorowi 2-W     ■ 

The  DKial  campleU  uid  iiluible  Tmlbse  od  the  LuKoige  yet  pnbUslwil,  ud  id- 
nlnbl;  idapUHl  lo  tbe  wtuit*  of  Twehen  xai  OeDeg*  Otaot*. 


WHITE'S      JUNIOR      STUDSHT'S      COMPLETB 

LA-XIN-HNaUSU  LEXICOK.    Hnnxmbock »«     j 

Bbwp ^■'"    > 

WHITE'S      JUNIOR      STUDENT'S      COMPLETE 

LATIN-ENGLISH  AKD  BNGHSH-LATIN  LEXICOH.   Bf  Che  Kei.  J,  T. 
WhUI    D.  D     of  C.  C.  C,  OllOrd,  Hectorof  St  11«Uii,  LodgUe,  Umdon.     B»- 

TtMdlidiilon.     Square  ISnio.    pp.1068.    8hMp ^»>    '■ 

" The  pr»«t  >otk  >!■» »t  furcWilog^n^ *!£;^iD'"„'rt.''.id"^^'^."''to''iS 

Jn  the  prepurallon  of  tlii"  ponUm  of  the  bnok,  On.  WffiTi  bM  h»d  the  inMuta 
of  Boiue  of  tM  best  Htaoliin  both  of  0>ford  luiil  Cunbridgs."  —  Giauviia* 

WHITE'S  JUNIOR  STUDENT'S  COMPLETE  ENG- 

LISH-LATTN  LEXICON.    Sheep ",      :       j     ;™    ' 

^ •-  f.    of  London,  lor  tha 


»tea  with 
UK  demudi  of  tb«  trade. 
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^nrwnratmmts. 


AlHN  &  GREENOUGH'S  LATIN  SERIES. 

These  tsxt-boolu  have  been  prepared  espedally  to  meet  the  preBent  ci 
ditions  fi>r  admission  to  Barrard  College.     (See Catalogue.) 

r  for  Schools  and 


2.  IiATITT  METHOD:  AMethodoflnstru 

InHniFlLoa  in  ResdlnK  U  Sght,  EicRl^ea  In  Tnnitai 
ud  ¥oc»bal»r)i.    pp.  108,     With  Supplemmt  (OalM 


Writing  lAlIn,  adipted  to  Iht  Daa  of  tdnnced  or  collsgn  ntuM  lint  Comtw- 
tal  pui  ki  aipMteil  to  be  wuljr  for  publinUon  Mrij  la  tba  wmnHr. 


e.  CICEBO :   Select  Oration*  of  Cioero  chronoIoKicallT  arrnnnd, 
dOTotaf  ifeg  mdn  pMlod  or  hk  *abUe  HEh    ff .  aH. 
IMsTalDnHconUniUilrtMaDntloBa.glTlDglaeluaMBcontMeiabiaiuiga 

7.  CATO  ICAJOB :  Cicero  Dt  Seaaiule,  a,  Biakwne  on  Old  Age. 

pp.  67.  ^  ^^ 

8.  OVTD  :   Selections  from  the  Poems  of  Ovid,  chieflT  the  Metamor- 

fhoKi.    Wllb  IndBK  ot  Pnpw  Nubk    pp.  28S. 


For  No.  2  of  the  Hbove  may  be  siibstitnled 

LBIGHTON'S  LATIIT  LESSONS,  adapted  to  Allen  & 

OTHmDnKll'>  I«Cln  anminir,  with  nnlKr^  Vnrabnlarr   b;  R.  r.  PCKHEU. 
(■boat  SOOpp ) ',  cfflitklntng  ■  luge uuouDt  Dt  ekneDta^ prteUu  In  mdlng 


The  Tollowing  will  be  paUiibed  in  itng:1e  Tolamet :  — 

L  Conne  Ko.  I.  Full  Pmpmtory  Conm  of  Latin  Ptom  fwith- 
Mt  TMBbalHT),  nat^olBR  tow  boolii  of-  Cmu-'i  0*IUe  W*r,  WlaM'a 
CbUHih,  dent  OntlDu  ((  CkMV,  wl  Oh  OUs  Hvw. 


apMrribnllbridsb- 


BEPBBSBNTATITE    AUTHORS.     By  H.  H.  Horo*k. 

Tbit  It  HHatUIlT  k  Taprrtartam,  ud  an  btr  made  >qaiillj  amtal  u  k  wait  of 

RfnaiMa  and  u  m  DaDptDkia  u>  ux  Btnnkl  at  lilerWon.  or  u  II  fuUi  in  uf 

OHirH  </  rwdlDg.    1(  piHcnU  (he  npRwntitin  lalbon  «r  Knjclud   ud 

Amwta,  —  IbrirnHidt  Bf  ^MMiUngthrir  juhJBcli^thf  lIMrmri  fanniwhkh  Cbey 


THE  FIFTH,  < 

rOIt  MIXKDTC 
iMiriHiiao  o(  BOMI 

CooMiitec  >  tall  CMna  oT  Adnnnd  SDlfeK^lM  tor  Oh  Bud  Two  Tiilr«,  and  a 
anrull;  •rlMUd  aaBlmoftu/  Fma-Pmrt  Sanp  akxn  fnnn  tbe  botIeb  orih* 
bHt  coopnan.  Thit  work  bai  bctn  HpifWIy  covplkd  to  mm  Uh  fTDoli^ 
nsu  or  Mr  ni^b  Scbools  tbr  ■  hiitlKr  Ends  dI  miuki  tbu  la  cootaliwd  In 


Air  IHTBODVCTTOH  TO   THX  STUDY  OF  THE 

RHTTHHIC  Aln>  HETRIO  OF  THX  CI.ASS1CAL  LAKatJAaBS. 
Br  Dl  J.  H.  Hmruo  BcoHin.    1^  *4Mi  wUi  U  uUad  tka  T«t  of  (b* 

%ntd  of  Uh  Onak  Dmm,  irltta 
llod  rmu  tb*  Oamwi  br  Job* 
>,rh.D,  PnfaaHwvfth* 

"UitfbilaBlDdtcMtTthBlkiiwIllatrikdwCtaBlKktDSpnAan'' 

■npand  or  bla  lufar  wort,  bnaRbl  oat  In  taut  toIbbm,  8n.  la  UM-t3, 
t  ''  Dia   Kanattbrmen  dar  iHaehteebaD  Puaala  UBd  tbn  BtdaatOH."  ud  It 

I  and  UUd 


sntlllad  ''Dia  KanattbnBan  dtr  (rieehlKbaii  Puaala  und  Ihn  A 


a  bnnirtuit  ■ddlUiHiB.    ttoij  Dlnilrttloiit 
[,  and  tha  wort  hu  baa*  ol" — —  ■'--— 


from  BoffHtb  poat' bava  baL„ »^_»^«,  _^_  ___  -„,„  „., ^ 

Id  tb*  naa  or  KncUtli-ipiakliig  ttudmta.    With  a  toll  Indax.    (A'lvJir  Hia^.) 

IN  PREPARATION. 
OUTLINES  OF  THE  COMFABATIVS  aBAHHAB 

OP  SAirSKRIT,  OREEK.  AND  LATDf,  nDbradag  In  auaJl  Kini|nM  Itaa 
fananl  )irfiKlp)ei  otBtjmolCKy.tHlh  full  rafeiTiiaea  In  aDthnrlHH  andl»«ar 


l.iCKI'^le 


FIBST  I^SSONS   Iir   QBEEE.     Prepared   t 

JOBir  WULUIU  Wbri,a. 


HEW    EDinOIT    OP    UDDELIi    Am)     BCOTT'B 

ABRIDaSD   GREEK  LEXICON.    With  id  Anpnidii  «mlilDiD|  Pmpn 
u>d  QvnmpbkaJ  Hwdm  antUIlT  pnpuBl  bf  J-  H-  W-Hitw. 

SELECT  ORATIONS  OF  I.YSZAS. 


CABFENTBR'S     ZNTRODTTCTZOIT    TO    AITGIiO- 

8AXON.  Ad  Intredacilon  la  tin  nnulT  sf  Uw  Ancht^Sucm  Lunuc^  Com- 
mblag  IB  aaBtaUtj  Qamau,  StiKtkini  f«  HtwIIng  hiUi  Nom,  and  k 
VocKbulWT.  Br  Otunas  H.  Cibpirtdi,  PidTMmt  or  Idiilc  uiil  Bngllih  Ut- 
•ntim  Id  tbg  DoinnltT  of  WlmnAi,  mnd  Author  o(  "  Bn(U>h  of  Uw  XIV. 
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This  book  should  be  returned  to 
the  Library  on  or  before  the  last  date 
stamped  below. 

A  fine  of  five  cents  a  day  is  incurred 
by  retaining  it  beyond  the  specified 
time. 

Please  return  promptly. 


i 
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